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THE DAUGHTER OF A SILK MERCHANT 
OF MARSEILLES 





iMarsetlles, at the beginning of Germinal, Year ll 
{The end of March, 1794, by Mama's 
old-fashioned reckoning) 

A woman can usually get what she wants from a man if she has a 
well-developed figure. So I've decided to stuff four handkerchiefs 
into the front of my dress tomorrow; then I shall look really grown 
up. Actually I am grown up already, but nobody else know.s that, 
and I don’t altogether look it. 

Last November I was fourteen, and Papa gave me this lovely 
diary for my birthday. It’s a shame to spoil these beautiful white 
pages with writing. There’s a little lock at the side of the diary, and 
I can lock it up. Even my sister Julie won’t know what 1 put in it. 
It was my last present from dear Papa. My father was the silk mer- 
chant Francois Clary, of Marseilles; he died two months ago, of 
congestion of the lungs. 

"What shall I w^rite in that book?” I asked in perplexity wdien 1 
.saw it on the table among my presents. Papa smiled and kissed me 
on the forehead. "The story of Citizeness Bernardine Eugenie 
Desiree Clary," he said, and suddenly he looked sad. 

I am starting my future history tonight, because I’m so excited I 
can’t get to sleep. So I slid softly out of bed, and I only hope Julie, 
over there, w’on't be awakened by tlie fiickering of the candle. She’d 
make a frightful scene. 

The reason why I’m excited is that tomorrow I’m going with my 
sister-in-law Suzanne to see Deputy Albitte and ask him to release 
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Etienne. Etienne is my brother, and his life is in danger. Two days 
ago the police suddenly came to arrest him. Such things do happen 
these days; it’s only five years since the great Revolution, and peo]-le 
say it’s not over yet. Anyhow, lots of people are guillotined ever} 
day in the Town Hall square, and it’s not safe to be related to aristo- 
crats. Fortunately, we haven’t any fine folk among our relatives. 
Papa made his own way, and he built up Grandpa’s little business 
into one of the biggest silk firms in Marseilles. Papa was very glad 
about the Revolution, though just before it he had been appointed a 
Purveyor to the Court and had sent some blue silk velvet to the 
Queen. Etienne says the velvet was never paid for. Papa almost 
cried when he read to us the first broadside giving the Rights of 
Man. 

Etienne has been running the business since Papa died. Wlien 
Etienne was arrested, Marie, our cook, who used to be my nurse, said 
quietly to me, "Eugenie, I hear that Albitte is coming to town. Your 
sister-in-law must go to see him and try to get Citizen Etienne Clary 
set free.’’ Marie always knows what’s going on in town. 

At supper we were all very dismal. Two places at the table were 
empty — Papa’s chair next to Mama and Etienne’s next to Suzanne. 
Mama won’t let anyone use Papa’s chair. I kept thinking of Albitte 
and crumbling my bread into little balls. That annoyed Julie. She is 
only four years older, but she wants to mother me all the time and it 
makes me wild. 

"Eugenie,” she said, "it’s bad manners to crumble your bread.” 

I stopped making bread balls and said, "Albitte is in town.” 

The others took no notice. They never do when I say anything. 
So I said it again. "Albitte is in town.” 

At that Mama said, "Who is Albitte, Eugenie?” 

Suzanne was not listening, she was sobbing into her soup. 

"Albitte,” I said, proud of my knowledge, "is the Jacobin Deputy 
for Marseilles. He is staying a week and will be in the Town Hall 
every day. And tomorrow Suzanne must go to see him; she must ask 
him why Etienne has been arrested, and insist that it must be a mis- 
understanding.” 

"But,” Suzanne sobbed, looking at me, "he wouldn’t receive me!” 
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*'I think— I think it might be better,” said Mama doubtfuily, "for 
Suzanne to ask our lawyer to see Albitte.” 

Sometimes my family make me sick. Mama won t have a jar of 
marmalade made at home unless she can give it a stir. And yet she 
will leave a matter of life and death to our silly old lawyer. I expect 
many grown-ups are like that. 

"We must see Albitte ourselves,” I said, "and Suzanne, as Etienne’s 
wife, is the one who should go. If you’re .scared, Suzanne, VU go, 
and I’ll ask Albitte to release my big brother.” 

"Don’t you dare go to the Town Hail!” said Mama at once. I'hen 
she went on with her soup. 

"Mama, I think ...” 

"I do not wish to discuss the matter further,” said Mama, and 
Suzanne began sobbing into her soup again. 

After supper I went upstairs to see whether Pensson had got back, 
You see, in the evening I give Persson French lessons. He has the 
sweetest old horse-face imaginable. He’s terribly tall and thin, and 
he’s the only fair-haired man I know. That’s because he i.s a Swede. 
Heaven only know's where Sweden is — somewhere up by the North 
Pole, I think, Persson show'ed me once on the map, but I forget 
where. Persson’s papa has a silk business in Stockholm, and the busi- 
ness is somehow connected with ours here. So Persson came to Mar- 
seilles for a year to be an assistant in Papa’s business. Everyone .says 
you can only learn the silk trade in Marseilles. So one day Pers.san 
came to our house. At first we couldn’t make out a w'ord of wliat he 
said. He declared that he was talking French, but it didn’t sound 
like French at all. Mama got a room ready for him on tiie top floor, 
and said that in these imsettled times it was better for Pcr.sson to live 
with us. 

I found Persson had come in; really he is such a respectable youug 
man, and we sat down in the parlour. Usually he reads to me truru 
the newspapers, and I correct his pronunciation. And once more, as 
so often, I got out the old broadside about the Rights of Man lh;if. 
Papa had brought home, and then Persson and I listened cacii 
other reciting it, because we wanted to learn it all by heart. Persson’s 
old horsc-face grew quite solemn, and he said he envied me becau.se 
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I belonged to the nation that had presented these great thoughts to 
the world. "Liberty, Equality, and the Sovereignty of the People," 
he declaimed, sitting next to me. 

Then he said, "Much blood has been shed to establish these new 
laws, so much innocent blood. And it must not have been shed in 
vain, mademoiselle." 

Of course, Persson is a foreigner, and he always calls Mama "Mme 
Clary," and me "Mile Eugenie,” though that is forbidden; we are 
both just "Citizeness Clary.” 

Suddenly Julie came into the room. "Would you come for a mo- 
ment, Eugenie.?" she said, and took me to Suzanne’s room. 

Suzanne was sitting hunched up on the sofa, sipping port wine. 
Port is supposed to be strengthening, but I am never given a gias.s, 
because young girls do not need strengthening, Mama says. Mama 
was sitting next to Suzanne, and I could see that she was trying to 
look energetic. When she does that, she looks more frail and helpless 
than ever; she hunches up her narrow shoulders, and her face looks 
very small under the little widow’s cap she has worn for two months, 
My poor mama reminds you much more of an orphan child than a 
widow. 

"We have decided,” said Mama, "that tomorrow Suzanne will try 
to see Deputy Albitte. And,” Mama added, clearing her throat, "you 
are to go with her, Eugenie!” 

"I am afraid to go alone, among all the crowds of people," Suz- 
anne murmured. 1 could see that the wine had not strengthened her, 
only made her drowsy. And I wondered why I was to go with her, 
and not Julie. 

"Suzanne has made this decision for Etienne’s sake," said Mama, 
"and it will be a comfort to her, my dear child, to know that you 
are with her." 

"Of course you must keep your mouth shut, and let Suzanne do 
the talking," Julie hastened to add. 

I was glad that Suzanne was going to see Albitte. That was the 
best thing to do, the only thing, in my opinion. But they were treat- 
ing me, as usual, like a child, so I said nothing. 

"Tomorrow will be a very trying day for us all," said Mama, get- 
ting up, "So we must go to bed soon.” 
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I ran into the parlour and told Persson that I had to go to bed. He 
picked up the newspapers and bowed. "Then I wish you good night, 
Mile Clary,” he said. I was at the door when he suddenly murmured 
something else. 

I turned back. "Did you say something, M. Persson?” 

"It’s only — ” he began. I went over to him and tried to see his 
face in the dusk; I did not bother to light the candles as we were 
going to bed. I could only just see Persson’s pale face. 

"I only wanted to say, mademoiselle, that I — ^yes, that I shall soon 
be going home.” 

"Oh, I am sorry, monsieur. Why?” 

"I haven’t told Mme Clary yet. I did not want to trouble her. 
But you see, mademoiselle, I’ve been here for a year and more, and 
they want me in the business, in Stockholm. And when M. Etienne 
Clary comes back everything will be in order here. I mean, in the 
business as well; and then I will go back to Stockholm.” 

It was the longest speech I had ever heard Persson make. I 
couldn’t quite understand why he told me before the others. I had 
always thought he didn’t take me any more seriously than the others 
do. But now, of course, I wanted us to go on talking. So I went 
over to the sofa and indicated with a very ladylike gesture that he 
was to be seated next to me. When he sat down, his tall frame 
folded up like a pocketknife. He rested his elbows on his knees, and 
I could see he didn’t know what to say next. 

"Is Stockholm a beautiful city?” I asked politely. 

"To me it is the most beautiful city in the world,” he answered. 
“Green ice floes sail about in the Malar, and the sky is as white as a 
sheet that has just been washed. That is in the winter, but our 
winter is very long.” 

His description didn’t make me think Stockholm particularly 
beautiful. I wondered, too, where it was that the green floes were 
drifting about. 

"Our business is in the Vastra Langgatan. That is the most mod- 
ern business center in Stockholm. It is just by the Royal Palace,” 
Persson added proudly. 

But I was not really listening. I was thinking about tomorrow, 
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and how I must stuff some handkerchiefs into the front of my dress 
and ... 

"I wanted to ask you a favour, Mile Clary,” I heard Persson saying. 

1 must look as pretty as I can, I was thinking, so that for my sake 
they will release Etienne. But I asked politely, "What is it, mon- 
sieur.?” 

"I should like so much,” he faltered, "to keep the broadside about 
the Rights of Man, the one M. Clary brought home. I know, made- 
moiselle, that it is a presumptuous request.” 

It was indeed. Papa had always kept the broadside on his little 
bedside table, and after his death I had taken it for myself. 

”1 shall always treasure it and revere it, mademoiselle,” said 
Persson. 

Then I teased him for the last time. ”So you've become a Republi- 
can, monsieur.?” 

And once more he wouldn’t say. ’T am a Swede, mademoiselle,'' 
he replied, “and Sweden is a monarchy.” 

"You may keep the broadside, monsieur,” I said, “and show it to 
your friends in Sweden.” 

At that moment the door flew open, and I heard Julie's voice, 
shrill with anger. “When are you coming to bed, Eugenie? . . , 
Oh,” she added, "I didn’t know you were sitting here with M. Pers- 
.son. Monsieur, the child must go to bed. Come along, Eugenie!” 

Julie was still scolding me when I had put almost all my paper 
curlers into my hair and she was in bed. “Eugenie, your behaviour is 
scandalous. Persson is a young man, and it’s not proper to sit in the 
dark vs'ith a young man. You forget that you are a daughter of 
Francois Clary. Papa w'as a highly respected citizen, and Persson 
can’t even speak decent French. You will disgrace the wdiole family!” 

What rubbish, I thought, as I blew out the candle and got into 
bed. What Julie needs, I decided, is a husband; if she had one rny 
life wmiild be easier. 

1 tried to sleep, but I could not stop thinking about tomorrow’.s 
visit to the Town Hall. And I kept thinking, too, of the guillotine, 
I see it so often, close up, when I am trying to get to sleep, and tlien 
I dig my head into the pillow to drive away that memory, the memory 
of the loiife and the severed head. . 


.n c\ n 0 
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Two years ago our cook Marie took me secretly to the square 
before the Town Hall. We pushed our way through the crowd 
that swarmed around the scaffold. I wanted to see everything, and 
I clenched my teeth because they were chattering so badly. The red 
cart brought up twenty gentlemen and ladies. They all wore fine 
clothes, but dirty bits of straw clung to the gentlemen’s silk breeches 
and the ladies’ lace sleeves. Their hands were bound with rope be- 
hind their backs. • 

Sawdust is spread on the scaffold around the guillotine, and every 
morning and evening, immediately after the executions, fresh saw- 
dust is put down. Nevertheless the sawdust is always a terrible 
reddish-yellow mess. The whole square smells of dried blood and 
sawdust. The guillotine is painted red like the carts, but the paint is 
peeling off; for the guillotine has been there for years. 

On that afternoon the first person brought in was a young man 
who was accused of being in secret correspondence with enemies 
abroad. When the executioner jerked him onto the scaffold his lips 
were moving; I think he was praying. He knelt, and I shut my 
eyes; I heard the guillotine fall. 

When I looked up, the executioner was holding a head in his 
hand. The head had a chalk-white face; the eyes were wide-open 
and staring at me. My heart stood still. The mouth in the chalky 
face was wide-open as though about to scream. There was no end to 
that silent scream. I could hear confused voices around me. Some- 
one sobbed, and a woman gave a harsh giggle. Then the noises 
seemed to come from far away, everything went black before my 
eyes, and — well, yes, I was horribly sick. 

I felt better then, but people were shouting at me for being sick: 
I had spoiled someone’s shoes. I kept my eyes shut so as not to see 
the bleeding head. Marie was ashamed of my behaviour, and took 
me out of the crowd; I heard people abusing us as we passed them. 
And ever since then I often can’t sleep for thinking of the dead star- 
ing eyes and the silent scream. 

When we got home I cried and cried. Papa put his arms around 
me and said, "The people of France have suffered for hundreds of 
years. And two flames rose from the suffering of the oppressed-— the 



flame of Justice, and the flame of Hatred. The flame of Hatred will 
burn down and be extinguished in streams of blood. But the other 
flame, the sacred flame, little daughter, can never again be completely 
extinguished.” 

"The Rights of Man can never be annulled, can they, Papa?” 

"No, they can never be annulled. But they can be temporarily 
abrogated, openly or secretly, and trodden underfoot. But those who 
trample on them will incur the deepest blood-guilt in all history. 
And whenever and wherever in days to come men rob their brethren 
of their rights of Liberty and Equality, no one can say for them. 
'Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do,’ because, little 
daughter, after the Declaration of the Rights of Man they will know 
perfectly well what they are doing!” 

When Papa said that, his voice was quite changed. It sounded — 
yes, really, it sounded just as I should expect the voice of God to 
.sound. And the longer the time that has passed since that talk with 
Papa, the better I have understood what he meant. I feel very close 
to him tonight. I am afraid for Etienne, and a little afraid of the 
visit to the Town Hall. But at night we are more easily frightened 
than in the daytime. 

If only I knew whether my life’s story will be happy or sad! 1 
want ever so much to have some experience out of the ordinary. But 
first I must find a husband for Julie. And, above all, Etienne must 
be got somehow out of prison. 

Good night, Papa! You see I have begun to write down my story. 
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Twenty-four hours later 

I am the disgrace of the family. 

On top of that, so much has happened I’ve no idea how to get it all 
down. First of ail — Etienne has been released, and is sitting down- 
stairs in the dining room with Mama, Suzanne, and Julie, and he is 
eating away as if he’d been kept a month on bread and water. Actu- 
ally he was in prison only three days! 

Secondly, I have met a young man with a very interesting face and 
the most unpronounceable name — Boonopat, or Bonapart, or some- 
thing like that. Thirdly, downstairs they’re all furious, they call me 
a disgrace to the family, and they have packed me off to bed. 

They are celebrating Etienne’s return, and even though it was my 
idea to see Albitte, I am being scolded and scolded, and there’s no 
one I can talk to about the future and this Citizen Bounapar. Impos- 
sible name, I’ll never remember it! There’s simply no one I can talk 
to about this new young man. But my dear good papa must have 
foreseen how lonely you can be if you are misunderstood by the 
people around you, and that is why he gave me this diary. 

Today began with one row after another. First Jujie told me 
Mama had decided I was to wear my horrid grey frock, ;ind that of 
course I must wear a lace fichu tight around my neck. I fought against 
the fichu, but Julie shrieked, "Do— you- — think w'e shall let you go ui 
■A low-necked dress like a — -like a girl from the port.^ Let you go to a 
government office without a fichu.?’’ 

As soon as Julie had gone I quickly borrow^ed her little pr.t of 
rouge. For my fourteenth birthday I had got a pot of my own, but I 
hate it, it’s such a childish pink. Julie’s "Cerise” suits me much bet- 
ter. I dabbed it on carefully, and I thought how difficult it must 
have been for the great ladies in Versailles who used thirteen dilter- 
ro 


enfc shades one on top of another to get the right effect. I read 
about it in the newspaper, in an article on the Widow Capet, our 
Queen who was guillotined. 

"My rouge! How often must I tell you not to use my things 
without first asking my permission!” said Julie crossly as she came 
back into the bedroom. I quickly powdered my whole face; then 1 
smoothed my eyebrows and eyelids with a dampened forefinger — 
they look much nicer when they are a little shiny. Julie sat on the 
bed and watched me critically. I began to take the paper curlers out 
of my hair, but they got caught in my curls. I have such horrid, 
stubborn natural curls it’s a terrible business to coax them into 
smooth ringlets hanging down to my shoulders. 

We heard Mama’s voice outside. "Isn't that child ready yet, 
Julie.? We must dine now if Suzanne and Eugenie are to be at the 
Town Hall by two o’clock.” 

I tried to hurry, but that only made me clumsier than ever, and I 
simply could not get my hair right. 

"Julie, can’t you help me?” 

Honour to whom honour is due. Julie has the light touch of a 
fairy. She finished doing my hair in five minutes. 

"In one of the papers I saw a drawing of the young Marquise de 
Fontenay,” I said. "She wears her hair in short curls and brushes it 
down onto her forehead. Short hair would suit me, too.” 

"She just does it to remind everyone that she was only rescued 
from the guillotine in the nick of time! But she wouldn’t have cut 
off her hair till she left the prison. She must have had long hair 
when Deputy Tallien first saw' her there. But,” Julie added like an 
old maiden aunt, "I should advise you, Eugenie, not to read news- 
paper articles about the Fontenay." 

"You needn’t be so condescending and superior, Julie. I’m no 
longer a child, and I know quite well why Tallien got a pardon for 
the beautiful Fontenay, and what he was after. And so — ” 

"You are impossible, Eugenie! Who tells you all these things? 
Marie in the kitchen?” 

"Julie, where A that child?” Mama called. She sounded annoyed. 

I pretended to be tidying my fichu, and stuffed the four handker- 
chiefs into my frock. Two on tlie right and two on the left. 
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"Take out those handkerchiefs at once! You can’t go out like 
that,” Julie said, but I pretended not to hear her, and impatiently 
pulled open one drawer after another looking for my Revolutionary 
cockade. Naturally I found it in the last drawer I opened, and I 
fastened it onto what seemed to me a very well-rounded handker- 
chief bosom. Then I ran downstairs to the dining room with Julie. 

Mama and Suijanne had begun to eat. Suzanne, too, had put on 
her cockade. At the beginning of the Revolution everyone wore a 
cockade, but now they are worn only by Jacobins, or by people like 
us who are going to see someone in a government ofiice or a deputy. 
Naturally when times are unsettled, for example last year when the 
Girondists were being persecuted, and there w'ere wholesale arrests, 
no one dared to go out without the blue-white-red rosette of 
the Republic. At first I loved these rosettes showing the national 
colours of France. But now I don’t like them any longer. I think 
it’s undignified to pin one’s convictions onto one’s frock or coat 
lapel. 

After dinner Mama got out the cut-glass decanter of port wine, 
Yesterday only Suzanne had a glass, but today Mama poured out two 
glasses and gave Suzanne one and me one, 

"Drink it slowly,” she told me. "Port wine is strengthening.” 

I took a big gulp; it tasted sticky and sweet, and all of a .sudden it 
made me tingle. It made me very cheerful, too, I smiled at Julie, 
and then I saw there were tears in her eyes. She actually put lier 
arm around my shoulder and pressed her face against my cheek. 
"Eugenie,” she wdrispered, "take care of yourself.” 

The wine was making me very lively. For fun I rubbed in\’ nose 
against Julie’s cheek and whispered, "Perhaps you’re afraid Deputy 
Albitte might seduce me!” 

"Can’t you ever be serious,?” Julie was plainly .shocked. "It’s not 
just a game going to the Town Hall, with Etienne under arrest. 
You know they — ” she stopped short. 

I took a last good gulp of port. Then I looked straight at her. "I 
know, Julie, I know what you mean. Usually the dose relatives of 
arrested men are arrested, too. Naturally Suzanne and 1 are in 
danger. You and Mama are in danger, too, but you two are not 
going, so you may not be noticed. And . . 
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"I wish ! could go with Su2anne.” Her lips were trembling, but 
she controlled herself. "But then if anything does happen, Mama 
will need me.” 

"Nothing will happen to us,” I said. "But if it did, I’d know you 
were looking after Mama, and that you’d try to get me out We two 
must always stick together, mustn’t we, Julie.?” 

Suzanne did not speak on our way into the center of the town, 
We walked very fast, and she did not look to right or left even when 
we went past the fashion shops in the rue Cannebiere. When we 
reached the large square in front of the Town Hall she suddenly 
took my arm. I tried not to see the guillotine, but the square still 
smelled of fresh sawdust and dried blood. We met Citizeness Re- 
nard, who has made Mama’s hats for years. The citizeness looked 
around timidly before nodding to us. She had evidently heard that 
a member of the Clary family had been arrested. 

A great crowd hung about the entrance to the Town Hall. When 
we tried to push our way through, someone caught hold of Suzanne’s 
arm, Poor Suzanne shook with fear and turned very pale. 

"What do you want, citizeness?” 

"We wish to speak to Citizen Deputy Albitte,” I said quickly in a 
loud voice. 

The man — I decided he was the porter — let go of Suzanne’s arm. 
"Second door on the right,” he said. 

We pressed on through the dimly lit entrance, found the door, 
opened it, and were assaulted by a confused roar of voices and a 
horribly stuffy atmosphere. 

At first we did not know what to do. So many people were sit- 
ting and standing in the narrow waiting room that one could hardly 
move. At the far end of the room there was another door, at which 
a young man in the uniform of the Jacobin Club stood guard. He 
wore a high collar, a huge black cocked hat with a cockade, and a 
silk coat with very fine lace cuffs; he had a walking stick under his 
arm. I thought he must be one of Albitte’s secretaries, so I caught 
hold of Suzanne’s hand and tried to push through to him. Suzanne’s 
hand was trembling and as cold as ice, but I could feel beads of 
perspiration on my forehead, and I was vexed with the handkerchiefs 
inside my dress, for they made me hotter than ever. 
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“We want to see Citizen Deputy Albitte, piease,” Suzanne mur- 
mured when we came up to the young man. 

"What.^” he shouted at her. 

“To see Citizen Deputy Albitte,” Suzanne stammered. 

"Everyone in this room wants to see him-. Have you sent in your 
name, citizeness.?” 

Suzanne shook her head. "How do we do that.?" 1 asked. 

"Write your name and business on a chit/' he said. "People who 
can’t write get me to do it for them. That costs — ” He glanced ap- 
praisingly at our clothes. 

"We can write,” Suzanne said. 

“Over there on the wdndow ledge the dtizeness will find paper 
and a quill,” said the Jacobin youth. He might have been an arch- 
angel at the gates of Paradise. 

We pushed through to the window ledge. Suzanne quickly filled 
out a form. Names? Citizeness Suzanne Clary and Citizeness Ber- 
nardine Eugenie Desiree Clary. Purpose of visit? We stared at each 
other in perplexity'. 

"Write the truth,” I said. 

"Then he won’t see us,” Suzanne whispered. 

"He’ll make inquiries anyhow before he sees us,” 1 urged. "Things 
are not exactly simple here.” 

"Simple, no, indeed!” Suzanne moaned as she wrote, "Purpose of 
visit; Concerns arrest of Citizen Etienne Clary,” 

We then struggled back to our Jacobin archangel. Pie glanced 
casually at the paper, barked, "Wait,” and disappeared behind the 
door, Ele was gone, it seemed to me, for an eternity. But at last he 
came back and said, "You may wait. The Citizen Deputy will receive 
you. Your name will be called out.” 

Soon afterward the door was opened, someone gave the archangel 
instructions, and he shouted, "Citizen Joseph Petit.” I saw an old 
man with a little girl get up from the bench by the wall, and I 
quickly pushed Suzanne toward the two empty places. "We had 
better sit down. It’ll be hours before it’s our turn.” 

Our situation had improved a great deal. We leaned back agaimst 
the wall, closed our eyes, and wriggled our toes in our shoes. Soon 
I began to look about, and I noticed our shoemaker, old Simon. I 



remembered his son, young Simon with the bowlegs, and how gal- 
lantly those bowlegs had marched in that procession eighteen months 
ago. 

At that time, eighteen months ago, I saw the beginning of it all, 
and I shall never forget it as long as I live. Our country was being 
attacked on all sides by enemy armies. The other countries would 
not tolerate our proclamation of the Republic. It was being said that 
our armies would not be able to hold out much longer against those 
superior forces. But one morning I was awakened by singing under 
our windows. I jumped out of bed, and ran onto the balcony, and I 
saw marching past the Volontaires of Marseilles. They were taking 
three cannon from the fortress with them, because they did not 
intend to appear empty-handed before the Minister of War in Paris. 

I knew many of the marchers. There were the apothecary’s two 
nephews, and, heavens! shoemaker Simon’s bowiegged son, outdoing 
himself to keep pace with the others! And there was Leon, the 
assistant from our own shop — ^he had not even asked permission, 
but had simply joined up and gone off. And behind Leon I saw 
three dignified young men with dark eyes and black hair, Banker 
Levi’s sons. The Rights of Man had given them the same civil liber- 
ties as all other Frenchmen. Now they had put on their Sunday best 
to go to war for France. "Au revoir, M. Levi,” I shouted, and all 
three of them looked up and waved. The Levis were followed by 
our butcher’s sons, and then came in serried ranks the workmen from 
the docks. I recognized them by their blue linen tunics and the 
clatter of their clogs. And they were all singing ” Allans, enfmts ds 
Id patrie,” the new song, which was to become famous overnight, and 
I sang with them. Suddenly Julie was standing next to me. We 
gathered roses from the ramblers growing around the balcony and 
threw them down, 

”Le jour de gloire est arrive,^* roared up to us, and the tears ran 
down our cheeks. And below, Franchon, the tailor, caught two of 
the roses and looked up, laughing. Julie waved back at him with 
both her hands and called excitedly, ”Aux armes, citoyens, aux 
armes!” 

They still looked like ordinary citizens in their dark coats or blue 
linen tunics, their leather boots or wooden shoes. 
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In Paris only some of them were given uniforms, because there 
were not enough to go around. But with or without uniforms, they 
beat back the enemy and won the battles of Valmy and Y'(^attignies 
—the Simons and Leons and Franchons and Levis. And now the 
song they sang as they marched to Paris is being played and sung all 
over France. It is called "La Marseillaise,” because it w^as carried 
through the land by the men of our city. ... 

While I was thinking of those scenes, the old shoemaker had 
pushed his way through to us. He shook hands with us eagerly but 
with embarrassment, and we felt that he w^anted to express his sym- 
pathy. Then he turned hastily to the subject of leather soles, which 
nowf are almost impossible to be obtained, and he went on to the 
tax relief which he wants to discuss with Albitte, and to his bow- 
legged son, from whom he has had no news. Then his name was 
called out, and he took leave of us. 

We waited for many hours. Sometimes I closed my eyes and 
leaned against Suzanne. Every time I opened them the rays of the 
sun shone at a sharper angle and a little redder through the window. 
Now there were fewer people in the room. Albitte seemed to be 
cutting short the interviews, for the archangel was calling out new 
names more often. But plenty of people who had been here before 
us were still waiting. 

"I must find a husband for Julie,” I said. "In the novels she reads 
the heroines fall in love when they are eighteen at the latest. Where 
did you meet Etienne, Suzanne?” 

"Don't bother me now,” Suzanne said, "1 want to concentrate on 
what I must say in there.” She glanced at the door. 

"If I ever have to receive people, I shall not keep them waiting. 
I’ll give them definite times to come, one after another, and receive 
them at once. This waiting is awful!” 

"What nonsense you talk, Eugenie. As if you would ever in yom 
life — what did you call it? — be receiving people.” 

I fell silent, and grew sleepier still. Port wine makes you gay at 
first, I reflected, then sad, and finally tired. But it is certainly not 
strengthening. 

"Don’t yawn. It’s very rude," Suzanne was saying. 

"Oh, but we are living in a free republic,” I murmured sleepily 



Then I woke up with a start because another name had been called 
out. Suzanne put her hand on mine. "It’s not our turn yet,” she 
said. Her hand was still cold. 

At last I really fell fast asleep. I slept so soundly that I thought 
I was in bed at home. Suddenly I was disturbed by the light. I did 
not open my eyes. "Julie,” I seemed to be saying, "let me sleep, I’m 
tired.” A voice said, "Wake up, citizeness.” But I took no notice 
until someone shook me by the shoulder, 

"Wake up, citizeness. You can’t go on sleeping here!” 

"Oh, leave me alone,” I grumbled, but then I was suddenly wide- 
awake. Startled, I pushed the strange hand from my shoulder. I had 
no idea where I was. I was in some dark room, and a man with a 
lantern was bending over me. For heaven’s sake, where was I? 

"Don’t be alarmed, citizeness,” the strange man said. His voice 
was soft and pleasant, but he spoke with a foreign accent, which 
made me sure I was having a bad dream. I said I wasn’t afraid, but, 
I thought, where am I, and who are you.? 

The strange man stopped shining the lantern in my face, and 
now I could see his features more clearly. He was a really handsome 
young man, with kind dark eyes, a very smooth face, and a charming 
smile. He was wearing a dark suit and a coat over it. 

"I’m sorry to disturb you,” the young man said politely, "but I’m 
going home, and I’m closing Deputy Albitte’s office.” 

Office? How had I got to an office? My head ached and my legs 
felt like lead. "What office? And who are you?” I stammered. 

"It’s Deputy Albitte’s office. And my name, as this seems to in- 
terest the citizeness, is Citizen Joseph Buonaparte, secretary to the 
Committee of Public Safety in Paris, seconded to Deputy Albitte as 
his secretary during his journey to Marseilles. Our office hours were 
over a long time ago; I must lock up, and it’s against the law for 
anyone to spend the night in the Town Hall, I must therefore ask 
the citizeness very kindly to wake up and leave.” 

Town Hall, Albitte! Now I knew where I was, and why. But 
where was Suzanne? I was at a loss. 

"Where is Suzanne?” I asked the friendly young man. 

At that his smile broadened into a laugh. "I have not had the 
privilege of meeting Suzanne,” he said. "I can only tell you that the 
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last people who came to see Citizen Albitte left two hours ago. I am 
the only person in the office. And I am going home now^” 

"But I must wait for Suzanne!” I insisted, "You must excuse me, 
Citizen Bo — ma — ” 

"Buonaparte,” said the young man, politely helping me out. 

"Well, Citizen Bonapat, you must excuse me, but here I am, and 
here I stay until Suzanne comes back. Otherwise there’ll be a fright- 
ful row when I get home alone and confess that I lost her in tlie 
Town Hall. You can understand that, can't you.^” 

He sighed. "You’re awfully persistent,” he said. He put the 
lantern on the floor and sat down next to me on the bench. "What 
is this Suzanne’s surname, and why did she want to see Albitte.^” 

"Her name is Suzanne Clary, and she is my brother Etienne's 
wife,” I told him, "Etienne was arrested, and Suzanne and I came 
to ask for his release.” 

"Just a moment,” he said. He got up, took the lantern, and dis- 
appeared through the door where the archangel had stood guard. I 
followed him. He was bending over a large desk and looking 
through some files of papers. 

"If Albitte received your sister-in-law,” he explained, "your broth- 
er’s file must be here. The Deputy alw^ays asks for the papers in the 
case before talking to the relatives of arrested men.” 

I did not know' w'hat to say, so I murmured, "The Deputy is a 
very just and kind man.” 

He glanced up at me mockingly. "Above all a kind man, citizen- 
ess. Perhaps too kind. And that’s w'hy Citizen Robespierre of the 
Committee of Public Safety commissioned me to assist him.” 

"Oh, so you know Robespierre,” I said without thinking. Hc.iveas, 
here w'as someone w'ho knew Deputy Robespierre, who will arrest 
his best friends to serve the Republic! 

"Ah, here w'e are! 'Etienne Clary,’ ” the young man exclaimed in 
satisfaction. " 'Etienne Clary, silk merchant of Marseilles.’ Is that 
right?” 

1 nodded eagerly, "But in any case,” I said, "his arrest was a 
misunderstanding.” 

Citizen Buonaparte turned to me. "What was a misunderstand- 
ing-^" 
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"Whatever it was that led to his arrest,” 

The young man looked severe. *'I see. And why was he ar- 
rested?” 

"Well, that we don’t know,” I admitted. "But at any rate I can 
assure you that it was a misunderstanding.” Then I thought of some- 
thing. "Listen,” I said eagerly, "you said you know Citizen Ro- 
bespierre, of the Committee of Public Safety. Perhaps you can tell 
him that Etienne’s arrest was a mistake and — ” 

My heart stood still. For the young man shook his head slowly 
and seriously. "I can do nothing about this case. There is nothing 
more to be done. Here — ” he solemnly picked up a document^ — 
"here is the decision, entered by Deputy Albitte himself.” 

He held the sheet out to me, "Read it for yourself!” 

I bent over the document. Though he was holding the lantern 
quite close, I could make nothing out. I saw a few hastily written 
words, but the letters danced before my eyes, 

"I am so troubled, please read it to me,” I said, close to tears, 

" ‘The matter has been fully explained,’ ” he read, " 'and he has 
been set free.’ ” 

"Does that mean — ” 1 was trembling all over — "does that mean 
that Etienne — ?” 

"Of course! Your brother is a free man. He probably went home 
to his Suzanne long ago, and is now sitting with the rest of the 
family enjoying his supper. And the whole family are making a fuss 
over him and have entirely forgotten you. But — but — what’s the 
matter, citizeness?” 

I had begun to weep helplessly. I couldn’t stop, the tears ran 
down my cheeks, and I cried and cried; and I simply could not under- 
stand why I was crying, for I wasn’t sad, I was terribly happy, and 
I didn’t know you can weep for joy. 

"I am so glad, monsieur,” I sobbed, "so glad!” 

It was obvious that the scene was making the young man uncom- 
fortable. He put down the file and busied himself with things on 
the desk. I dug down into my "Pompadour” handbag and looked 
for a handkerchief, but I found I had forgotten to put one in. Then 
I remembered the handkerchiefs in the front of my dress, and I 
reached down inside the open neck. At that moment the young 
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man looked up, and he could hardly believe his eyes. Two, three, 
four little handkerchiefs came out of my frock, just as if I was a 
conjurer. 

“I put them there so that everyone would think I was grown-up,” 
] murmured, thinking I owed him an explanation. I was terribly 
ashamed. "You see, at home they treat me like a child." 

"You are no longer a child, you are a young lady," Citizen Boono- 
pat as.sured me at once. "And now I’ll take you home. It’s not pleas- 
ant for a young lady to walk through the city alone at this time of 
night.” 

"It is ever so kind of you, monsieur, but I cannot accept — ” 1 
began to stammer in embarrassment. "You said yourself that you 
wanted to go home." 

He laughed. "A friend of Robespierre permits no contradiction. 
We’ll each have a sweet, and then go.” 

He opened a drawer in the desk and held out a bag to me. In it 
were cherries dipped in chocolate. "Albitte always keeps sweets in 
his desk," he told me, "Take another chocolate cherry. Good, isn’t 
it.^ Nowadays only deputies can afford sweets like these.” Tiie last 
sentence sounded a little bitter. 

"I live on the other side of the city; it would be very much out 
of your way," I said guiltily, as we were leaving. But I did not 
want to refuse his offer to escort me, for it’s quite true that young 
ladies cannot be out alone in the evening without being molested, 
Besides, I did so like him. 

"I am so ashamed of having cried," I said a little later. 

He pressed my arm reassuringly. "I understand how you felt, I 
have brothers and sisters, too, and Tiove them. And, also, sisters of 
about your age.” 

After that I no longer felt in the least shy. "Marseilles isn't your 
home, is it?" I asked him. 

"Yes, it is. All my family, except one brother, live here now," 

"1 thought — Well, your accent is different from ours." 

"1 am a Corsican," he said, "a Corsican refugee. Wc all t.inu.- to 
France a little over a year ago— -my mother, my brothers .md sisiers, 
and I. We had to leave everything we owned in Corsie.i, and escape] 
with our bare lives," 
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It sounded wildly romantic. “Why.?” I asked, breathless with ex- 
citement. 

"Because we are patriots,” he said. 

"But doesn’t Corsica belong to Italy.?” I inquired. My ignorance 
is beyond belief. 

"How can you ask such a thing.?” he replied indignantly. "For 
twenty-five years Corsica has belonged to France. We w^ere brought 
up as French citizens, patriotic French citizens! That’s why we 
couldn’t possibly come to terms with the party that wanted to hand 
Corsica over to the English. Then a year ago English warships sud- 
denly appeared off our coast. You must have heard about it — didn't 
you.?” 

I nodded. Probably I had heard about it at the time, but I had 
forgotten all about it now. 

"We had to flee. Mama and all of us.” His voice was grim. He 
was like a real hero in a novel — a homeless refugee. 

"And have you friends in Marseilles?” 

"My brother helps us. He w^as able to get Mama a small govern- 
ment pension, because she had to flee from the English. My brother 
was educated in France. In Brienne, in the Cadet College. He is a 
general.” 

"Oh,” I .said, speechless with admiration. One really should say 
something when told that a man’s brother is a general, but I couldn’t 
think of a thing and he changed the subject. 

"You are a daughter of the late silk merchant Clary, aren’t you?" 

I was startled. "How did you know that?” 

He laughed. "You needn’t be surprised. I might tell you that 
the eyes of the law see everything and that I, as an official of the 
Republic, am one of those many eyes. But I’ll be honest, made- 
moiselle, and admit that you yourself told me. You said you were 
Etienne Clary’s sister, and I learned from the documents that Etienne 
Clary is the son of the late Francois Clary.” 

He spoke quickly, and when he does that he is liable to roll his r’s 
like a real foreigner. But, after all, he is a Corsican. 

"By the way, mademoiselle," he said suddenly, "you were right. 
Your brother’s arrest was indeed due to a misunderstanding. The 
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warrant for the arrest was actually made out in your father’s narnt-- 
Frangois Clary.” 

"But Papa is no longer alive!” 

"Quite so, and that explains the misunderstanding, it’s all down 
in your brother’s file. Recently an examination of certain pre-Revo- 
lution documents revealed that the silk merchant Francois Clary had 
petitioned to be granted a patent of nobility.” 

1 was astonished. "Really? We knew nothing about that. And 
1 don’t understand it. Papa never had any liking for the aristocracy. 
Why should he have done that?” 

"For business reasons,” Citizen Buonaparte explained, "only for 
business reasons. I suppose he wanted to be appointed a Purveyor to 
the Court?” 

"Yes, and once he sent some blue silk velvet to the Queen at 
Versailles — to the Widow Capet, I mean. Papa’s silks were famous 
for their excellent quality,” 1 added proudly, 

"Plis petition was regarded as — well, let us say as entirely unsuited 
to . the times. That’s why a warrant for his arrest was issued. And 
when our people went to his address they found only the silk mer- 
chant Etienne Clary, and .so they arrested him.” 

"I’m sure that Etienne knew nothing about that petition,” 1 de- 
clared, 

"I assume that your sister-in-law Suzanne convinced Deputy Al- 
bitte of her husband’s innocence. That is why your brother wa,s 
released. Your sister-in-law must have hurried to the prison at once 
to fetch him. But all that is over and done with. What interests 
me,” he continued, and his voice was soft, almost tender, "what in- 
terests me is not- your family, mademoiselle, but you yourself, little 
citizene.ss. ^What is your name,^” 

"My name is Bernardine Eug&ie D&iree. They call me Eugenie. 
But I should much prefer Desiree.” 

"All your names are beautiful. And what shall I call you, Mile 
Bernardine Eugenie Desiree?” 

I felt myself blushing. Thank goodness it was dark, and he could 
not see my face. I had a feeling that the conversation was taking a 
turn which Mama -w'ould not have approved. 

' Call me Eugenie as everyone else does. But you must come to 
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see us, and in front of Mama I’ll suggest that 70U call me by my 
Christian name. Then there won’t be a tow, because I believe that 
if Mama knew — ” 

I stopped short. 

"Are you never allowed to take a walk with a young man?" he 
inquired. 

"I don’t know. So far, I’ve never known any young man,” I said 
without thinking. I had completely forgotten Persson. 

He pressed my arm again and laughed, "But now you know one 
— Eugenie!” 

"When will you call on us.^” I asked. 

"Shall I come soon?” he rejoined, teasing. 

But I did not answer at once. I was full of an idea that had 
occurred to me a little earlier — Julie! Julie, who so loves reading 
novels, would adore this young man with the strange foreign accent. 

"Well, what is your answer, Mile Eugenie?” 

"Come tomorrow,” I said, "tomorrow after the shop has been 
closed for the day. If it is warm enough we can sit in the garden. 
We have a little summer house — it’s Julie’s favourite spot in the 
garden.” I considered that I had been extremely diplomatic. 

"Julie? So far I have only heard about Suzanne and Etienne, not 
Julie. Who is Julie?” 

We had already reached our road, and I had to talk quickly. "Julie 
is my sister,” I said. 

"Older or younger?” He sounded keenly interested. 

"Older, She is eighteen.” 

"And — pretty?” 

"Very pretty,” I assured him eagerly, but then I wondered whether 
Julie would really be considered pretty. It is so difficult to judge 
one’s own sister. 

"You swear it?” 

"She has lovely brown eyes,” I declared, and so she has. 

"Are you sure your mother would welcome me?” he asked with 
diffidence. He did not seem at all certain that Mama would be glad 
to see him, and, quite frankly, I wasn’t sure either. 

"I am sure she w'ould welcome you,” I insisted, determined to 
give Julie her chance. Besides, there was something I wanted myself. 
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"Do you think you could bring your brother, the General.-'’' I asked. 

Now M. Buonapat was quite eager. ‘‘Of course. He uould he 
delighted, we have so few acquaintances in Marseilles.” 

"You see, I’ve never seen a real general dose up,” I confessed, 

"Well, then you can see one tomorrow. True, at the moment he 
has no command, he is working out some scheme or other. Still, he 
is a real general.” 

i tried in vain to imagine what a real general would be like. I 
was sure that I had never met a general, and, as a matter of fact. 1 
had not seen one even at a distance. And the pictures of the old 
generals in the days of the Roi Soleil are all of old gentlemen with 
huge wigs. After the Revolution, Mama took down those portraits, 
which had been in the parlour, and stored them in the attic, 

"There must be a great difference in age between you and yoiu 
brother,” I said, for M. Bunapat seemed very young. 

"No, not much difference. About a year.” 

"What.^” I exclaimed. "Your brother is only a year older thatt 
you, and a general?” 

"No, a year younger. My brother is only twenty-four. But beds 
aggressive, and full of astonishing ideas. Well, you’ll see him to- 
morrow yourself,” 

Our house was now in sight. Lights shone from the ground-iioot 
windows. No doubt the family had been at supper for some time, 

"That is where I live, in that white house.” 

Suddenly M. Bunapat’s manner changed. When lie .saw the 
attractive white house he was less sure of himself, and quickly said 
good-by. "I mustn’t keep you, Mile .Eugenie. I’m sure your famil)- 
is anxious about you. Oh, no, don’t thank me. No trouble at all. 
It v\'as a great pleasure to escort you, and, if you really meant it, I 
shall take the liberty of calling tomorrow in the late afternoon, with 
my young brother. That is, if your mother does not object, and wc 
would not be disturbing you.” 

At that moment the house door was opened, and Julie's voice 
pierced the darkness. "There she is, by the garden gate!” Then .she 
called out impatiently, "Eugenie, is that you, Eugenie?” 

"I’m coming in a moment, Julie,” I called back. 
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”Au revoir, mademoiselle, ” M. Bunapat said as I ran up to the 
house. 

Five minutes later I was informed that I was a disgrace to the 
family. 

Mama, Suzanne, and Etienne were at the dining table; the meal 
was over and they were having coffee when Julie brought me in in 
triumph. "Here she is!” 

"Thank God,” Mama said. "Where v/ere you, my child.^” 

I glanced at Suzanne reproachfully. "Suzanne forgot all about 
me,” I informed them. "I went to sleep and — ” 

Suzanne was holding her coffeeaip in her right hand, and with 
her left she was clinging to Etienne’s hand. She put down her cup 
indignantly. "Well, I never! First she went so sound asleep in the 
Town tiall that I couldn’t arouse her, and I had to see Albitte alone, 

I couldn’t keep him waiting until Mile Eugenie condescended to 
wake up. And now she dares — ” 

"When you left Albitte I think you must have hurried to the 
prison and forgotten ail about me!” I said. "But I’m not cross with 
you, really.” 

"But where have you been all this time.?” Mama asked anxiously. 
"We sent Marie to the Town Hall, but the building was closed and 
the porter said that there was no one there except Albitte’ s secretary. 
Marie came back half an hour ago. Great heavens, Eugenie, to 
think that you walked through the town alone, at this late hour. 
When I think what might have happened to you!” 

Mama took up the little silver bell which always stands at her 
place and rang it vigorously, "Bring the child her soup, Marie!” 

"But I did not walk through the town alone,” I said. "Albitte’s 
secretary accompanied me.” 

Marie put down the soup in front of me. But before I could get 
the spoon to my mouth Suzanne burst out, "The secretary.? That 
rude fellow who stood guard outside the door and called out the 
names.?” 

"No, he was only a guard. Albitte’s real secretary is a very nice 
young man who knows Robespierre personally. At least he says he 
does. By the way, I have ...” 

But they would not let me finish. Etienne, who had not been able 
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to shave in prison but otherwise was quite unchanged, interrupted 
me. "What is his name?” 

"A complicated name. Hard to remember, Boonapat or something 
like that. A Corsican, By the way, I have . . 

Again they would not let me finish. 

"And you walked about the town alone with this strange jacobin 
in the evening.^” Etienne shouted at me. He imagined that he was 
taking Papa’s place. 

Some families are quite incapable of logical thinking. First they 
had fussed because they thought I had walked home alone, and now' 
they were outraged because I had not been alone, but instead bad had 
excellent male protection. 

"He is not a complete stranger; he introduced himself to me. 
His family live in Marseilles. They are refugees from Corsica. By 
the way, I have ...” 

"Have your soup before you go on, or it will be cold,” said Mama. 

"Refugees from Corsica?” said Etienne contemptuously. "Prob- 
ably adventurers who were involved in political intrigues at home, 
and are trying their luck under the protection of the Jacobins. Ad- 
venturers, nothing but adventurers!” 

I put down my spoon to defend my new friend, "i tiiink he has a 
very respectable family,” I said. "And his brother is a general. By 
the way, I have . , 

"What is his brother’s name?” 

"I don’t know I suppose it’s Bunapat, too. By the way, I . . 

"Never heard the name,” Etienne growled. "But then most oi 
the officers of the old regime have been dismissed, there .iren't 
enough young ones, and promotions have been granted iiuliscrimini- 
nateiy. The new generals have no manners, no knowlcd.gc, and no 
experience!” 

"They can all get experience enough. After all, wc'rc at war," 

1 interrupted. "By the way, I wanted to say ...” 

"Go on with your soup!” Mama insisted. 

But I refused to be interrupted again, "I have been trying to .saj' 
that I have invited them both here tomorrow.” 

Then I started quickly on my soup, because 1 knew that they 
would ail be looking at me in horror. 
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"Whom have you invited, my child?" Mama asked. 

"Two young gentlemen. Citizen Joseph Bonpat or whatever his 
name is, and his young brother, the General,” I answered stoutly. 

"You will have to cancel that invitation,” said Etienne, banging 
the table. "Times are too unsettled to offer hospitality to two escaped 
Corsican adventurers no one has ever heard of!” 

"And it’s not proper for you to invite a gentleman you met by 
chance in a government office. That is not the way to behave. You 
are no longer a child, Eugenie!” This from Alaraa, 

"That is the very first time anyone in this house has admitted 
that I am no longer a child,” I remarked. 

"Eugenie, I am ashamed of you,” said Julie, in tones of deep 
sorrow. 

"But these Corsican refugees have so few friends in the towti,” I 
ventured. I hoped to appeal to Mama’s soft heart. 

"People whose origins Mama and I know nothing about? Out of 
the question. Don’t you ever consider your sister’s and your own 
good name?” This from Etienne. 

"It won't hurt Julie,” I murmured, and glanced at her. I hoped 
she would help me. But she remained silent. 

Etienne’s experience during the last few days had destroyed his 
self-control. "You are a disgrace to the family!” he shouted. 

"Etienne, she is only a child and does not know what she has 
done,” said Mama. 

At that, unfortunately, I, too, lost my temper. I was burning 
with rage. "Once and for all, I wish to have it understood that I am 
neither a child nor a disgrace!” 

For a moment there was silence. Then Mama commanded, "Go 
to your room at once, Eugenie!” 

"But I’m still hungry. I’ve only begun my meal.” 

Mama’s silver bell rang violently. "Marie, please serve Mile 
Eugenie’s meal in her room.” And to me, "Go along, my child, 
have a good rest and think about your recent behaviour. You have 
caused your mother and your good brother Etienne great anxiety. 
Good night.” 

Marie brought my supper up to the room I share with Julie. She 
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sat down on Julie’s bed. "What happened?” she demanded at once. 
"What’s wrong with them all?” 

When we are alone Marie always speaks to me informally: she 
is my friend and not a servant — after all, she came to us years ago 
when I needed a wet nurse, and I believe she loves me as much as 
her own natural child, Pierre, who is being brought up somewhere in 
the country. 

I shrugged my shoulders. "It’s all because I’ve invited two young 
men here tomorrow.” 

Marie nodded thoughtfully. "Very clever of you, .Eugenie. It’s 
time Mile Julie met some young men." 

Marie and I always understand each other, 

"Shall I make you a cup of chocolate?” she whispered. "From 
our private store?” For Marie and I have a private store of delicacies 
which Mama doesn’t know about. Marie gets the things from the 
larder, without asking. 

After I had drunk the chocolate, when I was alone, 1 began to 
write everything down. It’s now midnight and Julie is still down- 
stairs. It's hateful of them to leave me out. 

Now Julie has come in and is beginning to undress. Mama ha.s 
decided to receive the two gentlemen tomorrow— the invitation could 
hardly be cancelled. This Julie has reported with feigned indiffer- 
ence, "But I am to tell you that it will be their first and last visit,” 

Julie is standing in front of the mirror rubbing cream on Jier face. 
The cream is called Lily Dew. Julie read somewhere tliat even in 
prison the Du Barry always used Lily Dew. But Julie ha.sn't it in her 
to become a Du Barry! Now'- she is asking whether he i.s handsonu-. 

"Who?" I asked, pretending to be stupid. 

"This gentleman who brought you home,” 

"Very handsome by moonlight. Very handsome by lantern light, 
But I ve not yet seen him by daylight.” 

That’s all that Julie is getting out of me. 
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exj) 


Mafseilles, at the beginning of Prairial 
(The lovely month of May, says Mama, 
is almost over) 

His name is Napoleone. 

When I wake up in the morning and think of him, with my eyes 
dosed so Julie will think I’m still asleep, my heart feels heavy with 
the weight of my love. I never knew you really feel love, I mean all. 
through you, But now love has tight hold of my heart, 

1 had better tell it all just as it happened, beginning with the 
afternoon when the two Buonapartes came to see us. As I had ar- 
ranged with Joseph Buonaparte, they came the day after my unfoc- 
tunate call on Deputy Albitte. They came late in the afternoon. 
.Etienne is not usually home by then, but he had dosed the shop and 
was waiting in the parlour with Mama, so that the young men should 
see at once that our home is not without manly protection, 

Nobody had spoken more than a few w^ords to me during the day, 
and I could see they were still vexed with my improper behaviour. 
After dinner Julie disappeared into the kitchen; she had decided to 
make a cake. Mama said there was no need; she was still full of 
Etienne’s idea of "Corsican adventurers." 

I went out into the garden. Spring was in the air already, and 1 
found the first buds on the lilac trees. Then I asked Marie for a 
duster and did some dusting in the summer house — it was better to 
be prepared, I thought. When I went in with the duster I saw Julie, 
taking a cake tin out of the oven; her face was burning, her fore- 
head damp with perspiration, and her hair was a mess. 

"You’re going about things the wrong way, Julie," I blurted. 

"Why? I kept exactly to Mama’s recipe, and you see if our guests 
don’t like it.” 

"I didn’t mean the cake,” I said. "I meant your face and your 
hair. You’ll smell of the cooking when the gentlemen come, and—-" 
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I paused— "do please give it up, Julie, and go and powder your nose. 
That’s much more important than baking cakes.” 

"Will you listen to the child, Marie!” cried Julie, irritated. 

"If you ask me. Mile Julie, I think the child is cjuite right,” said 
Marie as she took the cake tin from her. 

In our room Julie did her hair and carefully put on some rouge, 
while I looked out the window. 

"Aren’t you changing.?” Julie asked in surprise. I really didn’t see 
any point in it. Of course I quite liked M. Joseph, but in my mind 
I had already betrothed him to Julie. As for hi.s brother, the General, 
I couldn’t imagine him taking any notice of me. Nor had I any 
idea what you talk about to a General. I was interested only in his 
uniform, though I hoped he would tell us about the fighting at 
Valmy and Wattignies. I do hope, I was thinking all the time, that 
Etienne will be courteous and friendly to them, and that it has a 
happy ending. While I was looking out of the window I got more 
and more apprehensive. Then I saw them coming. They were hav- 
ing a lively discussion as they came along. And wa.s I disappointed! 

If you can imagine it, he was a small man, smaller than M. Joseph, 
who is only middle-sized. And nothing glittered on him, not a 
single star, or ribbon of any Order. Only when they reached the 
gate did I see his narrow gold epaulettes. His uniform was dark 
green, and his top boots weren’t polished and didn’t even fit well. 
I couldn’t see his face because it was hidden by an enormous Iiat, 
with nothing on it but the cockade of the Republic. I didn’t dream 
that a general could look so shabby. I was horribly disappointed. 

"He looks very poor,” I murmured. 

Julie had joined me at the window, but she kept behind tiic cur- 
tain. I suppose she didn’t want the two citizens to see how curious 
she was. 

"Why do you say that?” she said. "He looks very handsornte Vou 
can’t expect a secretary at the Town Hall to be immaculate iy lurned 
out.” 

"Oh, you mean M. Joseph! Yes, he looks quite elegant; anyway, 
someone seems to brush his boots regularly. But look at his little 
brother, the General!” T shook my head and sighed. "Such a let- 
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down! I had no idea tliat there were such undersized officers in the 
Army.” 

"What did you think he would be like?” Julie asked. 

I shrugged my shoulders. “Why, like a general. Like a man v\-ho 
gives you the feeling that he can really command.” 

To think that all that happened only two months ago! It seems 
an eternity since the first time I saw Joseph and Napoleone in our 
parlour. When Julie and I went in, they both jumped up and bowed 
almost too politely, not only to Julie but to me, too. Then we all sat, 
stiff and strained, around the oval mahogany table. Mama was on the 
sofa, with Joseph Buonaparte next to her. On the other side of the 
table sat the poverty-stricken General, on the most uncomfortable 
chair in the house, with Etienne next to him. Julie and I were be- 
tween Mama and Etienne. 

“I have just been thanking Citizen Joseph Buonaparte,” said 
Mama, “for his kindness yesterday in seeing you home, Eugi^nie.” 

At that moment Marie came in with liqueur and Julie’s cake, 
While Mama filled the glasses and cut the cake, Etienne tried to 
make conversation with the General. "Is it indiscreet, Citizen Gen- 
eral,” he asked, "if I inquire whether you are in our city on official 
business.^” 

Joiieph answered at once for the General. "Not at all. The Array 
of the French Republic is a people’s army, and is maintained by the 
citizens’ taxes. Every citizen, therefore, has the right to know what 
is being done by our army. Am I not right, Napoleone.?” 

The name Napoleone sounded very foreign. We couldn't help 
ail staring at the General. 

"You may ask anything you like, Citizen Clary,” the Generai re- 
plied.’ "I, at all events, make no secret of my plans, in my opinion 
the Republic is only wasting its resources in this endless defensive 
warfare on our frontiers. Wars of defence merely cost money and 
bring in neither glory nor the means of replenishing our exchequer. 
. . . Thank you, Mme Clary, thank you very much.” Mama had 
handed him cake on a plate. He turned again at once to Etienne. 
“We must pass on, of course, to offensive warfare. It will help our 



finances, and will show Europe that the people's army has not been 
defeated.” 

I had paid attention — but not to the words. His face was no 
longer concealed by his hat, and though it’s not a handsome face, it 
seems to me more wonderful than any face I have ever seen or 
dreamt of. And suddenly I understood why on the day before I had 
been attracted to Joseph Buonaparte. The brothers are like each 
other, but Joseph’s features are not so strong and not so compelling 
as Napoleone’s. They had only suggested the existence of a stronger 
face for which I had seemed to be longing. Napoleone’s face fulfilled 
my expectations. 

"Offensive warfare.?” I heard Etienne ask in dismay. We ail sat 
in dead silence, and I realized that the young General must have said 
something startling. Etienne was looking at him open-mouthed. 
"Yes, but. Citizen General, has our army, with very limited equip- 
ment, as we are given to understand ...” 

The General waved his hand and laughed. "Limited? That’s not 
the word! Our army is a beggars’ army. Our soldic*r.s at the frontiers 
are in rags; they march into battle in wooden shoes. And our artil- 
lery is so wretchedly equipped that you might think Carnot, our 
Minister of War, planned to defend France with bows and arrow.s.” 

I leaned forward and looked hard at him. Afterward Julie told 
me my behaviour had been dreadful. But I couldn’t help it. I par- 
ticularly wanted to see him laugh again. Fie has a thin face with 
tightly drawn skin, very sunburned, and surroundcil by rcakli.sli- 
brown hair. His hair comes down to his shoulders; it i.s nut ilresscal 
or even powdered. When he laughs his drawn face siuldenly becume.s 
very boyish, and he looks much younger than he really is. 

I pulled myself together because .someone was say trig tu me, 
"Your health, Mile Clary,” They all had their glasses and were sip- 
ping the liqueur. Joseph had put his glass dose to mine; his eyes 
were sparkling, and I remembered what we had arranged tlie d;iy 
before. "Oh,” I told him, "call me Eugenie as the others do.” Mama 
raised her eyebrows, but Etienne was too engrossed in his eonw/rsa- 
tion vdtli the General to hear. 

"And on what front could an offensive operation be successfully 
carried out?” he wanted to know. 
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"On the Italian front, naturally. We will drive the Austrians out 
of Italy. A very cheap campaign. Our troops can easily take care 
of themselves in Italy. So rich and fertile a country!” 

"And the Italian people? They are still loyal to the Austrians.” 

"We will liberate the Italian people. In all the provinces we con- 
quer we shall proclaim the Rights of Man,” Though the subject 
seemed to interest the General very much, I could see that Etienne’s 
objections bored him. 

"Your garden is wonderful,” Joseph Buonaparte said to Mama, 
looking through the glass door. 

"It’s too early yet,” Julie ventured, "but when the lilac is out, 
and the climbing roses around the summer house — ” 

She stopped in confusion, I could see she was disconcerted; lilac 
and rambler roses do not bloom at the same time. 

"Have the plans for an offensive operation on the Italian front 
taken definite shape?” Etienne gave him no peace. The thought of 
offensive action seemed to fascinate him. 

"Yes. I’ve practically completed the plans. At present I am in- 
specting our fortifications here in the south,” 

"But Government circles are still determined on an Italian cam- 
paign?” 

"Citizen Robespierre personally entrusted me with this tour of 
inspection. It seems to me imperative before our Italian offensive 
begins.” 

Etienne clicked his tongue, a sign that he was impressed, "A great 
plan,” and he nodded, "a bold plan.” The General smiled at Etienne, 
and that smile seemed to captivate my brother, that hard-headed 
businessman. Etienne said eagerly, stammering like a schoolchild, 
"If only that great plan succeeds, if only it succeeds!” 

"Have no fear, Citizen Clary, it wall succeed,” the General replied, 
getting up. "And w'hich of the tw'o young ladies will be so kind as 
to show me the garden?” 

Julie and I both jumped to our feet. And Julie smiled at Joseph. 
I don’t know just how it happened, but two minutes later we four 
found ourselves — without Mama and without Etienne— in the 
garden, . 

Because the gravel path to the summer house is very narrow^ we 
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had to go two by two. Julie and Joseph went ahead, and I walked 
with Napoleone, racking ray brains for something to say to him. 1 
wanted terribly to make a good impression on him. He seemed not 
to notice our silence and to be buried in his thoughts. He walked 
so slowly that Julie and his brother got farther and farther away from 
us. Finally, I began to think he was deliberately dawdling. 

"When do you think my brother and your sister will be married?” 
he said, all of a sudden. 

I thought at first that I couldn't have heard him properly. I 
looked at him astounded, and I could feel that I was blushing. 

‘'Well,” he repeated, ‘wdien will they be married? Soon, 1 hope.” 

''Yes, but,” I stammered, "they have only just met. And after all, 
we don’t know — ” 

"They are made for each other,” he declared. "You know that, 
too.” 

"I?” I looked at him with round astonished eyes, the way I look 
at Etienne when I have a guilty conscience and don't want him to 
find me out. Etienne usually mutters something about "Eyes of a 
child” and isn’t mad at me any more. 

“Please don’t look at me like that!” He was not impressed. 

I thought I’d surely sink through the earth. But I was angry, too. 

“You yourself were thinking yesterday evening that it would be a 
good thing for your sister to marry my brother,” he declared. “After 
all, at her age young ladies usually are betrothed,” 

“I thought nothing of the sort, Citizen General!" I felt that in 
some way I had compromised Julie. I was no longer angry witli N:i- 
poleone, only with myself. 

Fie stopped, and looked me in the face. He was only iiaU' a. iicad 
taller than I, and he seemed pleased to have fomul somebody lie 
could tower over. It was getting dark, and the iighi-bluc '^[u-ing 
twilight lowered like a screen between ii.s and Julie aiid joserds. 
The General’s face was so dose to mine that I could .still see hi.s eyes; 
they were sparkling, and I was also surprised to find tlKit men carj 
have long eyelashes. 

“You must never have any secrets from me, Mile Fiigthde. I can 
see deep into the hearts of young ladies. Besides, Joseph tokl me 
last night that you bad promised to introduce him to )-our cider sister. 
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You also told him that your sister was very pretty. That’s not true, 
and— you must have had good reason for your little white lie.” 

“We must hurry,” I said to that. "The others must be in the 
summer house already.” 

"Hadn’t we better give your sister a chance to get better acquainted 
with my brother before she becomes betrothed to him.^” he asked 
softly. His voice sounded very gentle, almost — yes, almost caressing, 
His accent quite often seems less foreign than his brother’s. 

"Joseph will very soon be suing for your sister’s hand,” he told 
me then quite forthrightly. It was so dark now that I could see hi.s 
face only dimly, but I could tell he was smiling. 

"How do you know that?” I asked, puzzled. 

"We talked about it last night,” he replied, as if that were the 
most natural thing in the world to do. 

"But last night your brother had never met my sister,” I retorted, 
(.uitraged. 

Then he very gently took my arm, and I could feel his nearness 
all through me. We went slowly on, and he spoke so tenderly and 
trustingly that we might have been friends for years. 

"Joseph told me of his meeting with you, and also that your family 
are very well-to-do. Your father is no longer living, but I assume 
that he left a considerable dowry for you and your sister. Our people 
are very poor,” 

"You have sisters, too, haven’t you?” I remembered that Joseph 
had mentioned sisters of my age the day before. 

"Yes, three young sisters and three yoimg brothers,” he said. 
"And Joseph and I have to provide for Mama and all of them. 
Mama has a very small pension from the State, because she’s con- 
sidered a persecuted patriot since fleeing from Corsica. But the pen- 
sion doesn’t even pay the rent. You have no idea, Mile Eug&ie, 
how expensive a life is now in France.” 

"So your brother only wants to marry my sister for her dowry?" 
1 tried to sound cool and wise, but my voice shook with indignation 
and dismay. 

"How can you say that, Mile Eugenie! I think your sister is a 
lovely girl — so friendly, so modest, with such pretty eyes — I am 
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quite sure that Joseph finds her charming. They will be very happy 
together.” 

He began to walk faster. To him the subject was settled. ‘Tm 
going to tell Julie everything you’ve said,” I warned him. 

"Of course. That’s why I’ve explained it so carefully. Yes, tell 
Julie, so that she’ll know that Joseph will soon be suing for her 
hand.” 

I was horrified. How shameless, I thought; and I imagincc! liii- 
enne sneering, "Corsican adventurers!” "May I ask,” I said coldly, 
"why you are so concerned about your brother’s marriage.^'” 

"Sh! Don’t shout! You must realize, Mile Eugenie, that before I 
take over as commander in chief in Italy I want to see my family well 
settled. Joseph is interested, too, in politics and literature, and he 
may be able to do well in one or the other of those fields if he no 
longer has to accept subordinate posts. After my first Italian vic- 
tories, I will of course look after my whole family.” He paused. 
"And — believe me, mademoiselle, I shall look after them well!” 

We had come to the summer house, "Wlicre luive you been .so long 
with the child, General?” Julie asked, "We waited a long time for 
you and Eugenie.” But we could see that she and Josc|:)}i had com- 
pletely forgotten us. They were sitting close togetlicr on a little 
bench, though there were plenty of other places to .sit. Tliey were 
also holding hands but I suppose they thought no one could .see them 
in the twilight. 

We all four went back then to the house, and both tlie broil icrs 
Buonaparte said they must be going. But at that Etiennt; up. 

"My mother and I would be honoured if the Citizen (u,'nera! asui 
Citizen Joseph Buonaparte would stay to supper with us. li’s been a 
long time since I’ve had an opportunity to participate in such iuter- 
esting conversation.” With this, he looked quite appe;ilingjy at the 
General; he paid no attention to Joseph. 

Julie and I hurried to our room to do something al.-iout our liair. 
"Thank goodness,” she said, "they both made a good inqjression on 
Mama and Etienne.” 

"I must tell you,” I said, "that Joseph Buonaparte will sooi3 ask 
for your hand. And mostly because—-” I stopped, my hc;art \v;is 
beating so — "because of the dowry!” 
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"How can you say such a hateful thing!” Julie’s face was flaming. 
"He told me how poor his family is, and — ’’ she put two little black 
velvet bows in her hair — "and naturally he couldn’t marry anyone 
without a dowry because he has only a small salary and has to help 
his mother and the younger children. I think that’s very fine of him. 
Otherwise . . . Eugenie!” she exclaimed. "1 won’t have you con- 
stantly using rpy rouge!” 

"Has he told you already that he wants to marry you.^” I asked. 

"Whatever put that idea into your head.? Why, we just discussed 
things in general, and his little brothers and sisters.” 

On our way down to the dining room, where they were all crowded 
around our two guests, Julie suddenly put her arm around my 
shoulders and pressed her cheek to mine. Hers was very hot. "I 
don’t know why,” she whispered, and she kissed me, "but I’m so 
happy!” 

I took her hand. In spite of her burning cheeks, her fingers were 
ice-cold. I suppose that’s love. For myself, I wasn’t hot or cold but 
I had that queer heaviness around my heart. Napoleone — a queer 
name. So that’s what it’s like to be in love. Napoleone ... 

That was all two months ago. 

And yesterday I was kissed for the first time and Julie was be- 
trothed. The two events belong together somehow, for while Julie 
and Joseph were sitting in the summer house Napoleone and I were 
standing by the hedge at the bottom of the garden, so as not to 
disturb the others. Mama has told me always to spend the evenings 
in the garden with Julie and Joseph, because Julie is a young lady 
of good family. 

Since that first visit the two brothers have been to see us almost 
every day. Etienne— -who could have believed it.? Wonders will 
never cease — invited them to come. He never gets enough of his talks 
with the young General. (Poor Napoleone, how terribly they must 
bore him!) Etienne is one of those people who values a person ac- 
cording to his success. When I first said that the two Buonapartes 
were Corsican refugees, he refused to have anything to do with 
them, and called them "adventurers.” But ever since Joseph showed 
him the clipping from the December Momteur in which his brother 
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was gazetted Brigadier General, Etienne has been fascinated with 
Napoleone. 

Napoleone had driven the English out of Toulon, This is how it 
happened. The English, who are always meddling with our affairs, 
were enraged at our condemning our King to death (though Napo- 
leone says it’s only a hundred and fifty years since they did the same 
thing to their own king). So they, the English, formed an alliance 
with the Royalists of Toulon, and occupied the town. Then our 
troops besieged Toulon. Napoleone was ordered there, and in nt) 
rime succeeded where his superiors had failed. Toulon was stormed, 
and the English routed. Then for the first time the name Buona- 
parte appeared in the Army Orders, and Napoleone was promoted 
to Brigadier General. Etienne, of course, pestered him for the whole 
story of the siege of Toulon; but Napoleone says there was no trick 
to it, merely a matter of a few cannon, and he, Napoleone Buonaparte, 
understands thoroughly how and where to put cannon to the be.st 
advantage. 

After his success at Toulon, Napoleone went to Paris to try to see 
Robespierre. Robespierre is the most powerful man in the (ioni- 
mittee of Public Safety. That committee is our Government. I'o get 
to the great Robespierre he had first to see the younger Robe.spierre, 
the great man’s brother. Robespierre — the right one — thought Na- 
poleone's plans for a campaign in Italy were excellent, disaissed 
them with the Minister of War, Carnot, and a.sked lum for permis- 
.sion to entrust the preparations to Napoleone. Napoleone says th.it 
Carnot gets furious whenever Robespierre interferes with his Min- 
istry, because it’s really none of his business. But nobody dares to 
contradict Robespierre, because he has only to sign a warrant and utt 
one goes to the guillotine. That’s why Carnot received Napideoiu- 
with such a show of friendliness and accepted his Italian plans, 
"First,” said Carnot, "inspect our fortresses in the south; 1 give 
your ideas careful attention, Citizen General,” But Napoleone i-. 
quite sure that his plans lie pigeonholed in the Ministry of War. 
Robespierre, however, will soon arrange, Joseph thinks, tor Na- 
poleone to be given the supreme command in Italy. 

Etienne and all our friends hate this Robespierre. Bur they don't 
.say so aloud; that would be too dangerous. It is said tliar Hotx.-s 



pierre has made the members of the Revolutionary Tribunal give 
him secret reports on the opinions of all the officials in the State 
service. Even the private life of every single citizen, they say, is 
watched. Robespierre has declared that every genuine Republican 
has a duty to live a moral life and to despise luxury. Recently, he 
actually had all the brothels in Paris closed. I asked Etienne whether 
brothels were a luxury, but he said angrily that I mustn’t talk about 
such things. And no dancing in the streets is allowed any longer, 
though that was a pleasure everybody enjoyed on public holidays. 
Etienne has absolutely forbidden us ever to criticize Robespierre in 
front of the two Buonapartes. 

Etienne talks to Napoleone of practically nothing but the Italian 
plans. "It is our sacred duty,” says Napoleone, "to instil into ail the 
European peoples the idea of Liberty, Equality, and Fraternity. 
And if necessary — with the help of cannon!” I always listen to these 
talks just to be near Napoleone, though they weary me terribly. The 
worst is when Napoleone begins to read the Handbook of Modern 
Artillery to my brother. That sometimes happens and Etienne, that 
dolt, imagines that he understands it a bit. I think Napoleone is a 
complete spellbinder. 

But when we are alone he never talks about cannon. And we are 
often alone. After supper Julie always says, "Don’t you think we 
ought to take our guests into the garden for a bit, Mama.?” Mama 
says, "Go along, children!” and we four, Joseph and Napoleone and 
Julie and I, disappear in the direction of the summer house. But 
before we get there, Napoleone generally says, "Eugenie, what do 
you say to a race,? Let’s see which of us can get to the hedge first!” 
Then I lift up my skirt and Julie cries, "Ready — set — go!” and Na- 
poleone and I run like two possessed for the hedge. While I run to 
it with my hair flying and my heart beating wildly and a stitch in my 
side, Joseph and Julia disappear into the summer house. 

Sometimes Napoleone wins the race, and sometimes I do; but if I 
get there first, I know that Napoleone has purposely let me win. The 
hedge is just chest-high. Usually, we lean close together against the 
foliage; I rest my arms on it and look up at the stars; and then Na- 
poieone and I have long talks. Sometimes we talk about The Sor- 
rows of Werther, a very popular novel by an unknowm German 
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writer named Goethe. I had to hide the book, because Mama won’t 
let me read love stories. I didn’t like it much, anyway. It is the 
story, sad beyond belief, of a young man who shoots himself be- 
cause the young lady whom he loves marries his best friend. 

Napoleone is quite enthusiastic about the book. I asked him 
whether he could imagine himself committing suicide because he 
was crossed in love. "No, because a girl whom I love will marry no 
other,” he said and laughed. Then he became suddenly serioii.s and 
looked at me, and I quickly changed the subject. 

Often we just lean against the hedge i|nd watch the c|uiet meadov\' 
beyond. The less wq talk, the nearer together we seem. Then 1 
imagine that we can hear tlie grass and the wild flowers breathing. 
Now and then a bird somewhere sings a melancholy song. The moon 
hangs in the sky like a golden lantern, and while I look at the slum- 
bering meadow I think, Dear Lord, let this evening last forever, 
let me go on forever close to him. For, although I’ve read that there 
are no supernatural powers and the Government in Paris has set up 
an altar to Human Reason, when I am very sad or very happy I al- 
ways think, Dear Lord, . . . 

Yesterday Napoleone unexpectedly asked, “Are you never afraid 
of your destiny, Eugenie.^” When we are alone wdth the .sleeping 
meadow, sometimes he uses the familiar tu, although not even be- 
trothed lovers or married couples do that nowaday.?, 

"Afraid of my destiny,? No — ” I shook my head— >"1 am not 
afraid. No one knows what’s in store for him. Why should one be 
afraid of what one doesn't know?” 

"It’s strange that most people say they don’t know their destiny,” 
he said. His face was very pale in the moonlight, his eyes .starcal f.ir 
.iway. "I am my destiny. I know my fate.” 

"And are you afraid of it?” I was amazed. 

He seemed to think it over. Then quickly, in jerks, "No. 1 know 
I shall do great things. I was born to build states and to rule lljcm, 
I am one of the men who malce world history.” 

1 stared at him, dumfounded. It had never occurred tu me tli.U 
anyone, could think or say such things. Suddenly I lauglied. At that 
he drew back and his face was distorted. He turned on me, 



"You iaugh, Eugenie?” he almost whispered. "Eugenie — you 
laugh?” 

"Forgive me— please forgive me,” I said. "It was only because — 
I was afraid of your face, it was so white in the moonlight, and — so 
strange. When I’m afraid, I always try — to laugh.” 

"I don’t want to shock you, Eugenie,” he said, and his voice was 
tender. "I can understand your being frightened. Frightened — of 
my great destiny.” 

We were silent again for a while. Then a thought occurred to me. 
"Weil, I too shall make world history, Napoleone!” 

He looked at me in astonishment, but I went right on. "World 
history consists, after all, of the destinies of ail people, doesn’t it? 
Not only men who sign death warrants or know where to put can- 
non and how to fire them make history, I think that other people, 
I mean those who are beheaded or shot at, and — every man or wmman 
who lives and hopes and loves and dies makes world history.” 

He nodded slowly. "Quite right, my Eugenie. But I shall infiu- 
ence all those millions of destinies of which you speak. Do you 
believe in me, Eugenie? Do you believe in me, whatever happens?” 

His face was so near, so near that I trembled and involuntarily 
closed my eyes. Then I felt his mouth hard on my lips. Suddenly — ■ 
I don’t know how it happened, I knew Julie wouldn’t approve and it 
was certainly not what I meant to do, but — my lips parted. 

That night, long after Julie had put out the candle, I couldn’t get 
to sleep. Julie’s voice came out of the dark: "Can’t you sleep either, 
little one?” 

"No. It’s so hot in the room.” 

"I’ve something I must tell you,” Julie w'hispered. "A tremendous 
secret, you mustn’t tell anyone. Anyhow, not till tomorrow after- 
noon. Will you promise?” 

"Yes, I promise,” I said, wildly excited. 

"Tomorrow afternoon, M. Joseph Buonaparte is coming to speak 
to Mama.” 

1 was astonished. "Speak to Mama? Whatever about?” 

Julie was annoyed. "You certainly are stupid! About us, naturally, 
about him and me. He wants — well, what a child you are! Fie wants 
to sue for my hand!” 
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I sat up in bed. "Julie! That 'means you are betrothed!” 

"Sh! Not so loud! Tomorrow afternoon I shall be betrothed. If 
Mama makes no objection.” 

I leapt out of bed and ran over to her, but I bumped into a chair 
and hurt my toes. I yelled. 

"Sh, Eugenie! You’ll wake the whole house.” But I kept going. 
Quickly I snuggled under the covers and excitedly .shook her shoulder, 
i didn’t know how to show her how glad 1 was. 

"Now you are a fiancee, nearly a bride. Has he ki.ssed you yet.'*” 

"People don’t ask such questions,” Julie explained severely, Then 
it seemed to occur to her that she must be a good example to her 
little sister. "Listen to this,” she continued. "A young lady allows 
herself to be kissed only after her mother approves the betrothal, 
But you are still too young to understand such things.” 

1 think I’m tip.sy, just a little tipsy, and it’s very nice, very plea.sant. 
Julie became betrothed to Joseph, and Mama sent Etienne down to 
the cellar for champagne. Champagne that Papa bought years and 
years ago, to be saved for Julie’s betrothal. They are all .still sitting 
on the terrace, discussing where Julie and Joseph will live. Napo- 
leone has just gone to tell his mother all about it. Mama ha.s invited 
Mme Letizia Buonaparte and ail the children for tomorrow evening. 
Then we’ll meet Julie’s new family. I do hope Mme Letizia wili 
like me; I hope . . . No, I mustn’t write it, or it won’t happen! 
Only pray for it and secretly believe it. 

We ought to have champagne often. Champagne prickles on your 
tongue and tastes sweet, and after the first glass I alway.s laugh and 
don’t know why. After my third glass Mama said, "Nobody mnsi 
give the child any morel” Suppose she knew 1 had already been 
kissed! • ■ 

This morning I had to get up very early, and till nenv I’ve h.ui no 
chance to be alone. As soon as Napoleone went away 1 hurric.'d to 
my room, and now I am writing in my book. But my lhoug:hL.s .irc 
running about and bumping into each other like so many ants: ami 
like ants they’re carrying a little load. Ants carry pine necailcs, twigs, 
or a grain of sand; my thoughts carry dreams of the future. I keep 



dropping my load because I have been drinking champagne and can’t 
concentrate properly. 

I don’t know how it happened, but in the last few days I had 
quite forgotten that our Swede, M. Persson, was going away today. 
Since the Buonapartes have been coming to see us I haven't had 
much time for him. I don’t think he likes Joseph and Napoleone. 
When I asked him what he thought of our new friends, he only said 
that he found them difficult to understand because they talked so 
much and so fast; and besides, their accent was different from ours. 
I can well understand that the Corsican accent is too much for him. 

Yesterday afternoon he told me that he had packed his things and 
was leaving by the mail coach at nine in the morning. I decided, 
naturally, to see him off; first, because I really like old horse-face; and 
secondly, it’s fun seeing the mail coach off. You always see different 
people there, and sometimes ladies in Paris gowns. But then, of 
course, I forgot Persson and his journey because, after ail, I had my 
first kiss to think about. 

Luckily I remembered Persson’s departure the moment I woke up 
this morning. I jumped out of bed, put on my chemise and my two 
petticoats, scarcely gave myself time to tidy my hair, and ran down 
to the dining room. There I found Persson having his farewell 
breakfast. Mama and Etienne were hovering round him and urging 
him to eat as much as possible. The poor man has a frightfully long 
trip ahead of him. First to the Rhine and then through Germany to 
Liibeck, and from there by boat to Sweden. I don’t know how 
many times he has to change mail coaches to get to Liibeck, Marie 
had given him a picnic basket with two bottles of wine, and a roast 
chicken, and hard-boiled eggs, and preserved cherries. Finally 
Etienne and I took M. Persson between us and marched him to the 
mail coach. Etienne carried one of the travelling bags and Persson 
struggled with a big parcel, the other bag, and the picnic basket. I 
begged him to let me carry something, and at last he reluctantly gave 
me the parcel, saying that it contained something verjj' precious. 
"The most beautiful silk,” he confided to me, "that I have ever seen 
in all my life. Silk which your dear papa himself bought and at that 
time intended for the Queen at Versailles. But events prevented the 
Queen . . 
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"Yes, really royal silk,” said Etienne. "And in all these years I 
have never offered that brocade to anyone. Papa always said that it 
was only suitable for a court dress.” 

“But the ladies in Paris are still elegantly dressed,” I objected. 

Etienne sniffed contemptuously, "The ladies in Paris are no 
longer ladies! On the contrary, they prefer transparent muslins. If 
you call that elegant! No, heavy brocade is no longer worn in 
France today.” 

"And so,” said Perssoii to me, "I have been permitted to buy the 
silk. I have been able to save a great part of my salary from the firm 
of Clary, and I am glad that I could use it for this. A reminder — ” 
he sort of gulped. "A reminder of your dead papa and the firm of 
Clary.” 

I was surprised at Etienne. Since he couldn’t sell this heavy bro- 
cade, which is certainly very valuable but at the moment unfashion- 
able in France, he had worked it off on Persson — ^for a lot of money, 
of course. The firm of Clary did very well on this traiLsaction. 

"It wasn’t easy for me to dispose of this material,” Etienne said 
candidly. "But in M, Pers.son’s country there is a royal court, arul 
Her Majesty the Queen of Sweden will need, I hope, a new State 
robe and will appoint M. Persson a Purveyor to the Court.” 

"You mustn’t keep brocade too long, silk goes to pieces,” I in- 
formed Persson — from head-to-toe the daughter of a silk tnerdiaut. 

"This material won’t rot,” declared Etienne, "'rhere are too many 
gold threads woven in.” 

The parcel was quite heavy and I held it in my tw(5 arms, cla.sped 
to my breast. Although it was still early, the sun was hot aud mv 
hair stuck damply to my forehead when at last we readied tiu; mail 
coach. We were rather late and couldn’t spend h'ug in fa.re\veiis. 
The other passengers had already taken their .seats in the ei(,uh, 
Etienne, with a .sigh of relief, hoisted the travelling l»ag he’d bcvin 
carrying and set it down on the toes of an elderly lady; and Per.ssnn 
almost dropped the picnic basket while he shook liands with Eiiennr. 
Then he got into an excited discussion with the postillion, wlso hul 
placed his luggage on the roof of the coach. Pers.son told hit-i iJi.it 
he would not let the big parcel go out of his sight and v.-ouKI lufid 
it on Ifis knees the whole time. The postillion objectetl, but in the 
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end the driver lost patience and shouted, “Take your seats!’’ The 
postillion sprang to the box beside him and blew his horn. At last 
Persson got awkwardly into the coach with his parcel. The coach 
door was shut but Persson opened it again. “I shall always hold it in 
honour, Mile Eugenie,” he shouted. Etienne, with a shrug of his 
shoulders, asked, “Whatever does that crazy Swede mean?” 

“The Rights of Man,” I replied, surprised at myself because my 
eyes were wet. “The broadside on which the Rights of Man are 
printed.” As I said it I thought how pleased Persson’s parents would 
be to see his horse-face once more, and I thought that a fine man 
was vanishing forever from my life. 

Etienne went back to the shop and I went with him, I always feel 
quite at home in the Clary silk shop. As a little girl I had often gone 
there with Papa and he had always told me where the different bolts 
of silk came from. I can also distinguish the various qualities and 
Papa ahvays said that it was in my blood because I am a true silk 
merchant’s daughter. But I think it is just because I so often 
w’atched Papa and Etienne take a piece of material between their 
fingers, apparently crumpling it and then looking wdth appraising 
eyes to see whether it would crush easily, whether it was new or old 
material, and whether there was any danger of its soon becoming 
brittle. 

Although it was early in the morning, there were already custom- 
ers in the shop. Etienne and I greeted them courteously, but I knew 
right away that these weren’t important customers, only citizenesses 
who wanted muslin for a new fichu or cheap taffeta for a coat. The 
ladies from the great houses nearby, who used to give us big orders 
at the opening of the Versailles season, are no longer to be seen. 
Some have been guillotined, many have fled to England, but 
most have gone “underground” — that means they are living under 
false names in some place where they are not known. Etienne often 
says that it is greatly to the disadvantage of all merchants that the 
Republic does not arrange balls or receptions. For that, the dread- 
fully stingy Robespiere is to blame. 

I busied myself in the shop for a w'hile, helping the customers feel 
the different materials and persuading them to buy harsh green silk 
ribbons, because I felt that Etienne would like to get rid of them. 
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Finally I went home, thinking as always of Napoieone and wonder- 
ing whether he would wear a gala uniform when we celebrated 
Julie’s betrothal. 

At home I found Mama in an awful state. Julie had announced 
that Joseph was coming that afternoon to speak to her, and she just 
didn’t feel up to it. At last, in spite of the heat, she went into the 
town to consult Etienne. When she came back she had a headache, 
lay on her sofa, and asked to be called as soon as Citizen Joseph 
Buonaparte arrived. 

Julie, however, really acted crazy. She stalked around the parlour 
and groaned. Her face, too, was quite green and I knew she was 
ill. Julie always suffers from stomach-ache when she gets excited. 
In the end I took the distracted girl into the garden with me and 
sat with her in the summer house. The bees hummed in the rambler 
roses and I felt sleepy and very contented. Life is so simple, I 
thought, when you really love a man. Then you belong only to him. 
If I were forbidden to marry Napoieone, I should just run away with 
him. 

At five o’clock there arrived a gigantic bouquet, with Joseph 
hidden behind it. The bouquet and Joseph were escorted to the par- 
lour by Marie; then Mama was informed and the door of the ptirloiir 
closed behind them both. I pressed my ear to the keylrole to find out 
what Joseph and Mama were murmuring, but I couldn’t hear a single 
word. 

"A hundred and fifty thousand francs in gold,” I .said to Julie, 
who waas leaning against the door with me. She pulled iierself to- 
gether. 

“What? What are you talking about.^” 

"Papa left a hundred and fifty thousand francs iii gold for your 
dowry, and a hundred and fifty thousand for mine. Don’t you re- 
member that the lawyer read that when Papa’.s will w.is openeti?” 

"That’s not at all important,” said Julie, peevishly, pulling out 
her handkerchief and wiping her forehead. A bride-to-be can cer- 
tainly be funny. 

"Well, are we to congratulate you.?” laughed someone behind us. 
Napoieone! He’d just arrived and he leaned against the door with us. 
"May I, as a future brother-in-law, share the intolerable suspense.?” 
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juiie’s patience collapsed. “Do what you like, but leave me in 
peace!” she sobbed. At that Napoleone and I went on tiptoe to the 
sofa and sat down silently. I was fighting against hystefics; the 
whole situation was absurdly idiotic. Napoleone poked me gently in 
the side, “A little more dignity, if I may say so, Eugenie!” he whis- 
pered, and made a terrible, silly face. 

Suddenly Mama came to the door and said in a shaky voice, 
"Julie, please come in.” 

Julie dashed into the parlour like a mad thing, the door closed 
behind her and Mama, and I — yes, I threw my arms around Napo- 
leone’s neck and laughed and laughed. 

"Stop kissing me,” I protested, because Napoleone had immedi- 
ately seized this opportunity. But in spite of that, I didn’t let him go 
— until I thought of the gala uniform. I drew away a little and 
looked at him reproachfully. The same threadbare green uniform 
as always. 

"You might have worn your gala uniform, respected General," 1 
.said. I immediately regretted my words. His tanned face grew quite 
red. 

"I have none, Eugenie,” he confessed. "I have never had enough 
money to buy myself one and all we get from the State is a tunic — 
the field uniform I have on. We have to pay for the gala uniform 
with our own money, and you know — ” 

I nodded enthusiastically. "Of course, you are helping your mama 
and your brothers and sisters. And a second uniform would be 
quite superfluous, wouldn't it?” 

"Children, I have a great, a very great surprise for you!” Mama 
stood before us, laughing and crying at the same time. "Julie and 
Joseph — Her voice quivered. Then she pulled herself together. 
"Eugenie, call Suzanne! And go and see if Etienne is home yet. He 
promised me he’d be here punctually at half-past five,” 

I rushed up the stairs and told them both. 

And then we all drank champagne. It was getting dark in the 
garden, but Joseph and Julie no longer bothered about the summer 
house, but kept talking about the home they would have in one of 
the suburbs. Part of Julie’s dowry was to go for buying a nice villa. 
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Napoleone left to tell his mother all about it. And I came up to my 
room to write it all down. ... 

My nice little tipsiness is ail gone. I’m only tired and a little 
bit sad. For now I’ll soon be alone in our white room and I’ll never 
be able to use Julie’s rouge again and surreptitiously read her novels. 
But I don’t want to be sad; I want to think about .something cheerful. 
I must find out when Napoleone's birthday is. Perhaps the allow- 
ance I’ve saved will be enough for a gala uniform. But— where do 
you buy a gala uniform for a General? 


CJO 

Marseilles, middle of Thermidor 
{Beginning of August, Mama says) 

Napoleone has been arrested. 

I have been living in a bad dream since last evening. Except for 
me, the whole town is wild with joy. People are dancing in front 
of the Town Hall, bands march by one after another, and the mayor 
is planning a ball, the first in two years. On the ninth of Thermidor 
Robespierre and his brother were deprived of their civil rights by 
the other deputies, arrested, and the next morning hauled off to the 
guillotine. Everyone who had anything whatsoever to tlo with 
Robespierre is afraid now of being arrested. Joseph has already lost 
the post he got through Napoleone’s friendship with Robespierre’s 
younger brother. So far, more than ninety Jacobins liave l:)een exe- 
cuted in Paris. Etienne says he will never forgive me for brinidng 
the Buonapartes to our home. Mama insists that Julie and I attend 
the mayor’s ball. It would be my first ball, but I wt)n't go. 1 can 
hardly laugh and dance when I don’t know where they've taiceii 
Napoleone. 

Until the ninth of Thermidor— no, actually until the tenth— Julie 
and I were very happy. Julie was working eagerly on her trous.seau 
and embroidered hundreds of times the letter B on pillow slips, table 



cloths, towels and handkerchiefs. The wedding is to be in about six 
weeks. Joseph came to see us every evening, often with his mother 
and his brothers and sisters. If Napoleone wasn’t inspecting some 
fortification or other, he appeared at all hours of the day; and some- 
times his handsome adjutants, Lieutenant Junot and Captain Mar- 
mont, came, too. But the interminable talk about politics didn’t 
interest me at all. That’s why I’ve just learned that about two 
months ago Robespierre instituted a new method of voting. It seems 
that from now on even deputies can be arrested at the order of a 
member of the Committee of Public Safety. They say that lots of 
deputies have guilty consciences because they’ve got rich on bribes. 
Deputies Tallien and Barras are rumoured millionaires. Robespierre 
also unexpectedly arrested the beautiful Marquise de Fontenay, 
whom Deputy Tallien had previously released from prison and who, 
since then, has been his mistress. ’Why Robespierre arrested her, no 
one knows — perhaps only to annoy Tallien. Many believe there 
really w^as something against Fontenay, while others believe that 
Tallien and Barras were afraid of being arrested themselves because 
they took bribes — in any event, they organized a great conspiracy, 
.secretly, with a certain Fouche. 

At first we could hardly believe these rumours. But when the first 
newspapers arrived from Paris, the whole town changed with a bang. 
Flags were hung from the windows, the shops were closed, and 
everyone called on everyone else. The mayor didn’t wait for instruc- 
tions from Paris; he simply released ail the political prisoners. 
Fanatical members of the Jacobin Club, however, were quietly ar- 
rested. The mayor’s wdfe is making a list of prominent Marseilles 
citizens who will be invited to the ball at the Town Hall. 

Napoleone and Joseph came to see Etienne. They seemed very 
worried and shut themselves up with him in the parlour. Afterward, 
Etienne was angry. He told Mama that "these Corsican adventurers" 
would land us all in jail. Napoleone sat for hours in our summer 
house and told me that he w'ouid have to take up a new' profession. 
"You don’t really think,” he said, "that an officer in wffiom Robes- 
pierre was interested will be kept on in the Army.” For the first 
time I saw him take snuff. Every day Junot and Marmont met 
Napoleone secretly at our house. Neither of them could imagine 
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that his name would ever be dropped from the list of officers. When 
I repeated to him what Marmont and Junot had said, and tried to 
comfort him, he shrugged his shoulders contemptuously. "Junot is 
an idiot,” he declared. "Entirely loyal, but an idiot.” 

“But you’ve always said he was your best friend.?” 

"Of course. Entirely loyal even unto death, but without a brain 
in his head. None. An idiot.” 

"And — Marmont.?” 

“Marmont — that’s something else again. Marmont is loyal be- 
cause he believes that eventually my Italian plans must succeed— 
succeed, do you understand?” 

Then everything turned out quite differently from what we had 
expected. Last evening Napoleone was having supper with us. Sud- 
denly we heard marching feet. Napoleone jumped up and rushed 
to the window, because he can’t bear to see even four marching 
soldiers without wanting to know their regiment, where they come 
from, where they’re going, and the name of their sergeant. The 
marching stopped in front of our house, we heard voices, tlien 
crunching on the gravel path, and finally a loud knock on our door. 
We all sat there petrified. Napoleone liad turned from the window 
and stared, as though he’d been turned to stone, at the door. He 
crossed his arms over his chest; his face was very white, llie door 
flew open, Marie and a soldier burst into the room together. 

"Mme Clary . . Marie began. 

The soldier interrupted her. "Is General Napoletme Ikionapartc in 
your hou.se?” He seemed to know the name by heart for he roiled 
it off without hesitation. Napoleone quietly stepped out from the 
bay of the window and went over to him. The soldier clicked his 
heels together and saluted. 

"Warrant for the arrest of Citizen General Buotiaparfc-!” 

Simultaneously he handed Napoleone a j^iecc of paper. NapoU.Ciiie 
lifted this nearer his eyes, and I leapt up and said, "I’l! get a liglri.” 

"Thank you, my dear, I can read the command very wcH,” said. 
Napoleone. 

Then he let the paper drop, considered the soldier careful!)', wenl 
straight to him and tapped his top button. “Even on a warm suiniucr 
evening, the uniform of a sergeant in the Republican Arnay should 
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be buttoned according to regulations!” While the embarrassed sol- 
dier fumbled with his uniform, Napoleone turned to Marie. "Marie, 
my sword is in the hail. Please be kind enough to hand it to the 
sergeant!” And with a bow to Mama: "Excuse the interruption. 
Citizen ess Clary.” 

Napoleone’s spurs clanked. The sergeant stamped out of the 
room behind him. We didn’t stir. Outside, we heard again crunch- 
ing on the gravel path in the front garden, the marching steps- 
thundered down the road and died away. Finally Etienne broke the 
silence. "Let’s finish our meal, we can’t help — ’’ His spoon clinked. 
We were eating the roast when my brother exclaimed, "What have I 
said from the start? An adventurer who tried to make a career with 
the help of the Republic.” When we got to dessert, he added, "Julie, 
I regret that I ever gave my consent to your betrothal to Joseph.” 

After the meal, I crept out by the back door. Though Mama had 
frequently invited the Buonaparte family to our home, Mme Letizia 
had never returned the invitation. I could readily imagine why she 
hadn’t. The family lived in the poorest quarter of the town, behind 
the fish market, and Mme Letizia was probably ashamed to ask us 
there. But now I was on my way there. I had to tell her and Joseph 
what had happened and to see what we could do to help Napoleone. 

I shall never forget that trip through the dark narrow streets be- 
hind the fish market. At first I ran; I felt that I mustn’t waste a 
minute. I never slowed up until I got to the Town Hall square. My 
damp hair clung to my forehead and my heart hammered painfully. 
People were dancing in the square; and an emaciated man, with hi.s 
shirt open, grabbed hold of my shoulder and laughed coarsely when 
I pushed him away. Again and again some creature or other stood 
in my way; I felt clammy fingers snatching at me. 

Suddenly I heard a girlish giggle: "Well, I never, it’s the little 
Clary girl!” It was Elisa Buonaparte, Napoleone’s elde,st sister. Actu- 
ally, Elisa is only seventeen; but that evening she was so heavily 
rouged and so dressed up, with dangling earrings, that she looked 
much- older. She was leaning on the arm of a young man whose 
fashionably high collar hid half his face. "Eugenie- — ” she called 
after me, "Eugenie, can’t my young man treat you to a glass of wine?” 
But Tkept on and disappeared in the narrow unlit alleyw^ays on the 



way to the fish market. There 1 was submerged in leering, creaking, 
simmering darkness. Terms of endearment and curses fluttered down 
from the doors and windows, and in the alley lovesick cats meowed. 
I breathed more freely when I reached the fish market where there 
were a few lanterns. I was suddenly ashamed of being afraid, and I 
was also somehow ashamed of my own beautiful white villa with the 
lilac bushes and rambler roses. I crossed the fish market and iisked 
a man where the Buonapartes lived. He pointed to a dark, narrow 
cavern of a street. The third house on the left. Joseph had once 
mentioned that they lived in a cellar. I saw a narrow staircase and 
stumbled down the stairs, pushed open a door and found myself in 
Mme Buonaparte’s kitchen. It was a large room which I couldn’t see 
dearly because there was only one miserable candle, standing in a 
cracked teacup. The smell was frightful. Joseph, wearing a crumpled 
shirt and no tie, sat at the table reading a newspaper by candlelight. 
Nineteen-year-old Lucien, opposite him, was leaning over the table 
and writing. Between them were plates with remains of food on 
them. In the dark recess of the kitchen, son:ieone wa:5 wasliing 
clothes. Schfum, schmm — I could hear liands moving up and do\\'n 
with fanatical energy on the washing board; there wa.s a sound of 
gurgling water; and it was so hot that I almost .suffocated. 

"Joseph,” I said, .so he’d notice me. Josepii was .startled. 

"Has someone come in.?” Tins was Mme Buonaparte speaking in 
her broken French. The schmm, schmm at the wasliing lioaiai 
stopped. Napoleone’s mother stepped into the circle of candlelight, 
drying her hands on her large apron. 

"It’s I,” I said, "Eugenie Clary.” 

Whereupon Joseph and Lucien exclaimed together, "In the name 
of God, what’s happened,?” 

"They’ve arrested Napoleone,” I said. 

For a moment there was deathly silence. Mme Buon;! parte 
groaned, "Holy Mary, Mother of God.” Joseph’s voice choketl as jie 
cried, "I’ve seen it coming, I’ve seen it coming!” Lucien mana/'eu 
a broken, "Flow awful!” 

They asked me to sit down on a wobbly chair and tell tliem ail 
about it. Brother Louis--sixteen years old and very fat - -came out 
of the adjoining room and listened with no change of expression. I 
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was interrupted by a terrible scream; the door was flung open and 
little J&ome, Napoleone’s ten-year-old brother, rushed into the 
kitchen, followed by twelve-year-old Caroline. She was shouting 
horrible waterfront curses. And then they began to struggle for 
something he w'as trying to stuff into his mouth, Mme Buonaparte- 
slapped Jerome, reprimanded Caroline in Italian and took aw'ay what- 
ever it vv^as Jerome was trying to sw'allow. When she discovered that 
it was a bar of marzipan, she broke it in two and gave Jerome and 
Caroline each a piece. She shouted, "Be quiet! We have a guest!" 

When Caroline noticed me, she said, "Oh, la, la — one of the rich 
Clarys!” Then she came over to the table and sat on Lucien's lap. 

A horrible family, I decided, but I was ashamed of thinking so. 
They can’t help it that there are so many of them. They can’t help 
being so poor and not having any living room except the kitchen. 

In the meantime, Joseph had begun to question me, "Who ar- 
rested Napoleone? Are you sure they were soldiers — not the police?" 

"They were soldiers,” I answered. 

"Then he is not in prison but under some sort of military arrest," 
Joseph concluded, 

"What difference does that make?" Mme Buonaparte moaned. 

"A tremendous difference,” Joseph declared. "The military au- 
thorities would never execute a general without a trial; he’ll come 
before a court martial,” 

"You've no idea how dreadful this is for us, stgnorina,” Mme 
Buonaparte remarked. She pulled up a kitchen stool, sat dowm beside 
me and placed her damp wmrk-w'orn hand on mine. "Napoleone is 
the only one of us who earns a regular income. And he has always 
been industrious and economical, and gives me half of his pay for 
the other children. It’s a pity, what a pity!” 

"Well, at least, if he’s arrested he can’t force me to join the Army," 
fat Louis commented. He sounded positively triumphant. 

"Shut up!" Lucien shouted at the fat boy. Louis is sixteen years 
old but he has never done a day’s work in his life, and Napoleone 
wanted him to join the Army so that his mother would have one less 
mouth to feed, I can’t imagine how flat-footed Louis could ever 
march anywhere. But perhaps Napoleone wanted him to join the 
cavalry. 
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"But why have they arrested him?" Mrae Buonaparte asked. 

"Napoleone knew Robespierre,” Joseph muttered. "And he had 
the bad luck to submit his crazy plans to the Minister of War through 
Robespierre. What madness!" The corners of Joseph’s mouth 
twitched nervously. 

"Politics, these dreadful politics!" Mme Buonaparte moaned. 
'■Signorina, I assure you that politics are my family’s misfortune. 
The father of my children — God rest his .soul — devoted his life to 
politics, lost his clients' cases and left us nothing but his debts. And 
what do my sons talk about all day long? 'One must make useful 
contacts, one must meet Robespierre, it would be a good thing if we 
knew Barras — ’ That’s how they carry on. And where does it all 
lead to?” She pounded the table furiously. "To being arrested, 
signorina” 

I bowed my head. "Your son Napoleone is a genius, madarne," 
I said softiy. 

"Yes — unfortunately,” she answered irritably, staring into the 
flickering light of the candle. 

I sat up straight. "We must And out where they have taken 
Napoleone and then try to help him,” I said, looking at Joseph, 

"But we are poor people, we don’t know anyone who would help 
us,” Mme Buonaparte lamented. 

I never took my eyes off Joseph. 

"The Military Commandant of Marseilles must kruiw where they 
have imprisoned Napoleone," Lucien said. By his family, Imcic!! is 
considered a budding poet and a dreamer; neverthele.ss, he made tht: 
first practical suggestion. 

"What’s the name of the Military Commandant of Marseilles?'' 

1 asked. 

"Colonel Lefabre," Joseph said, "and he can't bear Napoleone 
Only a little while ago Napoleone told the old man what he thought 
of him because the local fortifications are in such terrible conditiiin " 

"I’ll go to see him tomorrow," I suddenly heard myself .saying. 
'Mine Buonaparte, will you pack up a nice parcel of linen for hiui 
and perhaps a little food, and send it to me tomorrow moriiing? f’li 
take it to this colonel and ask him to give it to Napoleone, And I'll 
ask him ..." 
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’’Grazie tanto, signorina, grazie tanto,” Mme Buonaparte spoivc 
with an effort. At the same time we heard a piercing shriek, water 
squirted on the floor and Caroline shouted gleefully, "Mama, Jerome 
has fallen into the washtub,” 

While Mme Buonaparte pulled her youngest out of the tub, and 
then slapped him, I stood up. Joseph went to get his coat, to take 
me home. Lucien declared, "You are very kind, Mile Eugmie; we 
shall never forget what you are doing for us." Then I realhed hov 
much I dreaded calling on this Colonel Lefabre. 

When I said good-by to Mme Buonaparte she assured me, '‘I'll 
send Paulette to you tomorrow morning with the parcel.” She 
thought of something else: "Now where is Paulette.? She said that 
she and Elisa were going to see a friend across the road and be back 
in half an hour. And here they’re out again till all hours.” 

I remembered Elisa’s rouged face. I supposed that Elisa was by 
now enjoying herself with her young man in .some tavern. And 
Paulette.? Paulette is exactly as old as I. 

Joseph and I walked in silence through the town. I remembered 
the evening when he had taken me home for the first time. Could 
that have been only four months ago? That was the beginning — then, 
I was still a child, though I thought myself grown up. Today I know 
that one is not really grown up until one loves a man with all one’s 
heart. 

"They .simply can’t send him to the guillotine,” Joseph said as we 
approached our villa. He’d clearly been thinking, too, during our 
long silence. "The worst they could do — that’s a military regulation 
— the worst they could do w'ould be to shoot him.” 

"Joseph!” 

His features were sharply drawn in the moonlight. He does not 
love him, I realized with a shock — no, he does not love his brother; 
in fact, he hates him. Because Napoleone is younger and yet was able 
to get him a post, because Napoleone urged him to marry Julie, be- 
cause Napoleone ... 

". . . But we belong together,” Joseph was saying, "Napoleonc 
and I and our brothers and sisters, we belong together, and we must 
stick together in good times and bad.” 

"Good night, Joseph,” I said. 
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'‘Good night, Eugenie.” 

I got into the house unnoticed. Julie was in bed but the candle 
un her dressing table was still lit. She had been waiting for me. 
■'You went to see the Buonapartes, didn’t you?” she asked. 

"Yes,” I answered, as I quickly began to undress. "They live in 
a fright.fui cellar, and late in the evening Mme Letizia washes their 
clothes, and Jerome, that terrible child, fell into the washtiib, and I 
think that the two girls — -Elisa and Paulette — .spend their evening.s 
somewhere with men. Good night, Julie—sleep well.” 

At breakfast Etienne announced that Julie must postpone her wed- 
ding as he did not want a brother-in-law whose brother had been 
arrested because of his Jacobin opinions. It would be a family dis- 
grace and bad for the business as well. Julie began to sob, "I refuse 
to postpone my wedding.” Then she locked herself up in our room, 
No one discussed the matter with me because, except for Julie, no 
one has any idea that Napoleone’s concerns are mine. Well perhaps 
Marie knows. I believe that Marie knows everything. After break- 
fast Marie came into the dining room, beckoned to me, and I went 
out into the kitchen where I found Paulette with the parcel. 

"Come on,” I said to her, "let’s go quickly before anyone notit e.s 
us.” For Etienne would be wild with rage if he knew that I inteiuled 
to call on an official with a parcel of underdrawers for Napolcune 
Buonaparte, who was under arrest. 

I have spent my whole life in Marseilles, and Pauicile came here 
only a year ago; but she knows her way about far better tlian I tli5, 
She knew exactly where to find the Military Caunmaml.int. She nevw.r 
stopped talking as we walked there. She swayed Ikt hi}),s j.s .'ffie 
walked, and her shabby, bright blue .skirt .swung back and lorili. 
She held herself very erect and pushed out her bccsoin -it’s iiiuth 
larger than mine though we are the same age — ami e^'cry few m!nuti-> 
she passed her pointed red tongue over her lips It! keep them .shinv 
Paulette’s nose is narrow like Napoleone’s; her dark blonde h.iif 
done up in a thousand tiny ringlets, j.s tied togeiiicr with a idui 
ribbon. She has plucked her eyebrows so that only a thin line (x- 
mains, and this she blackens with charcoal. I think that Paulette is 
very beautiful, but Mama doesn’t like her looks and doe.srft wish me 
to be seen with her. 



Paulette kept coming excitedly back to the former Marquise de 
Fontenay, the new Mme Taliien. "People in Paris are mad about 
her. They call her 'notre dame de Therraidor.’ She was carried in 
triumph out of prison on the ninth of Thermidor, and Deputy Tah 
lien married her at once. And just imagine — " Paulette opened her 
eyes wide and took a deep breath " — just imagine, she doesn’t wear 
petticoats under her frock. She goes out in a transparent sort of 
undergarment — and one can see everything! I tell you~everything!’’ 

"Where did you hear that?” I asked, but Paulette ignored me. 

"Her hair is coal black and so are her eyes; and she lives in a house 
called 'La Chaumiere,’ in Paris, and inside it the walls are all lined 
with silk. Every afternoon she receives ail the famous politicians 
there and — yes, and I’ve heard that if one wants a favour from the 
Government one need only tell her about it. I’ve been talking to a 
gentleman w^ho arrived only yesterday from Paris, and this gentle- 
man — ” she stopped suddenly. 

"And this gentleman?” I asked expectantly. 

"I met him. You know how one meets people, don’t you? He 
was standing in the Town tiall square, looking at the Towm Hall, 
and I happened to be passing. And — w'ell, we suddenly got into 
conversation. But you must keep your mouth shut about this. Swear 
you will?” I nodded. "All right,” Paulette continued, "swear by all 
the saints in heaven. You see, Napoleone is furious when I talk to 
strange gentlemen. He’s such an old maid about such things. ... 
By the way, do you think that your brother Etienne would give me 
some material for a new dress? I’ve been thinking that some trans- 
parent material in rose might be nice, and — ” she broke off. "There, 
over there is the Military Commandant’s office. Do you want me to 
go in with you?” 

I shook my head. "I think it’s better for me to see him alone. 
You’ll wait for me, won’t you? And cross your fingers to wish me 
luck?” 

She nodded seriously and crossed her fingers. "And I’ll recite the 
Lord’s Prayer — it can’t hurt anything,” she said. 

I held the parcel close and walked briskly toward the Military 
Headquarters, I heard my own voice, sounding rather hoarse and 
strange, asking the guard on duty to announce me to Colonel Lefabre. 
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When I was conducted into the bare room and saw the huge desk 
and the foursquare Colonel my heart beat so violently that at first 1 
couldn’t speak. The Colonel had a square red face with grey stubbles 
of hair on it, and he wore an old-fashioned pigtail wig. I put the 
parcel on the desk, swallowed desperately and didn’t know what to 
say. 

"What is in that parcel, dtizeness? And who are you?" 

"Undergarments, drawers, Citizen Colonel Lefahre, and my name 
is Clary." 

His watery blue eyes studied me from head to toe. "Are you a 
daughter of the late silk merchant, Francois Clary?" 

I nodded. 

"I used occasionally to play cards with your papa. A very honoui- 
able man, your papa.” He continued to stare at me. "And wliat do 
you want me to do with these drawers, Citizeness Clary?” 

"The parcel is for General Napoleone Buonaparte. He Ikw been 
arrested. We don’t know where he is. But you, Colonel, mu.st know 
where he is. There’s probably a cake in the parcel, too. Clean linen 
and a cake — ” 

"And what has Fran^:ois Clary’s daughter to do with this Jacobin, 
Buonaparte?” the Colonel asked me slowly. 

I felt very hot. "His brother Joseph is engaged to niy j»isler Julie,” 
1 said, and considered my answer a stroke of genius. 

"And why hasn’t his brother Joseph, or your sister Julie come to 
.see me?" 

The watery eyes were very seriou.s and continued to gazt at me 
intently, I had the feeling that he knew everything. ‘'Joscpl! is 
afraid. The relatives of arre.sted men are always afraid, aren’t thev?" 

1 spoke with diiliculty. "And Julie has her own worries at liu: mo- 
ment. She is crying because Etienne — that’s our older brother- -has 
abruptly refused to allow her to marry Jo.seph Buon.iparta.'. And 
we’ve had all this trouble because — " 1 was by then scs furious th.H 
1 couldn’t control myself — "all because you. Citizen f-olora.I. haee 
■irrcstcd the General, " 

"Sit down,” wa,s all he said. 

i sat down on the edge of a chair beside hi.s desk, 'i iic ( olone! 
took a pinch of snuff. He looked out the window. He seemed io 



have forgotten me completely. Suddenly he turned and faced jne. 
"Listen to me, citizeness — your brother Etienne is quite right. A 
Buonaparte is not a suitable match for a Clary — a very honourable 
and respected man, your late papa.” 

I said nothing. 

"I don’t know this Joseph Buonaparte. He’s not in the Army, is 
he.? But as far as the other brother is concerned, this Napoleone 
Buonaparte ...” 

"General Napoleone Buonaparte!” I interrupted, tossing my head. 

. . As for this General, it was not I who had him arrested. 1 
only carried out orders received from the Ministry of War in Paris. 
Buonaparte has Jacobin sympathies, and all such officers — I mean all 
the extreme elements in the Army — have been arrested.” 

"And — what will happen to him.?” 

"I’ve not been informed about that.” 

And as the Colonel made a gesture indicating that it was time for 
me to leave, I stood up. "The linen and the cake,” I said pointing 
to the parcel, "perhaps you could give him these things?” 

"Nonsense. Buonaparte isn’t here any longer. He was taken to 
Fort Carre in Antibes.” 

I had not been prepared for this blow. They had dragged him 
away, I couldn’t reach him . , . "But he must have some clean laundry 
so that he can change,” I said awkwardly. The red face before me 
was blurred; I wiped away my tears, but fresh tears came. "Can’t 
you send him the parcel, Citizen Colonel?” 

"But, my dear child, do you think I have nothing better to do than 
spend my time looking after the underclothing of an uncouth young- 
ster who is allowed to call himself a general?” 

I sobbed loudly. He took another pinch of snuff; the scene obvi- 
ously embarrassed him greatly, "Do stop crying,” he said. 

"No,” 1 sobbed. 

He came around his desk and stood next to me. "You stop crying, 
I say!” he shouted at me. 

"No,” I sobbed again. Finally I wiped my eyes and looked at him. 
He was standing close to me, his watery blue eyes glittering help- 
lessly. 

"I can’t stand tears,” he said. At that I began to cry again. "Stop 

59 



it,” he shouted, "Stop it! . . . Well- — if you won’t leave me in 
peace — all fight, I’ll send one of my soldiers to Fort Carre with the 
parcel and ask the Commandant there to give it to this Buonaparte. 
Are you satisfied now.^” 

I tried to smile but the tears were in my way and 1 sniffled. 1 was 
at the door before I remembered that I hadn’t thanked him. I turned. 
The Colonel was standing beside his desk, looking gloomily at the 
parcel. "Thank you very much, Citizen Colonel,” I whispered. 

He glanced up, cleared his throat and said, "Li.sten to me, Citi- 
zeness Clary, I will tell you two things in confidence. First, this will 
not cost this Jacobin general his head. Second, a Buonaparte; is not 
a suitable match for a daughter of Francois Clary, Good-by, citi- 
zen ess," 

Paulette walked part of the, way home with me. She babbled like 
a waterfall. Rose-coloured silk. Mme Tallien always wears flesli- 
coloured silk stockings. Napoleone will be pleased to have the cake. 
There are almonds in it. Do I like almonds? ks it true tliat Julie’s 
dow'fy is large enough for her to buy a villa for herself and Joseph? 
When will I ask Etienne about the silk, and wlicn can she come tcj 
the shop to fetch it ... ? 

I didn’t really listen to her. Like a rhyme it went tlirotigh my 
head: A Buonaparte is no match for a daughter of Franraai.s Clary. 

When I reached home I learned that Julie had got her way. Hei 
wedding is not to be postponed. 1 sat with her in the garden and 
helped her embroider initials on her napkins. A beautifully rounded 
B-.- 

B, B, and again B. 

MatsetlleS) end of fruci/doi 
{Aliddle of Septemher) 

1 don’t know how Julie spent her wedding night. The night be- 
fore, at any rate, was terribly exciting, at least for me, 
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Julie's wedding was to be a very quiet aifair, only our family and 
the innumerable Buonapartes had been asked. Mama and Marie 
had, naturally, been baking cakes and stirring fruit creams for days; 
and the evening before the wedding Mama almost collapsed, she 
was worried that it wouldn’t go well. Mama always v/orries before 
a big party but so far everything always has gone w'eli. It was de- 
cided that we should all go to sleep early, and before going to bed 
Julie was to take a bath. We bathe oftener than other people because 
Papa had very modern ideas, and Mama wants us to conduct our lives 
according to his ideas. So w'e have a bath almost every month in a 
large wooden tub which Papa installed especially for this purpose in 
the laundry. And since it was the evening before Julie’s wedding, 
Mama decided to pour some jasmine scent into the water; and Julie 
felt like Mme Pompadour herself. 

We went to bed but neither Julie "nor I could sleep, so we dis- 
cussed Julie’s new home. It’s outside Marseilles, but no more than 
half an hour by carriage from our villa. Suddenly w'e stopped talking 
and listened. "... Le jour de gloire est arrive” someone w'as whis- 
tling underneath our window. I sat up. The second line of our 
Marseilles song. And also — Napoleone’s signal. Whenever he 
comes to see us he announces his approach to me from afar by this 
whistle. I jumped out of bed, pulled aside the curtains, tore open 
the window and leaned out. It w-as a dark and oppressively sultry 
night. A storm hung in the air. I pursed my lips and whistled. Very 
few girls can whistle well. I’m one of them, but unfortunately peo- 
ple don’t appreciate this gift much and even consider it ill bred. 

”Le jour de gloire . . .” I wdiistled. 

", . . est arrive,” came from below'. A figure which had been 
standing close to the house emerged from the darkness and stepped 
out onto the gravel path. 

I forgot to close the window, I forgot to put on my bedroom slip- 
pers, I forgot to take a coat with me, I forgot that I was wearing only 
a nightgowm, I forgot what’s proper and what isn’t — I ran down the 
stairs like one possessed, opened the house door, felt the gravel under 
my bare feet, and felt his mouth on the tip of my nose. It was so 
dark, and in the darkness one can’t be sure where a kiss will land! 
In the distance it thundered, and he held me close and whispered. 
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■'Aren’t you cold, camshnd'— And I said, ”Only my feet— 1 have no 
slippers on,” He lifted me up and carried me to our doorstep. We 
sat there and he took off his coat and wrapped it around me. "When 
did you get back?” I asked. 

And he said that he hadn't actually been home yet, he was on the 
way then to his mother’s. I put my cheek against his shoulder, felt 
the rough material of his uniform and was very happy. "Was it very 
bad?” I asked, 

"No, not at all. However, many thank.s for the parcel. It reached 
me along with a letter from Colonel Lefabre. He wrote that he was 
sending it only to please you.” I could feel his lips on my hair. 

Sudinly he said, "I asked to be tried by a court martial, but they 
would not grant me even this.” 

I raised my head and looked at him, but it was so dark that I 
could see only the outlines of his face, "Court martial?” I asked. 
"But wouldn’t that have been terrible!” 

"Why so? Then I would have had an opportunity to explain my 
plans to some senior officers. The plans I allowed to be submitted 
to this idiot of a War Minister through Robespierre. A court martial 

would at least have attracted attention to me. But as it is - ” he 

moved away from me and rested his head on liis hand - "But as it 

is, my plans are collecting dust in some archive or otlier, and Citizen 
Carnot continues to be proud and satisfied because our armies are 
able, with a great effort, to defend our frontiers.” 

"And what will you do now?” I incjuired. 

"'rhey released me because there is no evidence against me. I.iut 
1 am very unpopular with the gentlemen at the Ministry of W.ir. 
Unpopular, do you understand? And they will send me off to one 
of the dullest sectors of the front and . . .” 

"It’s raining,” I interrupted. The first heavy ilrnps etf rain wvjt 
falling on my face. 

"That doesn’t matter!” he said and went right on explaining {«. 
me what can luappen to a general whom the authorities want oui of 
the way. I tucked up my legs and wrapped the general’s coal more 
closely around me. We could hear thunder again, and a horse w as 
neighing. "My horse. I tied him to your garden fence,” he remarked 
casually. 
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It began to rain harder. There was a Hash of lightning. The 
thunder was frightening and the horse w^as neighing desperately. 
Napoleone shouted at the horse. 

Above us a window rattled. "Is anyone there.?” Etienne called 
down. 

"Come in the house, we’ll get so wet,” I whispered to Napoleone. 

"Who is there.?” Etienne shouted. At the same time we could hear 
Suzanne’s voice, "Shut the window, Etienne, and come to me — I’m 
frightened — ” Etienne's again: "There is someone in the garden, 
I must go down and look.” 

Napoleone got up, stood under the window and said, "M. Clary 
--it’s me.” There was a flash of lightning. For a fraction of a 
second I could see the small slender figure in the tight-fitting uni- 
form. Then it was pitch dark again. Thunder crashed, the horse 
neighed wdldly, the rain splashed. 

"Who is there.?” Etienne shouted into the rain. 

"General Buonaparte!” Napoleone called back. 

"But you are still in prison!” Etienne roared. "And anyway what 
are you doing in the middle of the night, in this weather, in our 
garden, General.?” 

I jumped up, clutching the uniform coat which went down to my 
ankles, and stood next to Napoleone. "Sit clown again and wrap your 
feet in tlie coat. Do you want to be sick.?” Napoleone whi.spered to 
me. 

"With whom are you talking.?” Etienne called down. 

The rain was slackening, so I could hear well enough now to tell 
that Etienne’s voice was trembling with rage. 

"He’s talking to me,” I called. "Etienne — it’s I, Eugenie.” 

It had stopped raining. To my horror, because of my compromis 
ing situation, a very pale moon shone timidly between the clouds and 
.showed us Etienne, his nightcap on his head. 

"General— -you owe me an explanation.” The nightcap fairly 
quivered. 

"I have the honour to request the hand of your younger sister in 
marriage, M, Clary,” Napoleone called up to him. He had put hi.s 
arm around my shoulder. 

"Eugenie, come into the house at once,” commanded Etienne, 
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Behind him Suzanne’s head appeared. She was wearing a lot of 
curlers in her hair and this made her look very weird. 

"Good night, carissma, we’ll meet tomorrow at the wedding 
party,” Napoleone said and kissed my cheek. His spurs clanked 
down the gravel path. I slipped into the hou.se, forgetting to return 
his coat to him. At the open door of his bedroom stood Etienne in 
his nightgown and holding a lighted candle. I crept past him, bare- 
footed and wrapped in Napoleone’s coat. 

"If Papa had lived to see this — ” snarled Etienne. 

In our room Julie sat straight up in bed, “I heard everything,” 
.she said. 

"I must wash my feet, they’re muddy,” I said. And I took the 
jug and poured water into the washbasin. When I had washed I 
went to bed and spread the uniform coat over me. "It’s his coat,” 
I said to Julie, "and I’m sure I’ll have happy dreams becau.se I’m 
covered up with his coat.” 

"Mme General Buonaparte,” Julie murmured thouglitfully. 

"If I’m lucky, he’ll be dismi.sscd from the Army,” I .said. 

"That would be perfectly terrible,” Julie an.swered, 

"Do you think I want a husband wlio’Il spend hi.s life roaming 
about at some front or other, who comes home only nov*' and then 
and always wants to talk to me about battles? No, I'd much r;ither 
they made him leave the Army and then perhaps I could persuade 
Etienne to give him a job in the shop.” 

"You’ll never persuade Etienne to do that,” Julie daiared, and 
blew out the candle, 

"I don't think so either, A shame, becau.se Napoleone is a gcniu.s,” 

1 .said thoughtfully. "But I fear he’.s not very intcre.sted in (he .silk 
trade. . . . Good night, Julie.” 

Julie was almost too late at the registry office. Ys'e I'ouhln'i und 
her new gloves and Mama say.s that one can't be married wiihuui 
gloves. 'When Mama w'as young everyone was m.urii'd in climah, 
but .since the Revolution pecaple must be married in a regi.strv oCite. 
and not many couples have a church ceremony afterward; it’s not 
easy to find one of the few priests who have taken (lie oath of al- 
legiance to the Republic. Julie and Joseph didn’t want a priest; and 
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for days Mama had talked of nothing but her own white bridal veil 
which she would like Julie to wear, and about the organ musit' 
which "in her day” was part of every wedding service. Julie has a 
rose-coloured dress with real Brussels lace, and she wore red roses, 
and Etienne managed to get her some rose-coloured gloves from a 
business acquaintance in Paris. And we could not find these gloves. 
The marriage was arranged for teri o’clock in the morning, and just 
dve minutes before ten I found the gloves under Julie’s bed. At 
last Julie hurried off, and in her wake followed Mama and Julie’s 
two witnesses, Etienne and Uncle Somis. Uncle Somis is Mama’s 
brother, who appears w'henever there is a family funeral or a wed- 
ding. At the registry office Joseph and his two witnesses, Napoieone 
and Lucien, were waiting for Julie. 

1 hadn’t really had time to dress for I had been off on the glove 
hunt. So I stood at the window of our room and shouted "Good 
luck” after Julie, but she didn't hear me. The carriage, decorated 
svith fading white roses from the garden, didn’t look in the least 
like an ordinary hired carriage. 

I successfully begged Etienne for some sky-blue satin for a new 
dress from the shop. And then I insisted that Mile Lisette, the dress- 
maker who makes all our clothes, was not to cut the skirt too full. 
But I’m sorry to say the skirt is not as close-fitting as the skirts in 
the Paris fashion plates, and I’m laced around the w'aist and notundei: 
my bosom like Mme Tallien in the pictures of her as "Mme de 
Thermidor,” the Goddess of the Revolution. But I think my nev.’ 
dre.ss is very grand; I felt like the Queen of Sheba, dressed up to 
impress King Solomon. But after all, I’m almost a bride, too, thougJi 
so far Etienne acts as if ray betrothal were merely a disturbance in 
our garden in the middle of last night. 

The guests came before I was ready. Mme Letizia in darl: 
green, her hair, without a trace of white, combed straight back like 
a peasant’s and caught at the nape of her neck; Elisa, thick-set, painted 
like a tin soldier and wearing all the ribbons she’s been wangling 
out of Etienne for weeks. Beside her Paulette looked like a daint) 
ivory carving in rose muslin. (Heaven knows why Etienne gave her 
this material, the most fashionable in the shop.) And Louis, un- 
kempt and obviously in a bad temper; Caroline dean and with her 
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hair carefully done for once; and that dreadful child, Jerome, who 
immediately demanded something to eat. Suzanne and I served 
liqueurs to every Buonaparte over fourteen, and Mine .Letizia said 
she had a surprise for us ail. 

"A wedding present for Julie?” Suzanne asked quickly. For so 
far, Mme Letizia had not given Julie anything. Of course she is 
terribly poor, but I think she might at least have done a bit of em- 
broidery for her. However, Mme Letizia shook her head, smiled 
mysteriously and said, "Oh, no.” 

We guessed this and that, wondering what she could have brought. 
At last the secret was out, the surprise was yet anotJier member of 
the Buonaparte family! Mme Letizia's stepbrother, an uncle called 
Fesch, only thirty years old, formerly a priest. But this Uncle Fesch 
is not a martyr, and in these anticlerical times he has left religion 
and has become a businessman. "Does he do well in business?” 
I inquired. Mme Letizia shook her head regretfully and intimated 
that if Etienne made a great effort, her brother might be willing to 
consider a post with the firm of Clary, 

Soon afterward Uncle Fesch arrived. He had a round merry face 
and a clean but .shabby coat. He kissed Suzanne’.s hand and mine 
and praised our liqueur. 

Then they camel First the carriage with the wliitc roses, and Julie 
and Joseph and Mama and Napoieone got out. In the second car- 
riage were Etienne, Luden and Unde Somis. Julie and Joseph ran 
over to us, Joseph embraced his mother, and all the other Buonapar(.cs 
rushed over to Julie. Uncle Fesch hugged our mama, wlio liad no 
idea who he was, and Unde Somis gave me a resouiuling kis.s the 
dieek, and patted Elisa; and ail the Clary.s, and all the liuonaparles 
formed such a confused cluster of people that Napoieone arul I had 
a chance to kiss each other very thoroughly until someone cleared his 
throat indignantly near us — Etienne, of course. 

At the table the bridal couple sat between Unde Somis and 
Napoieone, while I found myself wedged in between Unde Fcsdi 
and Lucien Buonaparte, Julie was so excited that her clieeks were 
pink and her eyes were shining, and. for the first time in her life she 
was really pretty. Immediately after the soup Unde Fesch tapped his 
glass because, as former abb^ he had an awful urge to make a 
66 



speech. His speech was very long and very serious and very dull; 
and as he considered it politically unwise to mention the Lord, he 
confined his laudatory remarks to ‘'Providence,” He said that we 
were indebted to Providence for this great happiness and this good 
dinner and this harmonious family party; we owed all this to the 
good, the great, the omnipotent — Providence. Joseph winked at me 
and then Julie smiled, too. Napoleone’s eyes twinkled. He laughed. 
And Mama, growing increasingly tearful as Uncle Fesch’s sermon 
continued, looked at me deeply moved. 

Etienne, on the contrary, gave me a look of sheer outrage because 
the "Providence” that had brought Joseph and Julie together and 
bound the Clary and Buonaparte families so intimately together was, 
undoubtedly, I. 

After the roast Etienne made a speech which was short and bad, 
and then we drank Julie’s and Joseph’s health. 

We had got to Marie’s wonderful marzipan cake, with the sugared 
fruits, when Napoleone rose quickly, without first politely tapping 
his glass, and thundered, "Quiet for a moment.” We flinched like 
frightened recruits. And Napoleone declared abruptly that he was 
glad to take part in this family celebration; he did not, however, owe 
his good fortune to Providence but to the Ministr)' of War in Paris, 
which had released him from prison without any explanation. Then 
he paused. I think he hoped to imply that, as a son once believed lost 
forever but now returned to his family, he had expected to be wel- 
comed more warmly. So far, of course, the young couple had been 
the centre of attention. After his impressive pause, Napoleone looked 
at me and I knew what was coming i^i^d I was frightened of Etienne. 

"And so I want to take this opportunity, while the Clary and 
Buonaparte families are together on this joyful occasion, to in- 
form-— ” again he paused. Then his voice softened, everyone was 
c]uiet, and it was clear that they were ail trembling \vith emotion, 
— inform you that last night I asked for Mile Eugenie’s hand in 
marriage and that Eugenie has consented to be my wife.” 

A .storm of good wishes burst from the Buonapartes and I found 
myself in Mme Letizia’s arms. But I glanced over at Mama. Mama 
looked as though she’d been hit over the head. No, she was not at 
all pleased. She turned toward Etienne and Etienne shrugged his 
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shoulders. But at that moment Napoleone, glass in hand, stepped 
over to him and smiled — and the power Napoleone, has over people 
is astonishing. For Etienne’s thin lips parted, he smirked and touched 
Napoleone's glass with his. Paulette embraced me and called me 
sister, M. Fesch said something to Mme Letizia in Italian and she 
happily answered, '^Ecco.” I think he asked her whether my dowry 
was as large as Julie’s, Everyone was so excited that no one had 
taken any notice of Jerome, the youngest Buonaparte, who had been 
stuffing himself with all the food he had room for, and more. Sud- 
denly Mme Letizia shrieked, and I saw her leading a chalk- white 
J&ome out of the room. I conducted mother and son to the terrace, 
and here Jerome disgorged. After that he felt better, but we couldn’t 
have our coffee on the terrace as we had planned. 

Soon Julie and Joseph left and got into the gay carriage to drive 
to their new home. We ail walked to the garden gate with them, I 
put my arm around Mama’s shoulder and told her there was no rea- 
son to cry. Then more liqueur and cake were served. And .Etienne 
tactfully explained to Uncle Fesch that he would not be needing new 
employees in the business as he had already promi.sed ti.) iind work 
in the shop for Joseph and perhaps Lucien, too. Finally all tlie 
Buonapartes except Napoleone left. We walked in tlie garden; and 
Uncle Somis, who as I said appears only for weddings and funerals, 
asked me when I was to be married. In answer to this .Mama, for the 
first time in her life, became truly energetic. She turned to Napoleone 
and placed both her hands pleadingly against his chest. 

"General Buonaparte, promise me one thing — wait for the wed- 
ding until Eugenie is sixteen, will you.?’’ 

"Mme Clary — ’’ Napoleone smiled. "It’s not for me to decide 
this, but for you yourself, M. Etienne and Mile Eugenie.’' 

But Mama shook her head, "I don’t know what it Ls alnsut you, 
General Buonaparte — you are very young, and yel I li.tve the led- 
ing — ’’ she hesitated, looked at him and smiled sadly--"! have the 
feeling that people usually do as you wish. At Icu.st yuur uwu liimil)- 
does; and since we’ve known you we, too, seem to, Su I am ajiyiea.l' 
ing to you. . . . Eugenie is still very young. Please wait until she is 
sixteen.’’ 
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Whereupon Napoleone kissed Mamas hand, and without another 
word I knew this was a promise. 

The very next day Napoleone was ordered to report for duty in 
the Vendee, where he was to command an infantry brigade under 
General Hoche. I squatted on the grass in the warm September sun 
and watched him pace up and down before me, pale with fury. He 
poured forth a stream of words to explain to me how disgracefully 
he was being treated. To the Vendee! To track down hidden Royal- 
ists! A few starved aristocrats with their fanatically loyal peasants! 
"I am an artillery expert and not a policeman,” he shouted at me. 
And as he spoke, he rushed up and down, up and down, his hands 
clasped behind his back. "They begrudge me the triumph of a court 
martial; they’d rather bury me in the Vendee — as though I were a 
colonel overdue for retirement. Keep me away from the front, let 
me be forgotten — !” When he was angry, his eyes showed a yellow- 
ish glint and were as transparent as glass. 

"You can ask for your discharge,” I ventured quietly. "With the 
money Papa left me I could buy a little country house and perhaps 
a few acres with it. If we managed it well and ...” 

Pie stopped with a jolt and stared at me. 

"But if this idea doesn’t appeal to you, you might join Etienne in 
the firm — ” I continued quickly. 

"Eugenie, are you mad? Or do you seriously believe that I would 
settle down in a farmhouse and keep chickens? Or sell silk ribbons 
in your brother’s little shop?” 

"I had no intention of offending you, I only thought this might 
be a solution.” 

He laughed. His laughter was shrill and he was shaking un- 
naturally. 

"A solution! A solution for the best artillery general in France! 
Or do you realize that I am the best general in France?” 

With that he rushed up and down again, this time in silence. 
Suddenly, "1 leave tomorrow!” 

"To the Vendee?” 

"No, to Paris. I’ll talk to the gentlemen in the Ministry of War." 



"But isn’t that— 1 mean, isn’t it a serious ofl-ense in the Army if 
an officer disobeys orders?” 

"Yes, it is. If one of my recruits disobeys, 1 have him shot. Per- 
haps I’ll be shot, too, when I get to Paris. I’ll take Junot and Mar- 
niont with me.” 

Junot and Marmont, his personal adjutants since the action in 
Toulon, were still in Marseilles, They considered his destiny theirs, 

"Can you lend me some money?” 

i nodded. 

"Junot and Marmont haven’t enough to pay the bill tor their 
room. Like me they’ve had no pay since the day of my arrest. ! 
must bail them out of their inn. How much can you lend me?” 

I had been saving up for his dress uniform. Ninety-eight francs 
were hidden under the nightgowns in my dresser. "Give me all you 
have,” he said and I ran up to my room and fetched the money. 

He put the money in his pocket, then took it out again, counted it 
carefully and said, "I owe you ninety-eight francs.” Then lie 
grasped my shoulders and held me clo,se. ''You’ll see, I’ll convince 
everyone in Paris. They must give me the supreme comma nd in 
Italy, they must give it to me.” 

"When are you going?” I asked. 

■’As soon as I’ve got my adjutants out of tlieir inn. And don't 
forget to write to me often. Send your letters to the Mini.stry of War 
in Paris; they’ll forward my post to the front. And don't be sad* " 

”1 shall have a lot to do,” I said. "I’ll be embroidering the initials 
on the linen for my trousseau.” 

He nodded eagerly. "B, B, and again B/ Mine Gc-iuTa! Buona- 
parte — ” 

And then he untied libs horse which, to Jitienne's annoyium.', ise 
had again hitched to our garden fence, and rude nfl Unvard the town. 
.^Vs he disappeared down the quiet .street of villas he looked smal! 
.md ^^ery lonely. 





Paris, twelve months later — Pructidor, Year III. 


Nothing is more unpleasant than running away from home. 

For two nights I’ve not seen a bed. My back aches badly because 
I’ve been sitting continuously in a travelling coach for four days. 
And I think the part of me I sit on must be black and blue-ordinary 
travelling coaches have very bad springs. And I’ve no money for 
my return journey. But I shan’t need it; I have run away; I’ll never 
go back. 

I arrived in Paris two hours ago. It was almost evening and in 
the dusk all the houses looked alike; grey houses, one next to the 
other, with no front gardens. Houses and more houses, I had no 
idea that Paris was so vast. I was the only one in our coach who had 
never before been in Paris. Wheezing M. Blanc, who joined us two 
days ago and has business in Paris, took me to a hackney carriage. 
I showed the coachman the slip of paper on which I had written the 
address of Marie’s sister. I gave the coachman all the money I had, 
but he was rude because I had nothing over for a tip. The address 
was right and Marie’s relatives, the Clapains, were at home, fortu- 
nately. They live in the rear building of a house in the rue du Bac. 
I’ve no idea in what district of Paris the rue du Bac is; not far from 
the Tuileries, I think. We drove past the Palace, which I recognized 
from the pictures I’ve seen. I keep pinching myself to make sure 
that I’m not dreaming, I am really in Paris, I’ve really seen the 
Tuileries, I really ran away from home. 

Marie’s sister, Mme Clapain, was very kind to me. At first she 
was embarrassed and went on drying her hands on her apron, because 
I am the daughter of Marie’s "gentry.” But when I told her that 
I’d come secretly to Paris to arrange a certain matter, and because 
I have no money, Marie said that perhaps — well. Marie’s sister was 
no longer embarrassed and said I could spend the night with her. 
Was I hungry? And how long did I want to stay? I said that I was 
hungry and gave her my bread ration ticket, for since the bad harvest. 
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bread is strictly ratipned and food is terribly expensive. I said I 
didn’t know how long I’d stay. Perhaps one night, perhaps two. 
i began to eat and then M. Clapain came home. He is a carpenter 
iind told me that this flat is in the rear building of a mansion which 
belonged to an aristocrat. The mansion was confiscated by the gov- 
ernment but because of the housing shortage this building has been 
turned into flats for families with many children. 

The Clapains have an enormous number of children. Three little 
children were crawling about on the floor; two more came running 
in from the .street, wanting something to eat. So many diapers are 
hanging up to dry in the kitchen where we eat that it’s like being in 
a Bedouin’s tent. Immediately after the meal, Mme Clapain said 
she’d like to talce a walk with her husband; .she so seldom has a 
chance to because someone always has to look after the children. But 
now I’m here; and she will put the children to bed and leave without 
worry. The children were stuffed two into each of the beds, and the 
youngest was in a cradle in the kitchen. Mme Clapain put on a little 
hat with a frayed ostrich feather, M. Clapain poured tlie entire con- 
tents of a small bag of powder into his thinning hair, and oft they 
went. 

I felt terribly alone and strange in this huge city until 1 runiinagetl 
in my travelling bag and found a few familiar objects. At tlie last 
moment I had put in my diary. At first I turned back the pages and 
read how everything had happened. And now, with a .split cjuiil 
which I found next to the dusty bottle of ink on the kitchen dresser, 
I am trying to explain why I ran amaay from home. 

I’ve not written in my diary for a whole year. 

But nothing happens in the life of a grass wiilnsv I should s;o' 

a grass fiancee — whose fiance is in Paris. Etienne gut me sum.e 
cambric for handkerchiefs and nightgown.s, and d.un.isk lor 
cloths, and linen for sheets. He deducted the price of iJicse liiiags 
from my dowry. I embroidered one rounded B after tire other, con 
stantly pricked my fingers and called alternately on Mine Leti/ia in 
her basement flat and Julie and Joseph in their charming little viiku 
But Mme Letizia talked of nothing but inflation and tlie high tusi 
of living and complained that Napoleone hadn’t been able !o semi 
her any money. Julie and Joseph, on the other hand, never .stoppfd 



gazing at each other and making remarks which no outsider could 
understand. They giggled and seemed brazenly happy and at the 
same time somewhat idiotic. Nevertheless, I went to see them often 
because Julie wanted to know what Napoieone had written to me, 
and I wanted to read his letters to Joseph. 

Unfortunately we all have the impression that my fiance is having 
a bad time in Paris. A year ago he arrived there with his two adju- 
tants and with fat Louis, whom he took with him at the last moment 
so that Mme Letizia would have one mouth less to feed at home. 
As was to be expected, there was a fearful row at the Ministry of War 
because he had disobeyed the orders to go to the Vendee. Naturally 
Napoieone discussed his Italian plans again; and to get rid of him, 
the Minister of War sent him to the Italian front — on an inspection . 
tour; no mention of a supreme command. Napoieone departed; and 
when he got there the generals on the southern front either did not 
receive him, or told him not to interfere with the commands of other 
officers. Then he came down with malaria and returned to Pari.s 
with a yellow face and wearing his old shabby uniform. When he 
reappeared at the Ministry of War, the Minister was furious and 
ordered him out. In the beginning Napoieone still got half hi.s 
monthly pay, the first of every month; but later he was discharged 
from the Army without a pension. A terrible situation. . . . We 
don’t know what he’s been living on. By pawning his father’s watch, 
he could survive about three days! He made Louis join the Army, 
since he couldn’t support him any longer. From time to time, Na- 
poieone has an assistant’s job in the Ministry of War. He draws 
military maps and is ruining his eyes at this work. Flis torn tfouser.s 
were a great anxiety. His journey to Italy finished off his threadbare- 
uniform and he tried to mend the trousers himself, but the seams 
burst open. Naturally he sent in a reejuest for a new uniform but 
the State does not grant uniforms to unemployed generals. In hi.s 
despair he went where they all go when they want to get something 
done — to "La Chaumiere,’’ home of the beautiful Mme Tailien. 

We now have a government called a "directorate,” administered 
by five directors. However, according to Joseph, only one of our 
directors has real authority and that is Director Barras. Whatever 
happens in our country, Barras swdms to the top. (Like a piece of 
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g.irbage in the harbour, I think. But perhaps that's not the proper 
thing to say about the head of a state— one of the five heads of state,) 
Barras was a count by birth, but this did him no harm because he 
became a fanatical Jacobin at the right time. Then, with the help of 
Tallien and a deputy called Fouch^ he brought about the fall of 
Robespierre and saved the Republic from the "tyrants.” He moved 
into an official apartment in the Palais Luxembourg and is now one 
of our five directors. These directors receive all important persons: 
and as Barras is unmarried, he has asked Mine Tallien to act as his 
hostess every afternoon and to receive his guests and those of the 
French Republic (the same people). One of Etienne’s business 
friends told us tliat champagne flows like water at Mme Tallien ’s 
and that her drawing rooms are crowded wdth war profiteers and 
with men speculating in houses. These men buy confiscated aristo- 
cratic homes at a low price from the State and sell them at a huge 
profit to the nouveaiix riches. There one can also meet very amusing 
ladies, friends of Mme Tallien. The two most beautiful women, 
however, are Mme Tallien herself and Ja.sephine de Beauharnais. 
Mme de Beauharnais is Barras’ mistress and she always wears a nar- 
row red ribbon around her neck to show that she is related lo "a vic- 
tim of the guillotine.” It is no longer considered a disgrace, hut 
rather a distinction to claim such a relationship. (This Jtisephine is 
tile widow of the General de Beauharnais who was beheaded, and 
therefore she is a former countess.) Mama a.sked Etienne’s friend 
whether there were no virtuous women left in Paris, Arui Etienne’s 
friend said, "Well, yes, there are but they are very espensive.” l ie 
laughed and Mama quickly asked me to get her a glaics of v.at.er 
from the kitchen. 

Napoleone called one afternoon on the ladies Tallien and Beau- 
harnais and introduced himself. They both tliought it |K..'i:fecily b.or- 
rid of the Minkster of War to refuse him a new pair lu"' troust:rs and 
the supreme command in Italy. They both promiscti to get b.irn at 
lea.st a new pair of trousers. But, they said, lie must change his 
name. Napoleone sat down at once and wrote to Joseph, "I h.o.e 
decided to change my name—it will be legal, shortly — and I .idvisc 
you to do the same. No one in Paris can pronounce Buonajxirtc. 
From now on I call myself Bonaparte— -and Napoleon instead of 
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Napoleone, Please address my letters accordingly and inform the 
whole family of my decision. We are French citizens and I \Yant my 
name to be French when it is written in the book of history.” 

Therefore; no longer Buonaparte, but Bonaparte. His trousers 
are in shreds, his father’s watch pawned, but he still and always 
thinks of making world history. Joseph, this copycat, naturally calls 
himself Bonaparte, too. And so does Lucien, who has found a post 
in St. Maximin as manager of a military depot, and who has begun 
to write political articles. Joseph sometimes drives about the country 
as Etienne’s travelling salesman. He makes good contracts for the 
business and Etienne says that he does quite w'dl out of the coni' 
missions. But Joseph dislikes being called a traveller in silks. 

During the last few months I’ve had very few letters from Na- 
poleon. But he writes to Joseph twice a week. Nevertheless, I’ve 
finally sent him my portrait for which he asked me shortly before he 
left. It is a hideous portrait. My nose is certainly not turned up as 
much as that. But I had to pay the painter in advance, so I accepted 
the portrait and sent it to Paris. Napoleon did not thank me for it. 
His letters no longer say anything. As usual they still begin ^’mia 
Carissima,’’ and end by saying that he presses me to his heart. Not a 
word about when we’ll be married. Not a word to show that he 
knows that in two months I’ll be sixteen. Not a word to say that 
wherever he may be we belong together. But to his brother Joseph 
he writes pages and pages about the fashionable ladies he meets at 
Mine Tallien’s reception. "I have learned to appreciate the role 
distinguished women can play in the life of a man,” Napoleon as- 
sures his brother, enthusiastically, "women with understanding, 
women of the great world — ” 

I simply can’t describe how sick these letters to Joseph make me. 

A w'cek ago Julie decided to accompany Joseph on a long busines.s 
journey. And as it was the first time that one of her children was to 
be away from Marseilles for any length of time, Mama wxpt and 
wept; and to distract her, Etienne arranged for her to spend a month 
with her brother, our uncle Somis, Mama packed seven travelling 
bags and I took her to the coach station. Uncle Somis lives four 
hours’ drive from Marseilles. After the visit, Mama discovered that 
"her health was impaired” and she gave Etienne no peace until he 


75 



agreed to take her to a watering place. That is why I was unexpect- 
edly alone in the house with Marie, 

My decision was made one afternoon when 1 was sitting in the 
summer house with Marie. The roses had faded long ago, the twigs 
and leaves were sharply silhouetted against the glassy blue of the 
sky. It was one of those early autumn days on which une is deeply 
conscious that something is about to die. And perhaps that was wliy 
not only the outlines of objects but my thought.s, tia.), seemed particu - 
larly sharp and clear. And suddenly I dropped the towel tui which 
1 was embroidering a B. 

"I must go to Paris,” I said. ”1 know it's a crazy thing to do and 
the family would never allow it, but — I must go to Paris,” 

Marie, who was shelling peas, did not look up. "Well, if you 
must go to Paris,” she said, "then go to Paris.” 

I mechanically watched a dung beetle moving in a green-gold 
glimmer across the table. "It would t>e cjuite simple,” I said. "After 
all, we two are alone in the house. I could take the coach to Paris 
tomorrow.” 

"You have enough money Marie said, pressing open a fat pod 
between her thumbs. Tire pea exploded with a tiny bang, but the 
beetle continued its way undisturbed across the table. 

"Yes, probably enough for the journey there. If I don't stay at an 
inn more than two nights, I can spend the other two niglits in the 
taproom at the coach .station. Perhaps there'll be a bench or a sofa 
in the waiting rooms,” 

"I thought you'd .saved more money than that,” iMuric said, hulk- 
ing up at me for the first time. "Under your nighlgowsis- in the 
chest of drawers,” 

I shook my head. "No, I-— I lent someone cjuite a !ot oj' rntinev,'' 

• "And where will you spend the night in Paris?” 

Tire beetle liad reached the edge of the table. I picked it up 
carefully, turned it around, and watched it begin to walk bac:k across 
the table. 

"in Paris?” I considered. "I haven’t really thouglit about tlrat, 
Weil, that depends, doesn’t it?” 

"You both promised your mama to postpone your wedding until 
vou were sixteen. And yet you w^ant to go to Paris now?" 

. 7 ^. ■ 



“Marie, if 1 don’t go now it may be too late. Then there may not 
be any wedding.” I spoke without thinking. For the first time I put 
into words what so far I had dared only to think. 

Marie’s pea pods went on popping. "What is her name.?” she 
inquired. 

I shrugged my shoulders. "I’m not quite sure. Perhaps it’s Mme 
Tallien; but it may be the other one, Barras’ mistress. Her name is 
Josephine, she was once a countess. But I don’t know anything 
definite — and, Marie, you mustn’t think horrid things about him. 
After all, he hasn’t seen me for a long time. And when he sees me 
again ...” 

"Yes,” Marie said, "you are right. You must go to Paris, My 
Pierre was called up for military service when he left me — and he 
never came back to me; though our little Pierre was born in the 
meantime, and I wrote to him that the child was with a foster 
mother, and that I’d been obliged to take service as a wet nurse with 
the Clarys because I had no money. My Pierre never even answered 
this letter. I should have tried somehow to go to see him.” 

I knew Marie’s story. She has told it to me so often that I practi- 
cally grew up with her unhappy love affair. The story about faithless 
Pierre is as familiar to me as an old song. 

"You couldn’t go to him, it was too far away,” I said. The beetle 
had again reached the edge of the table. It was crawling about in 
despair, thinking that it had reached the end of the world. 

"You will go to Paris,” Marie said. "You can spend the first few 
nights at my sister’s. After that you can decide what to do next.” 

"Yes, then I shall see,” I said and got up. "I’m going in to town 
to find out what time the coach leaves tomorrow.” 

I took the beetle off the table and put it down on the grass. 

In the evening I packed a travelling bag. As the whole family was 
away, I found only an old and very shabby bag. I stuffed in the blue 
silk dress Fd got for Julie’s wedding. My most beautiful dress. I’ll 
wear it, I thought, when I go to Mme Taliien’s house to see him 
again. 

Next morning Marie took me to the coach station. I walked 
through the familiar streets as in a dream, a very very lovely dream 
in which one is sure that one is doing the only right thing. At the 
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last moment Marie handed me a large gold medallion. "I haven’t 
any money. I send ail of my wages to little Pierre,” she murmured, 
"so take the medallion. It’s real gold and your mama gave it to me 
the day I stopped feeding you. You can easily sell it, Eug&ie.” 

"Sell it?” I asked astonished. "But why?” 

"So that you’ll have some money for the return journey,” Marie 
said and turned away abruptly. She did not want to see the coach 
drive off. 

For one day, two, three, four days I was shaken about in the coach 
along a dusty interminable road. Every three hours the coach gave 
a lurch — and I fell either against the bony shoulders of the lady in 
mourning at my right, or against the fat stomach of the man at my 
left. Then the horses were changed and we jolted on once more. 
And I was continuously imagining what it would be like to go to 
Mme Tallien’s house and ask for General Bonaparte. I imagined 
myself standing in front of him and saying, ‘'Napoleone— no, of 
course I must call him Napoleon — "Napoleon, I’ve come to you be- 
cause I know you have no money to pay for the journey to come to 
me. And we belong together!” 

Will he be happy when he sees me? 'lliere are strange sliadow.s 
in Marie’s sister’s kitchen and I can’t recognize them becau.se Fve 
never seen the place by daylight. Of cour.se, he’ll be happy to see 
me. He’ll take my arm and introduce me right away to his grand 
new friends. And then we’ll leave them, to be by ourselves. We’ll 
take a walk becau.se we have no money to spend in a coffee house. 
Perhaps he has some friends with whom I can .stay until we've writ- 
ten to Mama and get her consent to my marriage. And then we’ll be 
married and ... 

I hear them coming home. M. and Mme Clapain, I hope they 
have a halfway comfortable sofa on which I can stretch out, and 
tomorrow — dear Lord, how happy I am about tomorrow! 
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PariSi twenty-jouf houfs—no, an eternity— later 

it is night and 1 am again sitting in Mme Clapain’s kitchen. Per- 
haps I’ve not really come back nor e%^er been away. Perhaps today 
was only a bad dream — perhaps I’ll wake up. But didn’t the waters 
of the Seine close over me? The water was so near; the lights of 
Paris danced on the ripples — danced and called out to me; and I 
leaned over the cold stone parapet of the bridge. Perhaps I really 
did die and was carried away by the current across Paris, floating, 
spinning, feeling nothing any more. I would much rather be dead. 

Instead I am seated at a wobbly kitchen table and my tlioughts 
go around in circles. I can hear every word tliat was said, and the 
rain beats against the windows. It has rained all day long. I got 
very wet on my way to Mme Tallien’s. I w’^ore the lovely blue silk 
dress. But walking through the Tuileries Gardens and along the rue 
Honore I discovered that for Paris my dress is very unfashionable, 
Here the ladies wear dresses that look like chemises; they are very 
close fitting, not tied at the waist, but bound with a silk ribbon under 
the breast. They don’t wear fichus; instead, though it’s autumn, they 
wear transparent shawls around their shoulders. My tight elbow- 
.sleeves, bordered with lace, are quite, impossible. No one wears 
sleeves any more, only shoulder straps, I was embarrassed because I 
looked like a country bumpkin. 

It was not difficult to find 'Xa Chaumiere” in the ailee de.s 
Veuves. Mme Clapain had told me exactly how to get there; and 
though, despite my impatience, I peeked at the shop windows in 
the Palais Royal, it took me only half an hour to reach my destina- 
tion. The outside of the house is not particularly striking; it’s not 
much larger than our villa at home and built in country style, with a 
thatched roof. But brocade curtains shimmer behind the windows. 
It was still early in the afternoon but I w^anted to prepare for my 
great surprise and to be waiting in one of the drawing rooms when 
Napoleon arrived. As he calls on Mme Tallien almost every after- 
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aoon, her house is the best place to meet him. And he had written 
to Joseph that anyone can go to ’Xa Chaumiere” because Mme Tai- 
lien keeps open house. 

A number of people were hanging about the entrance, staring 
critically at the guests entering the house. I looked neither left nor 
right but walked straight toward the doorway. I lifted the latch, the 
door opened, and there was a lackey. He wore a red livery with 
silver buttons and looked exactly like the lackeys of the ari.st()cr:uy 
before the Revolution. I had not known that Republican dignitaries 
are allowed to employ liveried servants. Deputy 'I'allitai, by the way, 
was himself formerly a valet. The haughty lackey looked me up and 
down and asked condescendingly, "What do you want, citizeiiess.^" 

I had not expected this question. So I stuttered, "1 want to go in." 

"That’s obvious,” the lackey said. "Have you an invitation?” 

I shook my head. "I thought— well, I thought everyone could go 
in.” 

"I suppose that would suit this little woman.” The man grinned, 
and stared at me more insolently. "Ladies like you must keep to the 
rue Honore and the Palais Royal.” 

I blushed furiously. "What — what do you mean, citizen?’’ 1 spoke 
with an effort and wa.s so a.shamed tliat I could hardly speak. "1 
must go in, because there’s someone in the house I must see.” 

But he simply opened the door and pushed me out. "Mme Tab 
lien’s orders— citizenesses are not invited unless they have a gentle- 
man escort. Or — ” he glanced at me contemptuously — "or are you 
perhaps a personal friend of madame?” 

He forced me out and slammed the door in my face. 

I joined the curious crowd in the road. 'Ilie d<ior was opcficd and 
shut continuaiiy, but some of the girls luul pushed thejuselves in 
front of me and I could not see Mme Tallien'.s guests. "It’s a ncv\' 
regulation. A month ago we all got in without any i rouble." a 
heavily rouged girl remarked, and winked at me. "But some foreign 
paper published an article saying that Mme 'rallien’s house was nui 
like a brothel---” The girl giggled and showcti gaps betweeii her 
teeth behind her purple-painted lips. 

"Slie herself doesn’t care, but Barras makes her keep up appear- 
ances,” another girl said. And I moved away from her, horrified 
So 



because loathsome pustules could be seen through her chalky-white 
face powder. "You’re new here, aren’t you?" she asked, glancing 
pityingly at my old-fashioned dress. 

"That Barras!” the girl with the purple lips remarked in a trem- 
bling voice. "Two years ago he was still paying Lucille twenty- five 
francs a night, and today he can afford to keep the Beauharnais!" 
Repulsive little bubbles appeared at the corners of her mouth. "That 
old goat! Day before yesterday Rosalie got in with her new friend, 
that wi-ealthy Ouvrard, and she told me that the Beauharnais now has 
taken up with a very young fellow, an officer who likes squeezing a 
woman’s hands and gazing into her eyes — ’’ 

"I wmnder why Barras stands for that,” the girl with the pustule.s 
on her face remarked. 

"Barras? Why, he asks her to sleep with the officers. Barras svants 
to be on good terms with men in uniform because heaven knows 
when he may need them. Besides, he’s probably sick to death of her 
already — Josephine who always wears those white frocks! She’s an 
old she-goat with grown-up children . . 

"The children are twelve and fourteen, that’s not very old," a 
young man interrupted. "By the way, the Taliien spoke at the Na- 
tional Convention again today." 

"You don’t say, citizen!” At once the two girls concentrated their 
attention on the young man. But he leaned dowm and spoke to me, 
"You are from the provinces, citizeness? But you’ve surely seen that 
the beautiful Therese is the first woman to speak in the National 
Convention? Today she discussed necessary reform in the education 
of young girls. Are you interested in these problems too, citizeness?” 
He smelled horribly of wine and cheese, and I moved away from 
him. 

"It’s raining, we .should go to a coffee house," the girl with the 
purple lips suggested, and she glanced invitingly at the young man 
with the horrid breath. "It’s raining, citizeness,” the young man said 
ro me. 

Yes, it was raining. My blue dress was getting wet. Besides, i 
was cold. The young man touched my hand as though by chance, 
At that moment I knew: I can’t stand this another moment. 

Another hackney carriage rolled up, I elbowed my way through 
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the crowd, rushed over to the carriage like a madwoman, and bumped 
into an ofiicer’s coat. The man wearing the coat had just left the 
carriage. He was so terribly tall that I had to look way up to see lu.s 
features clearly. But his cocked hat was pre.ssed far down on hi.s 
forehead and I saw only a huge jutting nose. 

“I beg your pardon, citizen,” I said because the giant ratuhs! 
when I rushed at him. "I beg your pardon, but 1 should like to 
belong to you.” 

"What do you want. the giant a.sked, startled. 

"Yes — for a few moments I’d like to belong to you. You see, 
ladies aren’t allowed to go into Mme Tallien’s house without an 
escort. And I must get in, I must — and I have no escort!” 

The officer looked me up and down and didn’t seem parlicuiarly 
pleased; but, suddenly making up his mind, he olfered me his arm 
and said, "Come along, citizeness.” 

The lackey in the hall recognized me at once. He glanced at jm: 
indignantly, bowed deeply to the giant and took In's coat. I went 
over to a tall mirror, pushed the soaking .straruis of hair of my 
face and realized that my nose was shiny. But as I wa.s taking out 
my powder pufif, the giant said impatiently, ’‘Well, are you ready, 
citizeness?” 

I turned quickly. He was wearing a beautifully tailored uniform 
with heavy gold epaulettes. When I looked up at him again, 1 no- 
ticed that the narrow mouth under the huge no.se was dosed tight 
in disapproval. He was obviously annoyed because he had given wdv 
and had brought me in with him. And it occurred to me that iu- 
probably thought me one of the street girls who were hanging alxiut 
outside. I was quite hot with shame. “Plea.se excuse me, 1 didn't 
know what else to do,” I whispered. 

“When we get inside, you must behave decently ant! don’t tii.s 
grace me,” he said severely as he bowed stiffly and olfereti me liis 
arm. The lackey opened a white folding door. We found tjursdvos 
in a large room in which there w'ere a great many people. Another 
servant seemed to shoot up out of the ffloor and he looked at ns 
questioningly. My companion turned to me brusquely. “Yc^ur 
name?” 

No one must know that I am here, I thought quickly. “DesirtY/' 



} whispered. "Ddsiree“““atid what next?" my escort asked irritably. 

! shook my head desperately. "Please — no other name." 

Whereupon the lackey was instructed to announce, "Citizcnes.s 
Desiree," and "General Jean-Baptiste Bcrnadotte." 

"Citizcne.ss Desiree and Citizen General Jean*Baptiste Berna- 
dotte," the servant shouted. The people standing near us turned 
around. A black-haired woman in a yellow veil-like gown left a 
group and glided toward us. 

"What a pleasure, Citizen General! What a charming .surprise " 

she twittered, holding out both hands to the giant. A critical glance 
from very large dark eyes swept over me and rested for the fraction 
of a second on my filthy shoes. 

"You are too kind, Mme Tallien," the giant said, bowing over 
her hands and kissing-— no, not the hands but her white wrists. "My 
first outing — as usual when a poor soldier from the front has some 
leave — is to find the magic circle of I'herese." 

"The poor .soldier from the front is llattering, as usual! And yet 
he has already found companionship in Paris — ?" Again the dark 
eyes studied me critically. I tried to achieve .some sort of bow. 
Thereupon .Mme Tallien lost the slight interest she had shown in 
my in.significant person and calmly stood between me and the Gen- 
eral. "Come with me, Jean-Baptiste — you must speak to Barras. 
'I'hc Director is in the garden room with that dreadful Germaine de 
Staei — you know whom I mean — -old Necker’s daughter, the one 
who writes one novel after another. We must relieve the Director of 
iier company. He’ll be charmed that you , . ." 

And then I saw the yellow veil-like material over her entirely 
naked back, and also the back of my giant. Other guests came in 
between tlicm and me and I found myself left all alone in Mme 
Tallien’s glittering salon. 

f concealed myself as best 1 could in the bay of a window over- 
looking tlie huge room, but I couldn’t see Napoleon anywhere. True, 
I saw a lot of uniforms but tione of them was as shabby as rn}- 
fiance s. The longer I stayed the more closely I pressed against the 
window, Not only was my dress impossible; my .shoes, too, seemed 
ridiculous, for the ladies were not wearing real shoes, only thin .soles 
without heels. These .sole.s were attached to the feet with narrow- 



gold or silver straps; the toes were visible, and the toenails were 
polished pink or in a silvery colour. In one of the adjoining rooms 
someone was playing the violin, and lackeys in red livery, haianung 
huge trays with liqueurs and various delicacies, circled among ilie 
guests. I gulped down a roll with salmon on it, hut I did tmt enjoy 
it because I was too excited. 

Then two gentlemen came over and stood beside me in (he l-.q' 
of the window. They chatted to each other and took no notice of 
me. They said that the people of Paris won’t tolerate the im reasing 
living costs much longer and that social unrest is iiievitahle. "It I 
were Barras, I’d simply shoot down this rabble, my dear Foiu.he,” 
one of them said languidly, taking some snuff. The other replied, 
"Well, first he’d have to find a man willing to do the shooting!’’ in 
reply, the other, between two sneezes, managed to say that he had 
that very afternoon seen General Bernadotte among the guests. Bui 
the one called Fouche shook his head, "Tliat inan,^ Never on ytmr 
life." Then he continued, "But what about that lilllc wretch who is 
running after Josephine?’’ 

At that moment someone in the room clapped Ids luiruls aiul I 
heard Mme Tallien's twittering voice above the murmuring of tlic 
crowd. "Please, all come into the green dravs tng room w’c liave a 
surprise for our friends.’’ 

I moved along into the next room with the others, hut it w.is so 
crowded that I couldn’t see what wa.s happening. I only saw liiat 
the walls were covered with white and green .striped silk. Glasses of 
champagne were passed around; I liad one, too, and then we t ro\v»led 
together more closely .still to make way for the hostess, 'i’lu'rese 
passed near me, and I could .see that she had nothing <>n multa tjie 
yellow veils; the dark-red points of her breasts were dearly vi.sihle 
it was most indecent. She had taken the arm of a genfjom.m in .i 
lavender dress coat covered with gold embroidery. He w.is holding 
a iorgnon to his eye and looked extremely arrogant. Siunenne whis- 
pered, "Good old Barra.s is getting fat." So I knew that one id' the 
five directors of France wa.s walking pa.st me. 

"Form a circle around the sofa," Therese called out and sve oW\\i- 
ently placed ourselves around it. Then I saw him! 

Right on the sofa. With a lady in white. Fie wa.s vsx-aring hi.s 



worn o!d shoes, but he had beautifully pressed trousers and a new 
uniform tunic:; without insignia of rank or decorations. His thin 
i'ace was no longer tanned, but unhealthily pale. He sat there very 
stiffly, .staring at I'herese Tallien as though he expected lier to save 
his soul. The lady next to him was leaning back, resting her arms 
along the l'»ack of the sofa. Her tiny head, with brushed-up curls, 
w'as thrown back. Her eyes were half-open; Irer eyelids were painted 
silver, and a narrow red velvet ribbon around her neck made it 
look provocatively white. I knew who she was, the widow Beauhar- 
nais, Josephine. Her dosed lips smiled derisively and we all followed 
the direction of her half-dosed eyes. She was smiling at Barras, 

"Have you all champagne?” That was Tallien’s voice. The slen- 
der figure in white stretched out a hand, someone gave her two 
glasses and she offered one to Napoleon, "General — your glass." 
Now she was smiling at him; a very intimate, slightly pitying smile. 

"Citizens and citizenesses, ladies and gentlemen, I have the great 
lionouf to make an announcement here among our friends, an an- 
nouncement concerning our beloved Josephine — ” 

Tlierese’s voice was shrill whenever she spoke loudly. How she 
was enjoying the scene! She remained near the .sofa, still holding up 
her glass. Napoleon had risen and .seemed terribly embarrassed. 
Josephine had again thrown back her childlike curly head, and her 
.silver eyelids were very noticeable. "Our beloved Josephine has 
decided oticc more to enter the holy state of matrimony — ” Sup- 
prcs.sed giggles were audible, while Josephine absent-mindedly 
played with the red ribbon around her neck. "As I say, holy matri- 
mony---" 'rherese stopped to heighten the effect of her words, 
glanced at Barras: he nodded — -"Josephine has become engaged to 
Citizen General Napoleon Bonaparte,” 

I heard the .scream a.s di.stinctly as the others did. The scream 
seemcii to pierce the room and hang loosely in the air. A deadh' 
silence followed, T realized a second later that it was I who h.ui 
'■■crc.imcd, 

By th.it time I was standing in front of the .sofa, saw Therese 
'rallien move away in terror, was conscious of her sweetish scent, and 
realized (hat tlie other woman™— the one in white on the sofa — was 


staring at me. I myseJf, however, looked only at Napoleon. His 
eyes were like glass, translucent and without expression. A vein 
was throbbing at his right temple. We stood opposite each other for 
an eternity — he and I; but perhaps it was only a fraction of a second. 
Then I looked at the woman — shining .silvery eyelids, tiny wrinkles 
around her eyes, lips rouged a dark red. How I hated her! I Hung 
my champagne at her feet. The champagne stjuirted (n'cr her dress; 
she screamed hysterically. 

I was running along a rainy wet street. I ran and ran. 1 dtm’l 
know how I left the green drawing room and the white thawing 
room and got to the hall, where I passed the horrilied gue.sts who 
shrank away from me and the lackeys who tried to snatch hold of my 
arm. I know only that suddenly I was in wet darkness and that I 
was running by a row of houses, and then turned into another .street; 
that my heart was pounding and that I instinctively found my way 
to where I wanted to go. I was on a quay, running atui .stumbling 
through the rain, I slipped, ran on again and finally reached tlie 
bridge. The Seine, I thought — now everytiiing will he all right. 1 
walked slowly along the bridge, leaned again.st the parapet aikl saw 
many lights dancing in the water. They .swayed, up and down - - look- 
ing so gay, I leaned over farther, the lights danced (‘loser; the rain 
was rustling down, and I was more alone than I had ever been in all 
my life. I thought of Mama and of Julie, and that they wouUl for- 
give me when they knew everything. Napoleon will surely write to- 
night to his mother or to Joseph to tdl them about lii-s engagement. 
That was my finst rational thought. It hurt me so that i touUi not 
bear it. So I placed my hands on the parapet and tried to pull mysell 
up and ... 

At that very moment, someone with an iron grip grabbed iny shoul- 
ders and pulled me back. I tried to shake off the .strange hands ;uul 
shouted, "Leave me alone! Let me go!” But he was holding high 
my arms and pulling me firmly away from the parapet. I kicketi him 
in self-defence. In spite of all my efforts, I was dragged away. It 
was so dark that I couldn't see who he was. I heard myself subbing 
in despair and I was diking; and I hated the masculine voice, ioutler 
than the rain, "Calm yourself. Don't be foolish— lierc is my car- 
riage.” 
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There was a carriage on the quay. I kept on struggling wihliy, but 
the stranger was much stronger than I and he pushed me into thc- 
carriage. Then he sat down next to me and called to the coachman, 
■'Drive on — it doesn’t matter where, but drive on.” 

I moved away as far as I could from the stranger. Suddenly I no- 
ticed that my teeth w'ere chattering, from wetness and excitement; 
and .small .stream.s of water were falling from my hair, over my face, 
A hand reached for mine, a large warm hand. I sobbed, "Let me get 
out! Leave me!’’ Yet at the same time I clutched at this strange hand 
because I was so thoroughly miserable. 

"You yourself a.sked me to escort you," came from the dark depths 
of the carriage. "Don’t you remember, Mile Ddsiree?" 

I thrust away his hand and said, "I — I want — to be alone now — " 

"Oh, no, you asked me to be your escort at Mme Tallicn’s. And 
now we two are staymg together until I’ve seen you home." 

His voice wa.s soft and c]uite attractive. "Are you this General-- 
rhi,s General Bernadotte.^" I asked. Tliea everything came back to me 
and I screamed, "Leave me alone! I simply can’t bear generals. Gen- 
erals have no hearts." 

"Weil, there are genera l.s— -and generals,” he said and laughed. 

1 heard a rustle in the dark and a coat was laid across my shoulder.s. 

"I’ll get your coat wet," I said. "In the first place, I’rn soaked 
through with rain; and in the second place, I can’t stop crying." 

"It doesn’t matter," he .said. "I expect that. Wrap yourself up 
in the toal.” A memory flashed through ray mind of another gener- 
al's u)at, on another rainy night. That time, Napoleon was holding 
my liaud. , . . The carriage rolled along. Once the coachman stopped 
and a.sked a question, but the strange general called out, "No, just 
gc» on, 1 don’t care where you go!" 

vSn wc drove on and on and I sobbed iiih) the strange coal. "Wiiat 
a coincidence that you happened to be passing on tlic bridge," I s.iid. 
And he answered, "No coincidence at all. I felt responsible for jam 
because it was I who took you to the reception. And when you left 
the drawing room so precipitately, I followed you. But you r.in '.o 
fast that I preferred to pursue you in a hired carriage. Besides, 1 
wanted to leave you alone as long as possible." 



"And why were you mean enough not to leave rae alone alto- 
gether?” I demanded. 

"It was no longer possible,” he replied quietly, putting his arm 
around my shoulder. I was dead tired, nothing mattered anyway, I 
felt so exhausted. Just drive on, I thought; on, never to have to stop; 
never to have to see or hear or speak; just to drive on. ... I put my 
head on his shoulder and he held me a little elo.scr to him. At the 
same time, I tried to remember what he looked like. Uut his fact 
was blurred with the many other faces I had seen. "Forgive me Ini: 
having disgraced you,” I said. 

"It’s all right,” he said. "Fm only sorry — for your sake--” 

"I poured the champagne over her white dress on purpose. Cham- 
pagne leaves spots,” I murmured. Suddenly I began to cry again. 
"She is far more beautiful than I am — and a great lady—” 

He held me close and with his free hand pfes.sed my face against 
his shoulder. "Just cry younself out,” he said. "Jast cry,” 

I cried like I’ve never cried before. 1 couldn’t .stop. At times I 
screamed, and then again I gasped; and all the time I burrowed 
against the roughness of his uniform, "I'm getting your shouldcT 
pad wet,” I sobbed. 

"They’re already soaked. But don’t mind that- -go on crying,” he 
said. 

I think we drove through the streets for hi)urs, imtil 1 h;ul no 
more tears left, I had cried myself empty. "Now I’ll lake you lu)me. 
Where do you live?” he asked. 

"Just let me out here, I can get home,” 1 said, and thought of the 
Seine again. 

"Then we’ll drive some more,” he said. 1 sat up. His .siiouKlcr 
was so wet that it was no longer comfortable. 

In a little while I asked, "Do you know General Bouap.irte per- 
sonally?” 

"No, I saw him once, casually, in the waiting room of the Ministry 
of War, I don’t like him.” 

"I don’t know. One can’t explain the attraction or antipathy one 
feels for people. You, for example, I find attractive.” 

We were silent again. The carriage rolled on through the rain. 



Whenever we passed a street lantern, the pavement glistened in many 
colours. My eyes were burning, so I dosed them and leaned bad< 
my head. "I bdieved in him as I have never believed in any other 
human being,” I heard myself saying. “More than in Mama; more 
than in— -no, it was different with Papa. So I simply cannot under- 
stand—” 

“There’s a lot you can’t understand, little one.” 

“We were to have been married in a few weeks. And now with- 
out a word he ...” 

“He would never have married you, little girl. He has been en- 
gaged for a long time, to the daughter of a wealthy silk merchant in 
Marseilles.” 

I pulled away. His warm protecting hand found mine again, 
“You didn’t know that either, did you.^ The Tallien told me about 
it this afternoon. 'Our little general is sacrificing a large dowry to 
marry Barras’ discarded mistress,’ is literally what the Tallien said. 
Bonaparte’s brother is married to this Marseilles fiancee’s sister. At 
the moment, a faded countess with useful connections in Paris is 
more important to Bonaparte than a dowry in Marseilles. So you see, 
my child — he would not have married you in any case.” 

His voice was calm, almost comforting in the darkness. At first 
I didn’t understand what he meant. “What are you talking about.?” 
I asked, rubbing my forehead with my left hand to help me think 
more dearly. My right hand still held tight to his; it was then the 
only bit of warmth In my life. 

"My poor child — forgive me for hurting you, but it is better for 
you to face the facts. I know how hard it is — but now you know 
the worst. That’s why I told you what the Tallien said. First, it wa.s 
a wealthy merchant’s daughter; now, a countess who has useful con- 
nection.s because she slept with one of the directors, and before that 
with two gentlemen in the Army’s supreme command. You, on the 
other hand, rny little girl, have no connections and no dowry.” 

“How do you know that?” 

"One can tell by looking at you,” he said. “You are only a little 
girl, a very good little girl. You don’t know how great ladies behave 
Of how social life i.s conducted in drawing rooms. And yini ohvi- 
ously have no mriney or you would have slipped a note to the 7‘al- 



lien’s lackey and he would have admitted you. Yes, you are an up- 
right little thing and — " he paused. Suddenly he burst out, "And I 
should like to marry you.” 

"Let me get out! Don’t make fun of me,” I said. 1 leaueti Ictr- 
ward and knocked against the glass. "Coachman, slop the c’arriage 
at once!” The carriage stopped. But the General siioutcil, ' Drive on 
immediately!” And the carriage drove on through (he night. 

"Perhaps I did not express myself very well,” came from tlic tiark' 
ness, "You must forgive me but I’ve never had an opportunity to 
meet young girls like you. And, Mile Desirfe, I mean it- — !’<! like 
very much to marry you.” 

"In Mme Tallien’s drawing room there were crowds of ladies who 
seem to have a preference for generals,” I said. "I have not!” 

"You don’t think I would marry one of those c<K'ottes-— forgive 
the word, mademoiselle-— one of those ladies, 1 mean.” 

I was too tired to answer, much too tired to tliink. I could not 
understand what this Bernadette, thi.s tower of a man, wanted of me. 
My life was over anyway. I felt cold despite Ids large coat, and my 
silk shoes were soaked through and felt like lead on my feet. 

"Without a revolution, I wouldn’t be a general; not even afi uiVo 
cer, mademoiselle. You are very young but perhaps you’ve huanl 
that before the Revolution no bourgeois wa.s ever pronuited beyojui 
the rank of captain. My father was a clerk in a lawyer's ttliicc ;uul 
came of a family of craftsmen. We are simple people, mademtdselle. 
I worked my way up. I joined the Army when I was lifteeii and Ihca 
for a long time I was a noncommissioned oOlcer; and gradually ■ 
well, now I am a general commanding a division, mademuiseilc. 
But perhaps I am too old for you?" 

"You will believe in me— whatever may happen,” Napoleon once 
said to me. A great lady with useful connections aiuJ silvt.-r eyelid*, 
... Of course, I understand you, Napoleon — but it is shattering me. 

"I have a very important c|ucstioti to ask you, matlemoisdle.” 

"Forgive me, I didn’t hear yote What did you a.sk me, General 
Bernadotte?” 

"Whether I am too old for you.?” 

"I don’t know how old you are. And it doesn’t matter, does it?” 


"But it does. It’s very important. Perhaps I really am too old; J 
am thirty-one.” 

”ril soon be sixteen,” I said. "And I'm very tired; Fd like to 
go home now.” 

"Yes, of course. Forgive me, I am very inconsiderate. You 
live — ?” 

I told iiim the address and he gave it to the coachman. 

"Will you consider my proposal? In ten days I mast return to 
the Rhineland. Perhaps you could give me an answer by then?” He 
spoke slowly and added more quickly, "My name is Jean-Baptiste, 
Jean-Baptiste Bernadotte. For years I have been saving part of my 
pay; I could buy a little house for you and the child.” 

"For what child?” I asked involuntarily. He became more than 
ever incomprehensible. 

"For our child, naturally,” he said promptly — and reached for my 
hand but I quickly pulled it away. "I want so much to have a wife 
and a child. For years I’ve wanted them, mademoiselle.” 

I lost my patience. "Listen to me, you don’t know me at all.” 

"Yes, I do — I know you well,” he said and he sounded as though 
he did. "I think I know you far better than your family does. 1 
have so little time to think about my own life; Fm almo.st always at 
the front, and so I couldn’t come visit your family for weeks — and 
take walks with you and do whatever a man is supposed to do before 
he can make a proposal of marriage. I have to decide quickly — and 
I have decided.” 

He was serious. He wanted to use his leave to get married, to buy 
a house — and a child . . . "General Bernadotte,” I said, "in the life 
of every woman there is only one great love.” 

"How do you know?” he asked quickly. 

"It’s so — ” How r/rW I know this? "It says so in all the novels and 
it must be true," I said. 

At that moment the carriage creaked to a stop, We liad arrived 
at the Clapains’ house in the rue du Bac. He opened the carriage 
tloor and helped me out. A lantern hung over the house door. I 
.stooci as 1 had at Mme Tallien’s, on tiptoe, so that I could see ht.s fate. 
He had beautiful white teeth and a huge nose. I handed him the ke)' 
which Mine Clapain had lent me and he unlocked the door. "You 



live in a very fine house,” he remarked. **Oh — we live in tlic buiKl- 
ing at the back,” I said. “And now good night and inaiiy thanks, 
truly many thanks for — everything.” 

But he didn’t move. “Go back to the carriage, you’ll get ail wei," 
I said. Then I remembered something and .smiled. "Dunt worry, 
I’ll stay here,” I assured him. 

"Tliat’s a good girl,” he said. “Good night- and when may ! 
come for your answer,^” 

I shook my head. "In the life of every woman . . .” i began 
again. But he raised his hand warningly. In.stead, I said, "it woiddri’t 
do, General, really not. It isn’t that I’m too young for you, hut you 
can see yourself— I’m much too short for you!” With that, I quickly 
closed the door behind me. 

When I came into the Clapains’ kitchen, I was {lo k’nigcr tired 
only utterly exhausted. I can't .sleep now — ^can never sleep ag.iin. 
So I am sitting at the kitchen table writing and writing. The day 
after tomorrow this Bernadotte will come here to inquire after me, 
but I will certainly not be here. I don't know where I’ll be ihe li.ty 
after tomorrow. 


ejo 

Marseilles, three weeks later 

I have been very ill. 

Cold in the head, sore throat, very high fever, aiui what the poets 
call a broken heart. In Paris I sold Marie’s gold medallion lor just 
enough assignats to pay for my journey liomc. Marie put me rtgjil 
to bed and called the doctor because I had such a high lever. Hr 
couldn’t understand where I tx)uld have caught cold - it liadn’t rained 
for days in Marseilles. Marie also sent a me.ssenger to Mama, ubn 
returned at once to nurse me. So far, no one has di.scovcrcd ihai 1 
have been in Paris. 

Now I am lying on the sofa on the terrace. I’hcy have covered me 



up with many blankets, and they say that I am very pale and fright- 
fully thin. Joseph and Julie returned from their journey yesterday 
and arc coming to see us this evening. 1 hope I shall be allowed to 
stay up. 

Marie has just come running out to the terrace. She is flourishing 
an extra broadside and seems very excited, 

C,k;n. Napoleon Bonaparte has been appointed Military Governor of 
Paris, Hunger riots in the capital have been suppressed by the National 
Guard. 

At first the letters danced before my eyes. Now I have become 
more accustomed to them. Napoleon is the Military Governor of 
Paris. The broadside reports that mobs of rioters stormed the Tuiler- 
ies and wanted to tear the deputies to pieces. In his distress Barras 
entrusted Gen. Napoleon Bonaparte, a former officer, with the com- 
mand of the National Guard. Whereupon, this general demanded 
unrestricted powers from the National Convention and was actually 
granted these powers. He ordered a young cavalry officer named 
M'.urat to assemble some cannon, which were placed at the north, 
west and east sides of the Tuileries. These cannon covered the rue 
Saint-Roche and the Pont Royal. But the mob pressed forward, until 
a voice cut through the air: "Fire!" A single cannon shot was enough 
to drive back the crowd. Order has been re-established. The di- 
recpjrs, Barras, Larevelliere, Letourneur, Rewbell, and Carnot, are 
graltdul to tliis man who has saved the Republic from further chaos, 
and appoint him Military Governor of Paris. 

r am trying to think all this out. I remember a conversation over- 
lu'ard in the bay of the window at Mme Taliien’s: "If I were Barras, 
I’d slioot down the rabble, dear Fouche." . . . "But he would have 
to find someone willing to shoot.” One cannon shot was enough; 
Napoleon let it be fired! Napoleon fired off a cannon — int<j the 
rahide, the broadside reports. Rabble — probably people living in 
cellars am! unable to pay the high price of bread! Napoleon’s mother, 
too, li\'es in a cellar. "Your son is a genius, madame," . . . "Yes, 
unfortunately!" 

1 was interrupted again and now Fm writing in my own room. 



While 1 was thinking about the broadside, I heard Joseph and Julie 
come into the parlour. The door to the terrace i.s not t}uitc' closed 
So they didn’t wait until evening to call! 

Joseph said, "Napoleon ha.s sent a. courier with a long letter for me 
;md a lot of money fur our niarna, I have sent a mc.ssenger to our 
mama asking her to come here at once, I.s that ail right, Mnie 
Clary?" 

Mama .said it was ejuite all right. She said she wuuUl he glad tn 
see Mme Leticia, and didn’t Julie and Joseph want to speak to me; I 
was on the terrace and still very weak. But Jo.seph hesitated, and 
Julie began to cry, and she told Mama that Napoleon had written to 
Joseph that he was engaged to General de Beauharnais’ widow. Aiui 
they w'ere to tell me that he would alw'ay.s be my best friend. Mama 
wailed, "The poor, poor child!" Then I heard Mme Letixia, Elisa 
and Paulette come in and they all talked at once, until Jo.seph began 
to read something out loud, undoubtedly the letter from the tiew 
Military Governor of Paris. 

Much later he and Julie came out to tlie terrace aiul sat down 
beside me, and Julie stroked my hand. Josepli was obviously ill at 
ea.se and he said that the garden looked rather autumnal already. 

"I should like to congratulate you on your br(»tlier'.s appointment." 
3 said, pointing to the letter which he was nervously ktuading be- 
tween his fingers. 

"Thank you very much. 1 regret to .say that I have soinething to 
tell you, Eugenie, and — both Julie and 1 arc - -very upsc-t " 

I interrupted him. "Never mind, Jo.seph I know." And when ! 

saw his puxzied face, I added, "The door to the parlour was open 
and I heard everything you said." 

At that moment, in came Mme Lctizia, Her e)-es flashed. 
widow with two children! Six years older than my boy. Ihnv dares 
Napoleon bring me such a daughter-in-law!” 

In my mind I saw Josephine— silver eyelids, childlike curls, super- 
cilious smile. And before me stood Mme Letizia with the red, work- 
worn hands and the wrinkled neck of a woman who all her life has 
washed laundry and scolded children. Her rough hands grasped .i 
pile of bank note.s. The Military Governor of Paris had already sent 
his mother part of his salary. 



Later I was settled on the sofa in the parlour and listened to the 
others discussing the great event. Etienne got out his best liqueur 
and said that he was vet}' proud to be related to General Bonaparte. 
Mama and Suzanne bent low over their embroidery. "I feel much 
better now,” I said. "Won’t you bring me some of the linen I was 
initialling.? Fd like to finish embroidering the monograms for my 
trou-sseau.” 

No one contradicted me. But when I began to stitch a B, B, and 
another B, there was an embarrassed silence. Suddenly I realized 
that a part of my life was over. "From now on," I announced, "I no 
longer wish to be called Eugenie. My name is Eugenie Bernardine 
D&iree and I prefer D&iree. Please call me Desiree.” 

They looked at each other anxiously, I think they doubted my 
sanity. 


Rome, three days after Christmas in the Year V 
(Here in Italy they still use the pre-Repolutionary 
calendar: December 27, 1797) 

I’hcy have left me alone with the dying man. 

His name is Jean-Pierre Duphot and he is a general on Napoleon's 
stafi. He came to Rome today to ask me to marry him. Two hours 
ago a Inillet .struck him in the stomach. We laid him down on the 
sofa in Joseph’s study. The doctor said he could not help him. 

Duphot is unconscious, He breathes in gulps, a thin thread of 
blood oozes from the corners of his mouth, and I have put some 
cloths around his chin. His eyes are half -open, but they see nothing. 
I can iiear low voices in the next room — Joseph, Julie, the doctor and 
two secretaries of the Embassy. Julie and Joseph left the room be- 
cau.se they were afraid of seeing a man die. The doctor followed 
tliem. This doctor is Italian and considers it more important to get 
to know His Excellency, the Ambassador of the French Republic in 


Rome, whose brother conquered Italy, than to watch over the death 
of an insignificant member of the General Staff. 1 don't know why, 
but I have a feeling that Duphot will regain consciousness; thougji 
I also feel that he is already far away. I have got out iny diary and 
liave begun to write in it again after all the.se years. Now I don’t 
feel. quite so alone. My pen scratches, and the rattling gasps are no 
longer the only sound in this terrible, huge room. 

1 have not seen Napoleone-— only his motlier still tails him that; 
the whole world talks of Napoleon Bonaparte and of practically 
nothing else — since that moment in Paris, My family still knows 
nothing of that encounter. He married juj;cphine the following 
spring. Tallien and Director Barras were their witnesses, and Na- 
poleon immediately paid the widow Beauharnais’ dressmakers’ bills. 
He left for Italy two day.s after the wedding; he was entrusted by 
the Government with the supreme command! He won six battles 
within fourteen days. 

The breathing of the dying man has changed. It is c|u(cter. And 
his eyes are wide open, I have called Ins name, but he ivtnriot liear 
me. 

Yes, in two weeks Napoleon won .six battles; and then the Ausiri 
ans evacuated northern Italy, I often think of our evening u>nvcrs.i- 
tions by the garden hedge. Napoleon actually has toumled new states. 
He called his first Lombardy, anti his latest is the Ciisalpine Repuhh\ 
He chose Milan as the capital of Lombardy and sekxtetl itfty It.iHans 
to govern this State in the name of France. Ovcrniglit, the worth 
"Liberty, Equality, Fraternity" were imscribed on all public buildings, 
lire people of Milan were forced to surrender a large sum of money, 
three hundred carriage horses, and their most beautiful art treasures. 
Napoleon sent everything to Paris. First, however, he defiucled llir 
pay for his troops from the Italian money; ordinarily the Dircettnate 
remained in debt to the Southern Army! Barras and his associates 
in Paris didn’t know what was happening to them: money in the 
national treasury; Italy’s most beautiful hor.ses drauing their car 
riages; and valuable works of art in their drawing rooms. Napoleon 
particularly recommended one picture to the Parisians' attention: it 



is called La Gioconda and is the work of a certain Leonardo Da 
Vinci. A lady, apparently named Mona, is smiling with closed lips. 
Her smile reminds one of Josephine s. Perhaps she had bad teeth, 
like the widow Beauharnais. .. . 

Finally something has happened which no one would have thought 
possible. The French Republic broke with the Church of Rome and 
for years Roman Catholic priests have fled to sanctuary beyond our 
borders. Now the Pope himself has suggested a peace treaty with 
France and has approached Napoleon, victor in Italy. 

This delighted Etienne, who spent days telling everyone who came 
to his shop how years ago Napoleon had spoken to him of his Italian 
plans. And Etienne always says that he is not only Napoleon’s 
brother-in-law, but his best friend as well. 

I’ve been sitting with Duphot a long time, and I’ve even held up 
his head. But it doesn’t help! His breathing is no easier, he strug- 
gles for air. I wiped some of the bloody foam from his mouth. His 
face is like wax. I called in the doctor. ‘'Internal bleeding,” he 
explained in broken French, and immediately returned to Joseph 
and Julie. Fm sure they were discussing tomorrow’s ball. 

The Government in Paris was worried long before the agreement 
with the Vatican was concluded; for Napoleon by himself wrote and 
signed, quite independently, all the treaties with the various parts of 
Italy he had liberated. He never inquired whether the Government 
in Paris agreed. This goes beyond the powers of a supreme com- 
mander, the directors grumbled; this has nothing to do with the 
conduct of the war; this is foreign policy of the greatest significatice. 

, , . But Napoleon ignored these objections and did not trouble to 
answer the Cmvernment’s communications. He simply continued to 
scat.! money to Paris, Occasionally he asked for more troops, but he 
spedlied exactly from which sector these troops were h) be taken; 
slunving how familiar he is not only with his own Southern Froth 
but with conditions on all the other French fronts as well. When it 
wa.s suggested in Paris that a diplomatic adviser be assigned to 
Napoleon, and that embassies should be accredited to the new Italian 
States, he finally wrote to the Government. He listed several names; 
these were the gentlemen to be chosen as ambassadors of the Repub- 
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lie and sent to him. At the head of the list was his brother Joseph. 

So Joseph and Julie came to Italy; fir.st to Parma, then as hrcaidt 
Ambassador to Genoa, and finally to Rome. Moreover, they did not 
come directly from Marseilles but from Paris. As soon as Napoleon 
was appointed Military Governor of Paris, he wrote Josepli that In- 
would have far greater opportunities in the capital tluin in Marseilles, 
Whatever happens, Napoleon alway.s finds a post for hi.s lirother 
Joseph. He began a,s a mode.st secretary in the I'own Hall in Mar- 
seilles. In Paris, Napoleon introduced Josepli to Barras aiul oilier 
politicians and also to army contractors, and to the nouveaux ridies 
speculating in houses. Joseph began to pro.sper. He bought some 
of the property confiscated from the aristocrats when it was .sold at 
low prices by the Government, and then resold these liou.ses at far 
higher prices. Etienne explained to us that, because of the hou.sing 
shortage, speculations of this kind were very profitable. Witliin a 
.short time Joseph coilld afford to buy a small house himself aiul 
Julie in the rue du Rocher. 

When the Italian victories were reported-'- Millesimo, (iastiglione. 
Areola, Rivoli— -Joseph became a very important man in P.iris. I h’ 
was the elder brother of Bonaparte, whom the foreign press called 
“the strong man of France*’ and our (.iwn papers praised a,s ‘'tiu- 
liberator of the Italian people” and whose thin f;u‘c can be seen in 
shop windows, on coffeecup.s, flower vasc.s or .siiuifboxes. On nne 
side is Napoleon’s face and on the other the brench fl.ig. . . . 

No one was surprised when the I’rcnch Government at otue .u 
ceded to the request of their most succe.s.sful general, ami Joseph 
became an ambassador. Joseph and Julie moved into Iheir iirst Italian 
marble palace, and Julie was very unhappy and wrote desperare let- 
ters asking me to come and stay with her. So Mama let me go. Siiue 
then I have been wandering with her and Joseph from one palate 
to another; I live in horrible high rooms, with black and wiiitc tile 
floors; and I sit in pillared halls in which various weird bronze foun- 
tains spout water from all likely, and sometimc.s quite uniikdv. 
openings. Our present palace is called Palazxo Cotsini. We are sur- 
rounded by the clanking of spurs and the rattling of swords hecau.se 
the staff of Joseph’s embassy con.sists chiefly of officers. 

Tomorrow evening Joseph is giving the largccst ball yet arranged 
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by the Embassy; he wants Julie and himself to be presented to the 
three hundred and fifty most prominent Roman citizens. Julie hasn’t 
been able to sleep for a week; she is very pale and has circles under 
her eyes. Julie is one of those women who go all to pieces if they’re 
having four guests for dinner. Here we always have at least fifteen, 
and any moment Joseph is apt to arrange a reception for a few hun- 
dred people. Although a small army of lackeys, cooks and chamber- 
maids buzz around us, Julie feels personally respon.sible for the 
whole circus and clings to me sobbing and moaning that things will 
"go badly.” She inherited this unfortunate attitude from Mama and 
even talks like her. 

Duphot has moved again. I had hoped that he would regain con- 
sciousness; for a moment he looked at me quite clearly, but then his 
half-open eyes no longer focussed; he struggled for breath, spat 
blood, and sank down more deeply into the pillow. Jean-Pierre 
Duphot, I’d give a great deal to be able to help you. But there is 
nothing I can do. ... 

In spite of battles and victories and peace treaties and newly 
formed States, Napoleon finds time to take care of his family. From 
the beginning, couriers from Italy arrived in Marseilles with letters 
and money for Mme Letizia. She moved to a more respectable fiat, 
and the irrepressible Jerome was sent to a good school. Caroline 
went to the same fashionable boarding school in Paris as Horten.se 
Beauharnais, Napoleon’s stepdaughter. The Bonapartes have really 
risen in the world! Napoleon was furious because his mother al- 
lowed Elisa to marry a certain Felix Bacciochi. "Why this sudden 
marriage.^” he wrote, "and why on earth to this worthlc.ss music stu- 
detit, Bacchiochi?” 

Elisa had been running around with Bacciochi for a long time, 
hoping that he would marry her. When news of the first Italian 
victories was received, Bacciochi asked at once to marry her and he 
was promptly accepted. After the wedding, Napoleon was afraid 
that Paulette, too, might bring someone of whom he disapproved 
into the family; so he arranged for Mme Letizia and Paulette to vi.sit 
him at his headquarters in Montebello, There he married her off 



with lightning speed to a General, Lederc whom nunc of u.s know. 

Unpleasant and incomprehensible as it may seem, and in spite of 
all the world history Napoleon has been making, he has not forgot’ 
ten me. He is apparently determined to make amends l.o me for 
something; so with Julie’s and Joseph’s approval, he .sciuls me one 
eligible bachelor after another. The first was Jmiot, formerly his per- 
sonal adjutant in the Marseilles days. Junot, tall arul blond ami 
amiable, appeared in Genoa, urged me to join him in the garden, 
clicked his heels together iuid declared that he had the lionour to 
ask for my hand in marriage. I thanked him but refused. But these 
were Napoleon's orders, Junot remarked arties.sly! 1 remembered 
Napoleon’s opinion of Junot: loyal unto death, but an idiot! i shook 
my head, and Junot rode back to Montebello. The next candidate 
was Marmont, whom I had known in Marseille.s. Marmont did not 
ask me directly but with artful insinuations. I remembered what 
Napoleon had once said to me about this friend—'dntelHgent, will 
.stand by me for the sake of his career!” So—hc hopes lo marry 
Joseph Bonaparte’s sister-in-law, kept running through my head. By 
marrying me he would be related to Napoleon, couUl do N.ipoleon 
vi favour, and at the same time acejuire a considerai’^le dowry, 1 cuuu' 
tered Marmont’s delicate approach witli an equally hudlul “no," 
Then I went to Joseph and asked him if he couldn’t write Napoleon 
and ask him to spare me further offers of marriage from hi.s (jliicers. 

"Can’t you understand that Napoleon considers it an honour to 
his generals when he .suggests them as husbands for his si.sttr-iu 
law.?” 

"I am not an order or a decoration to be awardc<l h» some deserv- 
ing ofiicer,” I said. "And if I’m not left in peace, Til go hack to 
Mama.” 

I hope this will convince him. 

Meanwhile, in .spite of the cooler weather, Julie and 1 .sat, in tlu,- 
courtyard this morning. In the centre here, tiiere's a fat hrorc/e i.iih’ 
holding a dolphin in her arras and this dolphin contituususly spits out 
water. We were studying the names of the ari.stocrutic ftaliaa faith- 
lies who will be represented at the Embassy tomorrow. In came Jo- 
seph with a letter in his hand. His Excellency first talked of this and 
that, as he always does when he has something unpleasant on his 



mind, and iinally said, ' ‘Napoleon has arranged for us to have a 
new military attache, Gen. Jean-Pierre Duphot, a very charming 
young man — ” 

1 looked up. "Duphot? Didn’t a General Duphot call on you once 
in Genoa?" 

"Yes, oi course.” Joseph was ■ obviously delighted. "And I see 
he made an impression on you, didn't he. Fine! Napoleon writes 
that he hupe.s, Eugenie~you must excuse him but he always .says 
Eugenic instead of Desiree— will be particularly kind to Duphot. He 
us a very lonely young man, Napoleon say.s. And so . . .” 

I ro.se. "A new marriage prospect? No, thank you. I thought we 
were through with this foolishness,” At the door, I turned around. 
"Write to Napoleon at once that this Duphot — or whatever his name 
iS' — is not to be sent here.” 

"But he has already arrived. He came a quarter of an hour ago 
and brought me this letter from Napoleon.” 

[ slammed the door angrily. It gave me particular pleasure to do 
this, for in a marble palace the .slamming of a door sounds like an 
explosion. 

To avoid Duphot, 1 did not appear at dinner; but I came down 
for s'upper, as I find it boring to eat alone in my room. Naturally 
they had .seated Duphot next to me — Joseph obeys Napoleon’s wishe.s 
slavishly. I glanced casually at the young man. Medium height, very 
dark, a lot of white teeth in a wide mouth — that was my impres.sion 
ot' him, I was e.specially irritated by the flashing teeth, as he grinned 
at me continually. 

Our table talk was frequently interrupted. We are used to hear- 
ing crowds around the Embassy shouting, "Evviva la Franda! Ev- 
vlva la libcrta!” Sometimes there are shouts of "A basso la Franda!" 
Most Italians are enthusiastic about the ideas of the Republic, but 
many of them .seem embittered by the heavy cost to them of our 
occupation and the fact that Napoleon selects all of their officials, 
'koday the shouting around the palace gate was somehow different; 
louder — and threatening. 

Jo.scph explained why. Last night a few Roman citizens were 
arrested a,s hostages because a French lieutenant had been killed in 
a tavern i:)rawL .A deputation from the Roman City Ciouncil was 
. ro! .. 



outside the palace; these men had asked to speak to Josejdi. And a 
great crowd had collected to see what was happening. 

"Why don't you receive the gentlemen; we can \N'ait dinner/’ 
Julie said. 

But Joseph declared— and the other emba.ssy gcTJtlenicn noddcil 
in agreement — that this was out of the quecstion. lie wendd not re- 
ceive them; it had nothing to do with him. From the very heginidog, 
it had been the responsibility of the Military Governor of Rome. 

In the meantime the noise outside grew louder; they were storm- 
ing the outer gate. 

"My patience is exhausted/' Joseph shouted. "Fll h.ive the square 
cleared!” He turned to one of his secretaries. "Go over at once to 
the Military Commander’s office and tell him that the scpiare in 
front of the Embas.sy is to be cleared at once. Thi.s noise is unbear- 
able!” The young secretary turned to go. "It would be safer to leave 
by the back door,” General Duphot called after him. 

We continued our meal in silence. Before our ettdee w.is servetl, 
we heard the clattering of horses’ liooves. SonuHau' h.id sent a ixit- 
talion of hus.sar.s to clear the .square! Joseph rus<?, and we went with 
him to the first-floor balcony. Tlie square below was like a witches’ 
cauldron. A surging sea of faces, a cacophony of vtiices, an occasional 
scream. We couldn't see the deputation from tiie City c;uuncil; the 
crowd had pushed them flat against tlie entrance gates to our palace. 
The two guards in front of the Kmbassy stotul rnotiimless at their 
post, and it looked as if at any moment they woultl he trampled to 
death. Joseph pulled u.s hack from the l>aIt:ony tjnitkiy, but lie 
could still peer out of the windows. My brother in law was dt:;Ulily 
pale and gnawing his underlip; the hand witli which he kept smooth, 
ing his hair was trembling with rage. 

The hussars had surrounded the square, 'I’hey sat on their horses 
like statues, ready to charge, awaiting a command. But their com- 
manding officer apparently could not bring himself to give ilu‘ order. 
"I’ll go down and try to bring the.se people to their senses," DuphiU 
said.', 

"General, you must not expose yourself to this d.mgcr! It would 
be madness! Our hussans will soon . . Joseph .said irnph.iringly. 

Duphot flashed his white teeth. "I am an ofluer. Your Hxed- 



lency/’ he interrupted, “and am therefore accustomed to danger, I 
.should prefer to prevent unnecessary bloodshed.” 

Spurs jingling, he walked over to the door, turned around aru.i 
sought my eyes. I turned quickly toward the window. So he was 
acting the role of a brave man for my sake; to impress me, he was 
dashing down alone and unarmed into the furious mob. It’s so silly, 

1 thought; Junot, Marmont, .Duphot— what do they want of rne.^ 

'I'he next minute, the gate below was swung wide. We opened 
die window a crack so that we could hear better. The roaring shouts 
decreased in intensity, changed into a threatening murmur. A high- 
pitched voice yelled, basso’/* and again, basso!’* At first we 
couldn’t see Duphot, but then the crowd moved back from the gate 
and made way for him. As he raised his hands, entreating the people 
to be quiet so that he might be heard, a shot wa.s fired. Immediately 
afterward came the first salvo by the hussars. 

I plunged down the stairs and wrenched open the gate. The two 
guards had lifted up General Duphot and were holding him under 
his arms; but his legs dangled helplessly from his body, his face hung 
to one side, his mouth was distorted. His perpetual smile had frozen 
into a terrible grin. He was uncoascious. The two guards dragged 
liim into the hall, his lifele.ss legs trailing acms.s the marble tiles, and 
his .spurs clanking against the stone. The two soldier.s looked up at 
me helplessly. 

"Upstairs—” I heard myself saying. “We must lay him down 
somewhere upstairs.” We were surrounded by .scared, white facc.s. 
Joseph. Julie. The fat Councillor of Embas.sy. Julie’s maid, Minelte. 
They all drew back a.s the two soldiers carried Duphot up the stairs. 
Outside, in the .square in front of the Embassy, ic wa.s a.s still a.s 
deatli, Two salvos had been enough. 

1 openal the door to Joseph’s study, which is the room ncare.st the 
s(airca.sc. The soldiers laid Duphot on a sofa, and I puslied piilow.s 
under hi.s head. Joseph stood next to me and said, “Fve sent for a 
doctor. Perhaps it’s not so bad,” 

The stain on the front of the dark-blue uniform spread, “Open 
his uniform, Joseph,” I said; and Joseph fumbled awkwardly with 
the gold buttons. The .spot of blood on the white shirt was bright 
red. “A stomach wound,” Joseph said. I looked at the General’s 



face. He had turned very yellow. From his wide-open mouth came 
sobs in fits and starts. At first I thought he was weeping; I soon 
realized he was struggling for breath. 

The thin little Italian physician, when he finally arrived, was even 
more agitated than Jo.seph. It was such a wonderful opportunity for 
him, to be called to the French Embassy. He was a great admirer of 
the French Republic and of Gen. Napoleon Eonaparte. While lie 
opened Duphot’s shirt he expressed regret for the trouble in (he city 
and stammered something about “irresponsible elements.’’ I inter- 
rupted him to ask whether he needed anything. He looked at me, 
startled, and remembered what he was doing. "Oh, yes, some luke- 
warm water. And perhaps a dean doth." 

He began to wash out the wound. Joseph had stepped over to 
the window; and Julie leaned against the wall, struggling not to be 
sick. I took her outside and then told Joseph he’d better look after 
her. Joseph was obviously delighted to leave the rtxnn. “A l.danket," 
the doctor said to me, “can you get a blanket? Uc'.s very told, he's 
bleeding so much — internally, mademoiselle, internally " 

We spread a blanket over Duphot. “I’m afraid tliere’s nuthing 
more to be done, mademoiselle. Wliat a terrible tiling .sudi an 
important man!” The doctor’s eyes rested bridly on Duplioi’s gold 
epaulettes, then he hurried to the door behind whidi Joseph h.ui 
disappeared. I went into the next room w'ith him, Joseph, Julie, tlie 
Councillor of Emba,ssy and a few secretaries .sat whispering .innind ,i 
large table; and a lackey w^as serving port wine to strengtlicu them. 
Joseph jumped up, offered the doctor a glass; ami I could see th.u at 
this manifestation of the Bonaparte courte.sy tin,* little itaii.m was 
practically walking on air. He stammered, “Oli, l-xcdieiky oh, 
brother of our great Liberator--™” 

I returned to Duphot. At first I was hu.sy; I fetdieil dean deths 
and wiped the blood that trickled down his chin. 1 sot»n gave this 
up, because it came constantly in an unbroken flow, b'inaily I just 
spread out cloths under his chin. I tried In vain to attract the atten- 
tion of the glazing eyes. At last I fetched my diary and began to 
write. 

I believe that many hours have passed; the candles are nearly 

■ inA 


burned out. But I can still hear a soft murmur of voices in the next 
room. No one is going to bed until ... 

He recovered consciousness once. 

[ heard liim moving, knelt down beside him and rai.sed his head 
onto my arm. He looked at me. Again and again. He wasn’t sure 
where he was. ‘'You are in Rome, General Duphut,” 1 said, ”in 
Rome, in the home of Ambassador Bonaparte.” 

He moved his lips and spat out bloody foam, i wiped his face 
with my free hand. “Marie— ” he washable to whisper, “I want to 
go to Marie — ” 

"Where is Marie.^ Quickly— tell me where is Marie.^” 

His eyes cleared and he recognized me; still his eyes were question- 
ing. So I repeated, "You are in Rome. There w'ere riots. You have 
been wounded— a shot in the stomach.’’ 

He nodded almost imperceptibly. He understood me. My 
thoughts ran on : he was beyond help, but perhaps Marie ... 

"Marie. What is her surname.^ And where does .she live.^” I 
whispered urgently. 

His expression was anxious, "Don’t tell — ” his lips shaped the 
word.s — "Don’t tell— Bonaparte—’’ 

"I won’t tell him anything,” 1 promised. "But if you are ill a long 
time we must tell Marie, mustn’t we? Napoleon Bonaparte won’t 
ever know anything about it.” I smiled at him confidentially. 

'■'riic sister-in-law — -rm to marry Eugenie, the sister-in-law,” he 
man.'igcd to say. "Bonaparte proposed it and—" I couldn’t under- 
staml tlu; rest, llien he Said softly, "You must be .sensible, little 
Marie- - F 11 always look after — you and little George — dear, dear 
Marie---" 

His hand slid to one side, he tried to kiss my arm. He thought 1 
v\’a.s Marie, flc had explained to Marie exactly why he was deserting 

her -her and the little son— to marry me, Bonaparte’s sister-in-law. 

Such a marriage would mean promotion and undreamed-of opportu- 
nities, ... . 

His head, resting on my arm, was as heavy as lead. I raised it 
;i little. “Marie’s addres.s-“ril write to lier," I said, trying to c.atch 
Ids eye again. 

I'ur the fraction of a .second he was completely con.scious. “M.irie 


Meunier — me de Lyon — thirty-six— in Paris — His features had 
sharpened, his eyes lay in deep hollows, and his breathing sounded 
like stifled hiccups. He was sweating profusely. 

"Marie and little George will always be well provided for," 1 said. 
He didn’t hear me. "I promise," I repeated. His eyes gliUered at 
nothing, his lips were contorted. 

I jumped up and ran to the door, At that moment he sighed. His 
long sigh trembled through the room and was gone. 'X-ume .U once, 
doctor," I heard myself calling. 

"It’s ail over," the little Italian answered, after bending casiiaily 
over the sofa. 1 went to the window and drew back the curtains. 
The morning crept grey and leaden into the rtx)m. I put out the low- 
burning candles. 

In the next room they still sat at the table. The lackeys had 
brought fresh candles; the whole room, so bright and fe.stive, seemed 
like another world. 

"You must call off the ball, Joseph," 1 said. 

Joseph sat up, startled. He had apparenily been asleep, his chin 
resting on his chest. "What— what did you .say.^ Oil, I see il’.s you, 
D^sirfe" 

"You must call off the ball, Jo.seph," I said again. 

"That’s impos.sibk. I have particularly ordered ..." 

"But there is a dead man in your house,” I explaiut d. 

He stared at me, frowning. 'Ihen Inc reese tjuickly. "I'll ctonsidef 
the matter,” he murmured, going toward the duor. 

Julie and the others followed him. In Irtait of their inedrodju 
Julie stopped. "Desiree, may I He down in yuur room. I'm afraid 
to be alone!" 

I said, "But, of cour.se. You can use my bed, I’i! he writing in my 
diary — ” 

"You don’t .still keep your diary! How funny — " Nhe smiled a 
tired smile. 

"Why funny 

"Because everything is so different. So very different." She sighed 
.md lay down, fully dressed, on my bed.; 

Julie slept until noon and I didn’t awaken her. In the cour.se oi' 
the morning I heard hammering, went down and saw that the}' 



were building a platform in the great hall. Joseph stood in one cor- 
ner and gave the workmen directions in Italian. At last he had a 
chance to use his mother tongue. When he saw me he stepped over 
CO me cjuickly. "That’s the platform for the ball. Julie and f will 
stand on it and watch the dancing." 

"For the ball?" i asked astonished. "But you can’t go on with 
the ball!" 

"No, you are right, not with a dead man in the house; so we 
have removed— the body of — the late Duphot." 

Joseph continued zealously, "I have given orders that Duphot is 
to be laid out in state in a mortuary chapel. It's to be done as beauti- 
fully as possible, because he was a general in the French Army. But 
the ball is absolutely essential; it’s more important than ever to have 
this ball, because we must prove to everyone that peace and quiet 
prevail in Rome. If I were to postpone it, people would say that we 
are not masters of the situation; and, after all, the whole affair was 
merely an imsignificant though regrettable incident. You understand 
that, don't you?" 

I nodded. General Duphot had deserted his mistress and his son 
to marry me; the General had rashly exposed himself to an infuri- 
ated mob in order to impress me; the General had been shot— -an 
insignificant though regrettable incident. "It is most urgent that 1 
talk to your brother, Joseph," I said. 

"Which one? Lucien?” 

"No, your famous brother. The General. To Napoleon — ’’ 

Joseph tried to conceal his astonishment. The family know.s tliat 
heretofore I have always avoided meeting Napoleon. "It concerns 
C„Ttneral Duphot’s survivors," I said brusquely and left the hall, 'fhc 
w'orkmen were hammering like mad. 

When I got back to my room I found a tearful Julie in my bed. 
1 sat down beside her, and she put her arms around my neck and 
sobbed like a child. "I want to go home," she sobbed. "I — don’t 
want to live in these .strange palaces — I w'ant to have a home like 
everyone else. What are we doing in this foreign country where 
people want to shoot us? And in these draughty palaces — with great 
high ceilings like a church. . . . We don’t belong here. I want to go 
liome— ’’ 



I held her dose. General Duphot’s death had raadc Jniic realize 
how unhappy she is here. 

A little later a letter came from Mama In Marseilles, Wc sat (u- 
gether on my bed and read the news Mama had written, in her neat 
slanting handwriting. Elienire and Suzanne had decided to move to 
Genoa, where he was opening a branch of the Cliry hrm. I'reiuh. 
businessmen have splendid opportunities in (..Jenoa tiow and Italy i.s 
the centre of the silk trade. And as Mama doe.s not wish tt» retnain 
alone in Marseilles, she is moving to Genoa witli litienne and .Suz- 
anne. She assumes that for the pre.sent I shall he staying with Julie. 
And she prays to God that soon I shall find a dear, kiisd husband; 
but, for heaven’s sake, I mmt never be rUsShed into anything! Yes-- 
and Etienne wants to sell our house in Marseille.s. 

Julie had stopped crying. We stared at each other, horrified. 
"That means that we have no home," she wliispcred. 

I swallowed hard. "But in any case you would never li.ive gone 
back to our villa in Marseilles," I said. 

Julie stared out the window, "I don’t know. No, of conrstf not," 
she said, "but it was lovely to think about the house aiui {hv garden 
and the little summer house. You know, in all lisese mtuuhs while 
we’ve been moving from palace to palace, and I've ,10 drc.uUiti!)' 
unhappy, I’ve always thought about them; never .tbuul Ju.seph's little 
house in Paris, but always about Papa's villa in MarseiiUs ..." 

At that moment there was a knock at the door. Joseph c.nne in 
and brought the tears back again. "I want U> go htsine " Julie 
cried. He sat down beside us on the betl and took her in his arms. 
"And so you shall,” he said tenderly. "Tonight there is the big 
ball, and tomorrow we leave. Back to Paris. I’ve h.ul enougji of 
Rome." 

He pressed his lips together and settled his thiii down onto his 
neck, where it became two chins— however, he llujught this pose 
gave him an extremely distinguished appearante. "1 sh.dl request 
the Government to give me a new and perhaps tntjrc import, iut po;,{. 
Are you glad to be returning to our home in the rue du Koihci, 
Julie?” 

"If Desiree comes with us — ’’ Julie sobbed, 

'Tm coming with you," I said, "Where else couhi 1 go?" 



Julie raised a tear-stained face to mine. "We’ll have a very good 
time in Paris, \vc three — ^yoii and Joseph and L And you have no 
idea, Desiree, how wonderful Paris is. Such a huge city. And the 
lovely parks — and so many lights . . . But, of course, you have never 
been there and can’t possibly imagine it.” 

Julie and Joseph left my room to make arrangements for tomor- 
row’s journey, and I sank down on my bed. My eyes stung from 
lack of sleep. I imagined the conversation I would have with Na- 
poleon and tried to remember his face. But when I closed, my eyes 
all I could see was the unreal, supercilious features which nowadays 
smile out from so many coffeecups, flower vases, or snuffboxes. Soon 
these porcelain faces vanished, and I remembered the lights that 
dance at night on the ripples of the Seine — and which I can never 
forget. 


ejLJ) 

Parh’, end of Germmal, Year VI 
{Except in our Republic, where everyone calls it 
April, 1798) 

1 have seen him again. 

Wc were invited by him to a farewell reception; he is practicali/ 
immediately sailing with his armies for Egypt. He told his mother 
that with the pyramitls as a base, he intends to unite the East and 
the West, asul to turn our Republic into a world empire. Mine Le- 
tizia listened quietly, but later she a.sked Joseph whether Napoleon 
ever suffered from feverish attacks of malaria and whether this ill- 
ne.ss was being kept secret from her. Her poor boy did not seem 
quite right in tlie head. Joseph explained to her, and to Julie and 
me, exactly how Napoleon plans to destroy the British. He will 
smash tlieir colonial empire, 

Napoleon and Josephine live in a small house in the rue dc la 
Victoice. Ihe house formerly belonged to Talma, the actor; and 


met 



Josephine bought it from his widow m the Barra, s days when she 
glittered in the salon of Therese Tallien. At that time ilie street wars 
called rue Chantereine, After Napoleon’s Italian victories, the Paris 
Town Council decided to change the name in his luinour and no\s- ii 
is called the rue de la Victoire. 

It is unbelievable how many people crowded into tins small and 
rather insignificant house yesterday. It has only twt> (iny <lrawing 
rooms and a dining room. I .still feel dizisy when I think t)l all those 
faces and voices! During the morning, Julie made me sick with her 
affectionate anxiety. "Are you excited.^ Do ymi feel anything for 
him.?” I was excited but .1 didn’t know whether I felt anything for 
him. When he smiles he can do what he likes with me, I thought. I 
clung to the hope that he and Josephine would still he furious be- 
cause of the scene I had made that day at the 'Pallien’s, He would, 
I thought, dislike me and would not smile at me, and 1 almo.st hoped 
that he would hate me. 

I had a new dress and naturally I wore it. It was a gold dress with 
a rose petticoat, and I u.sed a bronze chain 1 had bought in .ui an- 
tique shop in Rome for a belt. I’he day before yesterday 1 had my 
hair cut. Josephine was the iirst Parisietine with sluut hair, but now 
other fashionable women are imitating her iliildisli uirls brushed 
up high on the head. My hair i.s .so thick am! heavy that it will take 
time to train properly, Meanwhile, I brush up my sliort hair ami 
tie it up on my head with a silk ribbon. Whatever I wijre, Til look, 
I thought, like a country bumpkin compared to Jo.sephine. Mv neu- 
dre.ss is cut very low in the neck, but for a long time I’vt' not needed 
to put in handkerchiefs; on the contrary, I’ve de<idfd to eat fewer 
sweets or I shall be too fat. My nose is still turned up and u 111 be, I 
suppose, until the end of my dayes. This i.s p.articular!)- untfirtun.itc, 
becau.se since the conquest of Italy "clas.sic-al profiie.s'' are the ragt- 

We left at one o’clock to drive to the rue dc la Victm're, uhurr ilu 
small drawing room was already swarming with Bomip.nic’H. Muk 
L etizia and her daughters now live in Paris. All tlie mernlsers at th*' 
family see each other constantly; but whenever the Ronaparles meet, 
every^one kisses everyone else. First I was pressed to Mtnc Lefi/.ia's 
bosom, and tlien madly embraced by Mme I.eclerc. Mane Tcderc is 
little Paulette, who said before her marriage, “Lederc is the onlv 



oflicer we know with whom Fm not the tiniest bit in love.” But 
Napoleon decided that her many love affairs were bad for the Bona- 
parte family’s reputation, and he insisted on the marriage. Leclerc 
has short legs, he is fat and very energetic and never laughs, and he 
looks much okler than Paulette. Elisa — still painted like a tin soldier 
----with her Bacciochi husband was at the reception, too, and boasted 
ab(u.it the wonderful position Napoleon had got for her musical 
huslxuid in one of the ministries. Caroline, and Josephine’s daughter, 
tlie square, blonde Hortense, had been allowed to leave their fancy 
boarding school for one day so that they could wish their brother 
and stepfather a successful journey to the pyramids. Now they sat 
on a small delicate chair and giggled about Mme Leticia’s new bro- 
cade dress, which reminded them of the curtains in the dining room. 

Among the loud and forward Bonapartes I noticed a slender, 
blond and very young officer with an adjutant’s sash, whose blue eyes 
stared helplessly at Paulette. I asked Caroline who he was, and she 
nearly died laughing before she was able to say, “Napoleon’s son!” 

Tlitt young man sensed what I had asked; he came over to me and 
presented lumself, .shyly: "Eugene de Beauharnais,” he said, "Per- 
sonal Adjutant of General Bonaparte.” 

The only members of the family who had not appeared were our 
host and hostess, Napoleon and Josephine. 

At last a door opened and Josephine called, "Sorry, my dears, ex- 
cuse u.s - VC just got home! Jo.seph, come here a minute; Napoleon 
wants to talk to you. Make yourselves comfortable, all of you. I’ll 
be right out." 

She disappeared. Joseph followed her, and Mme Letizia shrugged, 
petulantly. We all began to talk again, but we were suddenly si- 
lcnccd"•"■somcone had apparently gone crazy in the next room. Some- 
thing crashetl on the top of a table or a chimney tile and a lot of 
glass lu'oke. At this moment Josephine came in. 

"How nice that the whole family is here,” she said, and smiled 
;uici then v/ent over to Mme Letizia, Her white dress clung to her 
slciulcr figure, a shawl of red velvet edged in ermine was draped 
around her shoulders; and when the shawl slipped — ju.st so — her 
neck looked unbelievably white. We could hear Joseph saying some- 
thing in the next room. 



■‘Lucien — have you a son called Lueien, madamc.''" Josephine 
asked Mme Letizia. 

“My third eldest son — what about him?'’ Mine Letizia .u, fared at 
Josephine. This daughter* in-law—who didn’t take the trouble to 
learn by heart the names of her brothers and sistcrs~in*la\v! 

“He has written Napoleon that he is married," Jo.sephine .saitl. 

“I know he has." Mme Letizia’s eyes narrowed, "Is my sctouu 
eide.$t son by any chance dissatisfied with his brother’.s clioire?" 

Josephine shrugged her slender shoulders and smiled. “U seem.s 
he is — listen to him!’* 

The raving in the next room seemed to amuse her. 'Hie door flew 
open, and there was Napoleon. His thin face was red with fury. 

'Mother, did you know that Lucien has married an innkeeper's 
daughter.^’’ 

Mme Letizia looked Napoleon up and down; her look travelled 
from his tangled reddish-brown hair, hanging untidily down to hi.s 
shoulders, to his impeccable uniform made by tlie best military tailor 
in Paris, and at his highly polished and elegant small boots. “Wliat 
don’t you like about your si.ster- in-law, Christine Boyer from St. 
Maximin, Napoleone?" 

“You don’t understand! I'he daughter of an innkeeper, a vill.ige 
lout who every evening serves the local peasants in his t.ivern? 
Mother, I can’t comprehend you!” 

"Christine Boyer is, as far as I know, a fine girl with an vxcdlent 
reputation,” Mme Letizia said; and .she looked ta.sually at Josephine's 
narrow white figure. 

"Unfortunately,” Joseph interrupted, "we cannot all marry ttimua 
countesses.” 

Josephine’s nostrils dilated; she .smiled, hut it .smned a littk- 
forced. Her son, Eugene, blushed. 

Napoleon whirled around and stared at Joseph. 'Huit small \cin 
hammered in his right temple. He pa.ssed his hand over his forehe.id, 
glared at Joseph and .said, “I have the fight to demand .suil.tble m.U' 
riages from my brotliers. Mother, I want you to write t(j Liu ien at 
once that he is to get a divorce or to have his marriage annulled. 
Write him that these are my orders. . . . Josephine, can we dim- 
now.?” 



At that moment he noticed me. For a second we looked straight 
at each other, This was it—this meeting, so long feared, so hateful 
and so longed for. Quickly he came forward, pushing aside the four- 
square Hortense, who stood in his way, and took both my hands in 
his. "Eugenie! Fm so pleased you came.” 

His eyes never left my face. He smiled, and his thin face was 
young and carefree, as it was when he promised Mama to wait until 
my sixteenth birtliday for the wedding. He said, "You have become 
very beautiful, Eugenie.” And — "Grown up, quite grown up.” 

I withdrew my hands. "After all, Fm almost nineteen,” It 
.sounded gawky and naive. "And we've not seen each other for a 
long time, General.” That was better. 

"Yes, it’s been a long time — too long, Eugenie, hasn’t it? The last 
time — where did we last meet?” He looked at me and laughed. 
Lights danced in his eyes as he remembered our last meeting and 
found it funny. "Josephine, Josephine, you must meet Eugenie, 
Julie’s sister! Fve told you so much about Eug^iie — ” 

"But Julie tells me that Mile Eugenie prefers to be called 
Desiree.” The .slender white figure came closer to Napoleon. Noth- 
ing in her mysterious smile showed she recognized me. "It is very 
good of you to have come, mademoiselle.” 

"I mii.st talk to you, General,” I said quickly. His smile froze. A 
scene, he undoubtedly thought; my God — a sentimental, childish 
scene! "I have to talk to you about a very serious matter,” I added. 

Josephine took his arm. "We can dine now,” she said hastily. 
"Please — dinner,” 

At the table I sat between the boring Leclcrc and the shy Eugene 
de Bcauhartiais. Napoleon talked incessantly, addressing his re- 
marks chiefly to Joseph and Leclerc. We had finished our soup be- 
fore he began his. In Marseilles he rarely talked this much; and 
when he did, he spoke in short, broken sentences illustrated with 
dramatic gestures. Now he spoke fluently, very sure of liimsclf and 
not in the least interested in any other ideas. When he started on 
"our archenemies, the British — ” Paulette groaned, "Oh, no — not 
that again!” W'c were told, with all the trimmings, why he had 
decided against the invasion of the British Isles. He had, he in- 
formed U.S, closely examined the coast around Dunkerque; he had 



also considered the construction of flat invasion barges which (ould 
land in small British fishing harbours; because the larger ports, 
which were accessible to warships, were too strongly fortilied for an 
invasion landing. 

"We’ve finished our soup; do eat yours, Bonaparic." He ignored 
Josephine’s quiet voice. They called each otlicr vous, and she called 
him Bonaparte, I noticed; probably this me of the surname was cas 
ternary in aristocratic families. Undoublmlly in the old days .she h.ul 
addressed Count de Beauharnais as vous, 

"But by air — ” Napoleon spoke loudly, leaning iuiward and 
staring at General Led ere opposite him. "Imagine, General l,.e- 
cl ere — one battalion after another transported by air across tlie Chan- 
nel and these troops occupying strategic points in iinghind! I'foop.s 
equipped with very light artillery!" 

Leclerc’s mouth, open to contradict him, .'iiiappetl shut 
"Don't drink so much--or ,so rashly, my boy." Mine Leti/da s 
deep voice echoed tlirough tlie room. Napoleon jnit down hi.s wim 
glass at once and began to eat. For a few .seconds I Ik re was .silence, 
interrupted only by the senseless giggles of that iialt -grown school- 
girl, Caroline. 

"It’s a shame that your grenadiers can’t grow wings," liutdinhi 
spoke into the silence that made him uncomtortaliic, 

Napoleon ignored him and turned to Joseph: "Fethaps later I II 
be able to organiiie an attack by air. A few inventors li.tvi- shown me 
their designs; huge balloons, constructed to lurry iliree nr four men 
.ind remain in the air for hours. Very interesting, fantastic jmis.si- 
bilities— ” 

He had finally lini.shcd hi.s soup. Jo.scphinc rang tlie IkB. 

While we were eating diicken with asparagus sauce N.qvoh-'ou 
explained to tlie girls, Caroline and Hortense, whal pyr.nnid.s ,in, . 
The rest of us were informed that from hi.s Fgypti.tn h.i.se \iv iuU ihU o 
not only to destroy Fngland’s colonial power hut to liberal c l'.gy|a 
"My first order of the day to the troops--" bavre/ His ch.ur h.i.i 
toppled over, he had jumped up, run out of the room and returned 
immediately with a closely written sheet of paper, 

"Here— you must hear this: ’Soldiers-™forty centuric.s .ire g.izuig 
down upon you—’ ’’ He broke off and said. "You see. that's the 



age of the pyramids, and I intend to issue this order of the day in 
the shadow of the pyramids. . . , Well, listen, the order continues: 
'The people here are Mohammedans! The creed of this people is, 
"God is God, and Mohammed is his Prophet — " 

"Mohammedans call God 'Allah,’ ” Elisa interrupted; for in 
Paris she had begun to read many books, and she was proud of her 
knowledge. Napoleon frowned and flicked his hand as though he 
were removing a fly. 

"I’ll look into that. But here is the important part: 'Don’t argue 
with this creed. Treat them’ — I mean the Egyptian people — ^‘as you 
have treated Jews and Italians. Show' their Muftis and Imams as much 
respect as you have shown to priests and rabbis — ■' ” Napoleon 
paused and looked at each of us, one after the other. "Well, 
and — ? ’’ 

"It’s lucky for the Egyptians that the laws of the Republic force 
you to liberate them, in the name of the Rights of Man," said Joseph 
meaningly. 

"What do you mean by that. 

"That your order of the day is based on the Rights of Man. And 
you did not invent them," Joseph declared. His face was expression* 
less. For the first time in years I recalled what I had realized so 
long ago in Marseilles: Joseph hates his brother. 

"You have written it very well, my boy," Mme Letizia said sooth- 
ingly. 

"Please finish your dinner, Bonaparte; we are expecting guests 
after dinner," Josephine said. Napoleon obediently began to shovel 

in tlic good food. I happened to glance at Hortense. The child- 

no, at fourteen one is no longer a child, my own experience has 
taught me that — well, this squarely built young girl, who does not in 
the least resemble her charming mother, was listening to Napoleon; 
and her protruding, watery blue eyes were enthralled. Small red 
patches had appeared on Hortense's cheeks. It can’t be, I thought, 
but Hortense is in love with her stepfather. It wasn’t funny, it was 
sad and awful, 

"M'ama wants to drink your health,” Eugene dc Beaiiharnais in- 
terrupted my thoughts. 1 reached for my glass. Joscpiiine smiled at 



me very slowly; she raised her glass to her lips; and as she put it 
down again, she winked at me. So Josephine remcnihcrcd. . , , 

With a "Cofi'ce in the drawing room,” Josephine ru.se. In Uie 
next room several guests were already waiting to u'i.sh Napuleuii a 
.successful journey. It seemed as though everyone who iisutl to call 
un Mrnc Tallien now crowded into Jo.sephine's .small luuisu in the 
rue de la Victoire. I .saw a great many uniform.s and managed to 
avoid my former suitors, Junot and Marmont, who wt:fc laughingly 
assuring the ladies that in Kgypt they intended to have their liair cut 
.short. 

"We’ll look like Roman heroes— and not have an)' lice,” they 
told the ladies. "Incidentally — one of your son'.s idea.s, madame," 
said a very smart officer with dark curly hair, sparkling eyes and a 
flat nose, to Mme Letizia: 

"I don’t doubt it, General Murat; rny son has many «|ueer idea.s.” 
•Mine Letizia smiled. She seemed to like this young oiluer, 1 ie wa.s 
bedecked in gold braid and wore a blue tunic and {ruusuiN embroid- 
ered in gold. Mme Letizia has a weakncs.s tor bright trisjd.al ceduurs. 

An honour guest apparently arrived, because ju.sephme druve threa- 
young peciple from tlie .sofa. And whom did she .se.U un the .sof.i? 
Barras, Director of the Lrench Republic, in guhbembruidered lilac, 
and holding his lorgnon to his eye. Napoleon aiul jo.sc ph iiumediateh- 
sat down on either .side of him; and a thin rnan, whuse pointed nust 
I had seen somewhere, stc^od beliind them, leaning well fcirw.ird. 1 
remembered: He was one of the two gentlemen I h.id sevn in the 
bay of the window at Mme Talliea’.s- - Fuuche, 1 think, was hi.s 
.'■name. ■ " 

Eugene — small drop.s of per.spirution glistening on Ins turdit.ut 
felt respon.sible for scatitig the many gue.sts. I le steered fat tdis.t und 
me to two chairs which he placed directly opposite the .scjia un whu h 
Barras was enthroned. Then Eugene moved up a gilded (hair md 
a.sked Police Director Fouche to be seated. But when we were juified 
by an elegant young man with a slight limp, and ha-ir iH^.-vdered jp 
the old-fashioned manner, Fouche jumped up cjuickiv. 

"Dear Talleyrand — da join us!" 

The gentlemen were discussing our ambas.sador in X'lcnn.c, uhu p, 
on his way home. Something very exciting had apparcm'ly h.ipp<.ne<i 



in Vienna. I gatliered from the conversation that on some Austrian 
national holiday our ambassador had hoisted our French Republican 
flag; and that the Viennese had stormed the Embassy and had tried to 
pull it down. I never have a chance to see the newspapers because 
Jtxsepli takes them to his study as soon as they are delivered. 

"You .sliould not have appointed a general as ambassador in 
Vienna, Manistcr Talleyrand, but a professional diplomat/’ Joseph 
was saying. 

Talleyrand raised his eyebrows and smiled. "Our Republic has 
not yet a sufficient number of professional diplomats, M. Bonaparte. 
We must do the best we can. You yourself helped us out in Italy, did 
you not?" 

That did it. Joseph was merely a "substitute diplomat" in the 
opinion of thi.s Minister Talleyrand, who seemed to be in charge of 
our foreign affairs. 

"And besides-—" this was Barra.s’ na.sal voice — "besides, this Ber- 
nadotte is one of the mo.st able men at our di.spo.sal, don’t you agree, 
General Bonaparte? I remember that when you were in urgent need 
{)f reinforcemenls in Italy, the Minister of War ordered Bernadottc 
to join you wiih llie best division in the Rhine Army. With a whole 
divi.sion, during the worst part of the winter, this man crossed the 
Alps in ten ]uua\s--asccnt, .six hours; descent, four hours. If I cor- 
rectly recall llic letter you .sent us at the time, General, you were 
profouiKlly im[)rcs.sed,’’ 

"The man’s undoubtedly an outstanding general, but- — ’’ Joseph 
shrugged • -"diplomat? Or politician?" 

"1 heiieve that it was right to raise the Republican flag in Vienna. 
Why shouid the Ihench Embassy not do so when all the other embas- 
sies w-ere?" Talleyrand .spoke thoughtfully. "And after this infringe- 
ment of our extraterritorial rights, this offence against our Embassy, 
GencT.ii IkriLidottc left Vienna at once. But I think tiiat an apolog)- 
fnam the Austrian Government will reach Paris before he does." 

d'allcyrand studied the polished fingernails of his extraordinarily 
narrow h:inds. "At any rate,’’ he concluded, "we could not have 
found a better man to send to Vienna.” 

An a.imost imperceptible smile passed over Barras' swarthy face 
and slightly blurred features, "A mao of vision — with political fore- 
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sight as The Director dropped his iorgnon and looked with 

naked eyes at Nap<3lcon. Napoleon’s lips had narrowed, the vein 
was heating at his temple. "A convinced Republican," fktrras com 
linued, "who is determiticd to destroy enemies of llic Repuhii(, 
cither at htJJiie or abroad." 

"And his next appoiittniciiL.^" That ITotsi Joseph, wluise jealonsv 
ot the Ambassador in Vienna had caused him to lo.se hi.s .sdi- 
control. 

I'he lorgnon wms glittering once more. "The Republic need.s reli- 
able men. And I can imagine why a man who began ids militar) 
career as a simple recruit enjoys the confidence irf the Army, Anii 
as this man has also justified tlie Government’s confidence, it wtaild 
be only natural. ..." ,, 

"Our future Minister of War!" Pointed No.se, Poiiic Idirector 
l'ouchc% had spoken. 

Barras adju.sted his lurguon and considered witli intiTcht IhertVc 
T'allien’s Venetian lace chemi.sc—heavcn know.s it: was onlv a ilumisr 
---which had appeared beiore us. "Our be.iutiful 'riieirM'," Ih. 
smiled as he ro.se heavily. 

But There.se re.straincd him. "Do .slay, Director. .'Vihi here i.s our 
Italian hero. ... A delightful afuTuoon, General Bon.ipartc, 
Josephine looks charming--and what is tins I he.ir.^ ^'ou .ire l.ikiug 
little ,Cug<!ne to the Pyrandd.s a.s Adjutant.^ M.iy I present Chtvrard 
to you; he is the man wijo supplied your It.vlian Army with ten thun- 
.sand pairs of htiots. , , . Ouvrard, here he is in person —‘the strong 
man of Prance'!" The round little m.in follosGng in her wake tsovsrd 
down almost to the floor. 

.Elisa nudged me. "Pier late.st friend! Army (.ontratlor Om-raf-d 
-She’s been living with Barra.s again until recently. She gave iiini up 
for a time to Josephine, yon know; but at precsent the old tool Ikirr.iv 
prefers fifteen'ycar-old.s--it’.s so unrefined, 1 think; Id-. Ii.iir i.s dved 
of course; no one has natural hair that black-- •" 

f suddenly felt that I could not .stand another minme id the 
ing, .sweetly scented HlLsa. I jumped up, walked tjuickly [o the doo? 
and looked for a mirror in the hall where I could powd.er nu rm.t 
'i'he hall was almost dark. Before I got a.s far as the c.indlo tliiku- 
ing before the tall mirror, I jumped back in surprise T w(i pumlc 
■ r,f.tf ■■ 



who had been pressed close together in a corner sprang apart, i saw 
a shimmering white dress. 

"Oh — I beg your pardon.” I spoke involuntarily. 

I’he white figure stepped swiftly forward into the candlelight. 
"But why.^” Josephine casually tidied her ciiildlikc curls. "May I 
present to you M. Charles. Hippolyte, this is my brotlier-in-law Jo- 
scpli's charming sister-in-law— we are both his sisters-in-law, so wc 
arc related, are we not, Mile D&iree?” 

A very young man, no more than twenty-five, bowed gracefully 
before me. “This is M. Hippolyte Charles,” Josephine said, "one of 
our youngest and most successful . . . What do you do, Hippolyte? 
... Yes, of course, one of our most successful army contractors — ” 

Josephine laughed softly, and Cbviously considered the whole 
episode a great joke. "Mile D&iree is one of my former rivals, 
Hippolyte,” she added. 

"A victorious or defeated rival?” M. Charles immediately asked. 

'j’hcre wasn’t time to an.swer; spurs jingled and Napoleon shouted, 
''Jo.sepliine - -Josephine, where are you hiding? Our guests are asking 
for you.” 

”1 was ju.st .showing Mile Desiree and M. Charles the Venetian 
mirror you pre,sented to me in Montebello, Bonaparte.” Josephine 
was unperturbed. She took Napoleon’s arm and guided him toward 
M. Charles. 

"f want you to meet one of our young army contractors. . . . And 
now, M. (ih.u'les, you shall have the wish of your heart. You nia)' 
shake hands with Italy's liberator.” Josephine’s laugh was charming 
and quickly dissipated Napoleon’s irritation. 

"You wanted to talk to me, Euge — Desiree?” Napuleon turned 
to me. 

Josepiiine put her hand on Hippolyte Charles’ arm. "(tome vcilh 
me ■■■■I must look after ray other gutests.” 

\X'e stiioti opposite each other, alone in the flickering candlelight. 
I began to rummage in my handbag. Napuleon had stepped over to 
the iTiirrt,)!- and was staring at hi.s reflection. In this light, deep 
shadows ringed liis eyes, and his thin cheeks were hollow. 

"Xi'oa iieard what Barras said?” he asked abruptly. He was so 
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absorbed in his thoughts that he couldn't have notued thiU he h.ui 
called me tn, as he had when we were such great friend^, 

"Yes, I heard him; but I didn’t understand," I said. "1 diui t 
know anything about politics.” 

He kept staring into the mirror. ” T.ncmies ot llu; Kepubli* in.sidt 
I'rance.' Lovely expression. He meant me. Lor he is tpiile aunfi 
that today 1 could— ” He .stopped .studying the Ivvikhin;.^ sli.uii>v\s 
in the mirror and gnawed his underlip, ”\Ve generals s.ivnl the IL • 
public. And we generals hold it together. We might suddenly wish 
to form our own Government. They beheaded tiie King. Siiue Ins 
death the kingly crown has been in disrepute, like sjunellung io.sseo' 
in the gutter. One need only bend down and pick it up. " 

He spoke as in a dream. And again I felt as I had ne.ir tin. 
hedge in our garden: first frightened, and then with a childish 
desire to laugh away this fear. He turned abruptly: lus x.uiie wa.s 
sharp: "But I am going to Hgypt. Let the directors go tin tpiaiTelim,' 
w'ith political partie.s, and .selling out lo army (onlr.uti*rs, “-urtot atfu-' 
France in worthle.ss :r.ssignal.s. 1 am going to h.g.vpf, winie I sh.dl 
raise the flag of the Repiihlic ..." 

"Forgive me for interrupting )on, General,'' J said,. "1 have writ 
ten down a lady’.s name for you. and will you please see that .slic is 
provided for." 

He took the slip of paper out ot my ham! ami moved t lu-er u> sin 
tandlesticks. "Marie Meunier*--who is that.’'" 

"The woman who had been living with {»euer,il lh!pii.>i, tiif 
mother of his .son. I promi.scd Duphot that tliev wttuhi bi 
cared for.” 

Napoleon dropped the hand holding the slip ttl p,t|-f.r. Ho. \.n. t 
was gentle and pitying. "I wa.s .sorry, very sorry. Vou u<. ic riii?.r.:t .i 
to Duphot, De.sirec.^” 

1 wanted to scream at him, to tell him om.e ami tm .ih oh.j I 
had enough of thi.s wretched comedy. "You kruiw tjuiu- ufi! ih.u ! 
hardly knew Duphot.” I spoke hoarsely. "1 don't kuttw v^hv 
torment me, General," 

"How, little Dccsiree.^" 

"With these offers of marriage! I've luid enough ot ic i \saui 
peace.” . - ".:■■■ 
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■'Believe me, only in marriage can a woman find the real meaning 
of her life,” Napoleon said unctuously. 

"I — I sliould like to throw these candlesticks at your head,” I 
burst out, digging my fingernails into my palms to keep from snatch- 
ing the candlesticks. He came to me and smiled. That irresistible 
smile which had once meant heaven and earth and hell to me! 

"We are friends, aren’t we, Bernardine Eugenic Desiree?” he 
asked. 

"Promise me that this Marie Meunier will be given a widow’s 
pension? And the child an orphan’s allowance?” 

"Oh, there you are, D&iree — ^get ready, w^e must be going.” It 
was Julie, wdio had come in with Joseph. They both stopped in sur- 
prise when they saw Napoleon and me. We stood stiffly opposite 
each other but then suddenly smiled, 

"Do you promise, General?” I repeated. 

"I promise, Mile Desiree." Casually he lifted my hand to his lips. 
Then Jo.seph .stepped between us and with many pats on the shoulder 
took leave of hi.s brother. 
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Paris, four weeks later 

The happiest day of my life began like all other days in Paris. 
After breakfast I took the small green watering can to water both 
dusty palms which Julie brought from Italy in two pots and keeps in 
tile tilniiig room, Joseph and Julie sat across from each other at break- 
fast; Joseph was reading a letter, and I only half-listened to what Ijc 
said, 

"'Ehere, you see, Julie--he has accepted my invitation!” 

"For heaven’s sake, we’ve made no preparation' — -and whom else 
do you want to invite? Shall w^e try to get spring chickens? And as 
a first course, trout in mayonnaise? Though trout is frightfully dear 
at the moment. You should have given me warning, Joseph!” 



"I wasn’t sure whether he'd come. He’s only betai Ku k in Paris 
a few days and he is overwhelmed with invitatiotis. I'veryonc wants 
to hear right from him what actually hap(X'ned in Vienna.” 

I left the room to refill the watering can. 'riic tlnsty palms lu'ed .i 
lot of water. When I returned, Jo.scph was saying, . . wmte io 
him lliat my honoured friend, Director Barras, and toy hrotlier N.o 
polcon had told me so many splendid things ah<tut him th.U 1 slauild 
be most happy to welcome him in my own home for a tmuiest me.ti,” 

"Strawberries with Madeira sauce for dessert," jnlic tonsidert'd 
out loud. 

"And he accepted! Do you know’ what that ine.ins.'' A personal 
contact w’ith France’s future Minister of War established, Napoleon's 
express wash fulfilled. Barras makes no secret of the fact that he 
will entrust him with the Ministry of War. With old Sdierer, N.t- 
poleon could do what he liked; but we don't know about this neu 
one. Julie, the meal must he especially good and . , 

"Whom else shall w^e ask?” 

I look the bowl wdth the early roses from the cenfre (>( the timing 
room table and carried it out to the kitchen to change the v-ate!. 
When I came back Jo.seph was saying, "An intini.ite liidc' f.uinlv 
dinner party- -that will he best! Then Lueien ami 1 tan talk to him 
undisturbed. So —Josephine, Lueien and Christine, you ,uu! I.” lie 
looked at me. "Yes, and of cour.se the child. Make ynurself ixani! 
ful; tonight you will meet the future War Minister oi brante.” 

How they bore me, these "intimate family tiinner parties” uhiui 
Joseph loves giving for .some deputy, genera! or anth.i.ss.uii»r. "Pam 
ily dinners” arranged only so that Jo.sepli can learn stunc I'K-himl-lht- 
scenes political secrets and pass them on in long letters sent In' .speii.il 
comriers across the seas to Napoleon, who is mi hi.s uay in ligcpi. 
So far Joseph has not accepted or been offered a new pest anih>a.ss.!- 
dor. He apparently prefers to live in Paris, "touis of puhliml uiii? 
ests”; and since the last elections he has been a fiorskan dapniv: im 
Napoleon’s victorie.s have made the Island, naturally, tcrnldy pumm! 
of the Bonapartes. 

Independent of Joseph, Lueien was a candidate tor ( urn, ^ lu the 
elections; and he, too, was elected to the Council of the Live Huii 
dred. A few day,s ago, shortly after Napoleon’s departure, he and 



his Christine moved to Paris. Mme Letizia found them a place to 
live atid they manage to get along somehow on Lucien’s small salary 
as a deputy. Lucien beIong.s to the extreme Left. When he was told 
that Napoleon expected him to divorce the innkeeper's daughter, 
Lucicn was convulsed. "My military brother seems to have gone 
mad! What dcresn’t he like about my Christine?" 

"Her father’s inn," Joseph tried to explain. 

"Well, our mama’s father has a peasant’s farm on Corsica," Lucien 
laughed, "and it’s a small farm at that.” 

But Lucien suddenly frowned, stared at Joseph and said, "Napo- 
leon has some very remarkable ideas, for a Republican." 

Lucien’s speeches are printed in the nevespapers almost every day. 
This young man, thin, with dark-blond hair, and blue eyes that 
sparkle when he gets excited, is a talented public speaker. I don't 
know whether or not Lucien enjoys Joseph’s "intimate family din- 
ners" at which everyone tries to make so-called useful contacts; per- 
haps he comes only so as not to hurt Julie’s and Joseph's feelings. 

While I wavS putting on my yellow silk dress, Julie slipped into 
my room. After her usual "If only everything will go well," she sat 
down on my bed. "Do tie the brocade ribbon in your hair, it’s .so 
becoming," .she .suggested. 

"Fli ruin it— and anyway no one is coming who could possibly 
intere.st me," I said, rummaging in my ribbon-and-comb box. 

"Jo.seph heard that this future War Minister has said that Na- 
poleon's Lg}’ptian campaign is pure madness and that the Govern- 
ment .shouldn’t have allowed him to go,” Julie said. 

I was in a bad liumour and finally decided not to wear any ribbon 
in my hair but just to sweep my curls up and try to keep them there 
with two C(.)mf'>s. "These political dinners bore me beyond belief," 
i grumbled. 

"Josephine didn’t want to come at first,” Julie said. "Joscpii had 
to give iier a long explanation about how important it is for Napo- 
leon to .stand in well with this coming man. She recently bought that 
country Itouse, Malmaison, you know, and she had planned to drive 
out there with some friends for a picnic." 

"She’s right,” I answered. "The weather is so glori(.>us.” 1 looked 
out of the window at the pale blue evening. Through the open 



window wafted the fragrance of lime blossoms. I began positively 
to hate this unknown guest of honour. We, heard a carriage drive up 
to the door, and with a last "If only it goes well," julie hurried nif, 

I didn’t feel in the least like going down to greet the guests. And 
1 didn’t, until the babble of voices was very loud arid I felt thai 
everyone had arrived and that Julie was probably waiting fur me 
before having dinner announeed. 

It occurred to me that I might go to bed and .say 1 h.ul a he.id.uhe, 
hut 1 was already at the drawing room door. 'Mie very next moment 
I would have given anything in the world if 1 actually had gone tn 
bed with a headache. 

He stood with his back to the clour; nevertheless, I recoguixed him 
at once — a tower of a man in a dark-blue uniform with vast gold 

epaulettes and a broad sash in the Republican colouf.s. 1 he: uthers- 

Joseph and Julie and Jovsephine and Liuien anei liis ( hristine stood 
in a semicircle around him, toying witli small gla.sses. It wa.s not my 
fault that I remained paralyzed at the door, staring horritud .it that 
broad-shouldered back. But the senncinle foutnl iv\y iH-h.ivtum 
peculiar. Joseph stared at me iwcr iiis guest's shoulder, the othtrs 
followed hi.s glance, and finally the huge tall lu.ui fe.ilixni tli.ii Mime« 
thing unusual was gfung on behind his hack. 

He stopped talking and turned around. 

His eyes went wide with a.stonishmcnt. I umld tsardly hre.uhe. 

my heart beat so hard. "Ddsirce- come along, we're w,iiling for 

you," Julie said. 

At the same time Jusepli came over, took my arm and N.od, ' And 
this is my wife’s little sister. General Bernadutie; mv ^tster indau. 
Mile Desiree Clary." 

I couldn’t look at him. i concentrated on une f»f lii.s guid him^ins 
was aware as in a dream that he ki.ssed my hand, .nul thtsi heard 
Joseph say, from somewhere far away, "We were interrupied, de.n 
General. You were saying that 

’’I--rve quite forgotten what I was saying.'’ 

Among a thousand voices, I would have known his. h the 
voice of the rain-drenched bridge, the voice in the dark corner of Ui.. 
carriage, the voice at the door of the house in tlie rue du (iu. 

"Please come to dinner," Julie .said; but General Beni.ukdh: didn i 



budge. ‘'Please come to dinner," Julie repeated, going over to him. 
At last he offered her his arm; Joseph and Josephine, Lucien, his 
ilmhby (.Christine and I followed. 

Tills ‘'intimate family dinner party" given for political reasons 
was different — oh, so different from what Joseph had expected, 
Joseph ii;ul planned for General Bernadotte to sit between hi.s ho.stess 
anti Gen. Napoleon Bonaparte’s %vife. Lucien was on Josephine’s 
otiicf side so tliat he himself would be oppo.site General Bernadotte. 
Joseph thought this arrangement would enable him to direct the 
conversation successfully. 

But General Bernadotte seemed a trifle absent-minded. He busied 
himself mechanically with the terrifically expensive trout, and Josepli 
had to raise his glass twice before the General noticed, I could see 
that he was working on some problem. I suppose he was trymg to 
remember what he had been told that evening in the Tallien's draw- 
ing room: "Napoleon has a fiancee in Mar.seilles, a young girl with 
.1 large dowry. Hi.s brotlier is married to this girlls sister. Napoleon 
is leaving this girl, and the dowry, in the lurch™" 

Jo.sepii had to remind General Bernadotte three time.s before he 
rcali/.ed that we were waiting to drink to our guest of honour. 
Hastily he raised his glass. Then he seemed to remember his dinner 
partner and his duties as a guest. He turned to Julie abruptly: "Has 
your sister been living in Paris very long.^’’ 

The que.stion was .so unexpected that it .startled Julie, and she 
didn't understand it, 

"h'ou are both from Marseilles, aren’t you. I know that, but has 
vour sister bicen in Pari.s long.^" he persisted. 

Julie pulled herself together. "No, slie's been here only a Ixtw 
month;;. It's the finst time she’s ever been in Pari.s. And you like it 
here very nmcii, don’t you, Ddstree.?" 

"ikiris is a lovely city,” I recited, stiff as a schoolgirl. 

"Yes. wlien it'.s not raining,” he said, and Ids eyes narrowed. 

"Oh- even in the rain." Christine, the innkeeper’s daughter from 
.St, M.iximin, .spiske eagerly. "Paris is a fairy-tale city. 1 think." 

"You are right, madame. Fairy tales can happen even in the raiir" 
he replied seriously. 

Joseph was getting restless. He hadn’t written tho.se persuasive 



letters — in an effort' to secure the presence ot tlie future Minister of 
War in his homc—merely to discuss the weather and its iniUicncc on 
fairytales. 

"Yesterday f had a letter from my brother Napoleon," Joseph said 
nieanitii^fully. But it seemed that Bernadottc \va,s not ai ail inier- 
ested. "My hri)thcr write.s that his joiimey is pro^rc-ssii'ijt at.roiahV)!!, 
to plan and that .so far he* lias not seen the British i‘ieet iiruler 
Nelson," 

"Then your brotlier lias good luck," Bernatloiit’ s.aiil good- 
naturedly and raised his gla.ss to Joseph, "d'o the g«uHl heahh of 
General Bonaparte. I am greatly indebted to him." 

Joseph didn’t know whether to be off’ended or pleased. But there 
was no doubt that Bernadottc considered his rank quite ecpial to 
Napoleon’s. True, Napoleon had been given a .suprt'me command 
in Italy; but Bernadottc in the meantime, had h(‘en an Ambassa<.jof; 
and he knew he was to get tiie Mini.itry of War. 

It happened while we were eallug the .spring chickens. Josephine 
-ye.s, oddly enough it was Josephine, Napoleon's wite, who precipi 
tated it. For .some time I'd noliccal that she was louldng ciiriousiv 
from me to General Bernadolte and hath to me. 1 don’t Mippost- 
anyone i.s more aware than Josephine ol the feeling of tension and 
tlie subtle vibrations between a man atul a woman. Se far --.hr hadn't 
said much. But at Julie’s, "It’s her lirst vi.sif to Paris," josep-hine 
raised her thin plucked eyebrows .uu! glanced at Bern.idtifte with 
interest. It is possible, very po.s.sible, that .she rcaailetl set. ing !k-jn.i 
dotte at the 'rullien’s that afternoon. And at last .she had an esuise 
to put an end to Joseph’.s milil:afy*po}itii:al talk and to imrculiice a 
.subject whicli intere.sted her more. She heat her tlnidlilu- ( uric iu'.ui 
slightly to one side, twdnklcd at Ika’nudotte aiul asked, "!l i.in’t h.i\e 
been easy for you as an Ambassador in Vienna. I nuMn lu-, ,uise vnu 
are unrnarried, General Bernadolte, Did you not ofun miss dua 
presence of a lady at the limhassy.^" 

Bernadottc firmly put down his knife and fork, "Ihux' right cuu 
are, dear Josephine — and I may call you Josepljine, m.iv 1 not, as 1 
did in the old days at your friend Mme Tallten's? And 1 cannot tdl 
you Jaow unhappy I’c'c been not to be married. But " he turned to 



the others at the table— *‘but I ask you, ladies and gentlemen, what 
am I to do?” 

No one knew whether he was joking or in earnest. Everyone was 
ill at ease and remained silent until Julie finally said, with forced 
politeness, ”1 .suppose you haven’t found the right lady yet, General.” 

"But yes, madame, I have found her. But she simply vanished and 
now--” He .shrugged his .shoulders in a comic gesture of embar- 
ra.ssmcnt and looked at me. Elis whole face was gay with laughter, 

"And now ytai must look for her and a.sk her to marry you,” cried 
(Pristine. She was enjoying the conversation and didn't think it at 
all odti, At home in the taproom at St, Maximin tlie young men, 
drinking their glass of wine, had always talked about their love 
allairs. 

"You are quite right, madame,” Bernadotte .said seriously. ”I 
.shall ask her to marry me!” 

With that he jumped up, pushed back his chair and spoke to 
Joseph. "M. Joseph Bonaparte, I have the honour to ask for the 
hand of your .si.sler>in“iaw, Mile Desiree Clary,” 

He Svit down again, calmly, and continued to look steadily at 
Joseph. 

De.ithly silence. A dock ticked and I was .sure they could also 
hear my iieart pounding. I stared at the white tablecloth in despair, 

“I do!\'t quite uiulerstand, General Bcniatlutte. . , . Are you 
.seritHi.s?” 1 heard Jt>se[>]i a.sk. 

"Very serious.” 

Deathly silence again. 

"I— -(.{link you mu.st give Desiree time to consider your honourable 
oiler,” Jo.seph .said. 

”I have given her time, M, Bonaparte." 

"But you’ve only met her for the first time!” Jniie’.s voice tremhleii 
with excitement. 

1 rai.set{ my lusul, "I should be very happy to marry you, Gener.il 
lAernadotte." 

Was that my voice? A chair crashed over backward as .somecau' 
jumped up in surprise. All these astonished faces--! siinj'iiy couldn't 
stand it, 1 tlon’t know how I got out of the dining room, but sud- 
denly 1 wM.s upstairs on my bed and weeping. 



Then the door opened and Julie came in and held nK; close and 
tried tx) soothe me. "You don't have to marry him unless you v.ant 
to, dear. Don’t cry, don’t cry — " 

"But I can’t help cryiriju:,'’ 1 .sobbed, "I can’t help if; i'ln .so tor- 
ribly Iiappy tliat J have to cry," 

Thouglu J vva.shcd my face in cold water and powilcreil profuse!)', 
Bernadottc .said at otree, wJicn I reappeared in the drawiiyi» rmtui, 
"1 see you have been crying again, Mile .Ddsiree!*’ 

He was sitting next to Josephine on a small sola; bul Jo.sephinc 
got right up and said, "Desiree must sit next to JeamBapti.ste." 

So I sat next to him, and they all began to talk cpiickly to covor 
their embarrassment. Joseph had brought the champagne we hatl not 
drunk at the table into the drawing room, and Julie gave us eadi .i 
small plate, 

"We forgot the de.s.scrt,’’ she said. So lim .slrawl'n'fries vN'ith 
Madeira .sauce were served and helped us tlirough these awkuartl 
moments. Afterward, Bernailotle, wlio was not iu the Ic.'st vlis.uii 
certed but in exuberant spirits, a.sked Julie politely, "Madame, would 
you object if I invi(:e<l )»our sister for .1 little drive?" 

Julie nodded uruierstandingly, "Of course not, dear ikiieml. 
When.^ Tomorrow aftenioon,'’’’ 

"No, I thought-- riglit tu)w,'’ Beru.uiotfe .said, 

"But it’.s already dark!" Julie was horrifusl; it w.isn t s otesids'O-d 
proper for a young girl to drive with a gentleman late in the mi- 
ning. 

1 rose lirnily. "Only a .sht)rt drive, Julie," I .said. "We II be l>.ub 
.soon." With that I ran out of tlie room .so cjuickly that Beniadotu 
hardly bad a cliance to make his farewelLs to the oIIk.ts. 

His carriage sbuid outside the house. It was open, ,md we drove 
through the fragrance of lime blossoms and tlu; ilark iiiiu.- spring 
evening. But as wc approached tlie centre i>f the tit\x tlu iiglu.s oi 
Paris were so bright that we could nti longer see the stars. .S^i far wt 
hadn’t .said a word to each other. As we drove aOug; beside the 
Seine, Bernadotte called out to the coachman. 'I'he carriage stujsped 
at a bridge. 

"This is the bridge,” Bernadotte said; and we svaikeil Hose tn- 



gcthcr to the centre, where we leaned over the parapet and watched 
the lights of Paris dancing on the water. 

"I called at the rue du Bac several times and asked about you, in 
the rear building; but no one would give me any information.’' 

1 nodded. "They knew that I had come to Paris secretly." 

When we walked back to the carriage he put Ids arm around my 
shoulder. My head reached just to his epaulettes. 

"You said that you were too small for me," he said, 

"Yes, and I’ve grown smaller, for at that time I v\'as still wearing 
high heels. But they aren’t fashionable now. Perhaps it doe.sn’t 
matter.” 

"What doesn’t matter.^" 

"That I’m so small” 

"No, not at all On the contrary," 

"Why on the contrary.?" 

"I like you the way you are." 

On the drive home he put his arm around me. 1 pressed my cheek 
against his shoulder, but the gold wire epaulettes scratched my face, 
"'rhesc horrible gold things bother me," I murmured. 

He laughed softly. "I know you can’t bear generals." 

It suddenly occurred to me that he is tlic fifth general who has 
iLsked me to marry him: Napoleon, Junot, Marmont, Duphot — 1 
pushed the thought aside and went on happily scratching my check 
on the epaulettes of a general named Bernadottc. 

When we returned to tlie drawing room, the other guests had 
already gone. Julie and Joseph greeted us. "I hope we shall .see you 
here often, General," Joseph said. 

1 began, "livery day, won’t we-—’’ and paused, 'rheti, for the first 
time, 1 said, "Won’t we — Jean-Baptiste.?” 

"We have decided to he married very stK»n, if you approve," 
[k.‘rnadolte told Joseph — though actually we hadn't discus.sed the 
‘A'edding at all. But I want to marry him very, very soon. 

"d'omorrow I’ll begin looking for a nice little house; and as soon 
.IS 1 find one that Desiree and I like, we’ll be married." 

Like a beloved, far-off melody the memory sang in my heart, "1 
have saved part of my pay for years; 1 can buy a Httie house for yv>u 
and the child- 


''I’ll write Mama tonight. Good night, General ik*rtuulotte,” J 
heard Julie saying. And Joseph— "Good night, dear l')rothcr-in-Ia\v! 
My brother Napoleon will be delighted with tin's news." 

As soon as Joseph was alone with Julie and me he s.iit], "1 can't 
understand it at all. Bernadotte isn’t a man who niake.s rash 
decisions.’' 

"Isn’t he too old for Desiree? He is at least . , 

"Middle thirties, I should say," said Joseph to Julie. And to me 
— "Tell me, Desiree, do you realize that you are marrying one of 
the most distinguished men in the Republic ..." 

"The trousseau — ” Julie interrupted. "If DAsiree really is to be 
married soon, we must begin to worry about tiie trousseau!" 

"This Bernadotte must have no occasion to say that the trousseau 
of a sister-in-law of a Bonaparte is not perfect," Jo.sepli insisted. 
"How long will it take you to have everything ready?" 

"We can buy everything quickly,” Julie said, "but embroidering 
the monograms take.s time." 

For the first time, I joined this lively coiivcrsalion, "’The trous- 
seau is ready in Marseille.s, We need only have the buxes sent liere. 
And I finished the monogram.s age.s ago." 

"Yes, yes, of course," Julie said, Iier eyes open wide with surprise. 
"Yes, D&irec is right — the monograms are done. IT " 

•'B, B, and again B." J smiled and went to the do(>r. 

"Ihe whole affair .strikes me a.s very peculiar," Ju.seph muttercij 
suspiciously. 

"If she’ll only be happy,” Julie whispered. 

I am happy. Dear Lord in Heaven, dear lime trees ouisiile aUmg 
the road, dear roses here in the blue va,se-~l am so fumpitjtih ha})(n’. 




MARSHAL BERNADOTTE’S LADY 





Sceaux, near V am, autumn of 
Year VI {1798) 

I married General Jeari-Bapliste BcrmuloKc on ihc tliirict'nth of 
Thermidor in the sixth year of the Rejuihlic at sevon u’dutk in tlie 
evening, at the registry oKiee in the l*arisi;in suluirh ot Ss e.uix. My 
husband’s witnesses were )iis triend, (..ij'Jtain ot (.av.dry Aiiiuinc' 
Morien, and M. Francois Desrangevs, Nol.iry of Steaux. I h.ul soy 
uncle Somis, without whom no family wedding couhl ever seem ipiile 
complete, and of course Joseph. At the hist moment I.uuen Bona- 
parte also appeared at the registry ofiite, so 1 mart bed tip with three 
witnesses. 

After the ceremony vs^e all drove to the rue du Roehcr where juiie 
had prepared a veritable bantpiet. (Hverytlsing W'ent oit well, Imt 
Julie had worried so about it she hadn’t slept for thrte nights.) So 
.IS not to hurt anyone’s feelings, Joseph Inui rounded up every last 
Bonaparte living in Paris or anywhere near. Mine l.etixi.i ke|;»t saying 
how disappointed she wa.s that her .step-brother I'esth. who has re- 
turned to his church, couldn’t be there. Mama originally hoped to 
come up from Genoa, but she has been sick and decided tla.- joume\ 
in the summer heat would be too strenuous. Jean- H.ipt isle h.sh's 
family gatherings, and since he has no relatives in Pari.s anyway., In- 
asked only his old comrade Morien. 

My wedding was, therefore, completely dominated by Bon-qiart ,:.. 
My easygoing, countrified uncle Somis could hardly Ik- oxj-tccted to 
compete with them. To my surprise, Joseph also inviu-d Genera! 



Junot and his Laura — at Napoleon's request Junot recently married 
Laura Permon, the daughter of a Corsican friend of Mme Letizia. 
Junot is attached to Napoleon’s staff in Egypt and was iii Paris only 
to report to the Government on Napoleon’s entry into Alexandria 
and Cairo and on his victorious Battle of the Pyramids. 

I was frightfully bored at my wedding. Our dinner party began 
very late because it’s now fashionable to be married in the evening, 
and so Joscpli decided that we shouldn’t go to the registry office until 
seven o'clock. Julie wanted me to stay in bed ail day to look as rested 
and pretty as possible. Naturally, I had no time for that; I had to 
help Marie arrange our new dishes in the kitchen cupboard. And 
there are many other things to do to get the house ready. 

Two days after Jean-Baptiste and I became engaged — ^Julie still 
hadn’t recovered from the shock — the General arrived with the news 
that he had found a suitable house. “Desiree,” he urged, “come 
look at it right away.” 

Our little house is in the me de la Lunc in Sccaux. Number three. 
On the ground floor we have a kitchen, a dining room, and a small 
room in wbicii Jean-Baptiste has his desk and his books. Every day 
he bring.s mure books; and we call this little room “the study.” 

On the floor above there’s a beautiful bedroom with a tiny dress- 
ing room. Jean-Baptiste had the attic rebuilt into two small bedrooms 
for Marie and Fernand. Of course I brought my Marie and Jean- 
Baptiste liis Fernand. 

Mama wanted to take Marie with her to Genoa, but Marie refused 
to go. She said nothing about her plans for the future, but rented a 
single room in Marseilles and supported herself by cooking on special 
occasions for people who were proud to employ “Mme Clary’s former 
cook.” I'lrough .Marie never said so in her letters, I knew that she 
wa.s waiting in Marseilles. The day after my engagement I wrote 
her a sliort note: “I am engaged to the General B. of the Bridge, the 
one 1 h)ld yam about. We’ll be married as soon as he finds a suitable 
house. If I know him, he will find this house within twenty-four 
hours. Wlien can you come to me.^” I got no answer to this letter. 
A week later Marie was in Paris. 

“How do you think your Marie and my Fernand will get on to- 
gether?” Jean-Baptiste asked. 



"Who is your Fernand?” 1 asked uneasily. 

It seems that Fernand comes fromPau, Jean-lhiptistc’s home tv>\vi\ 
in Gascony, that they were schoolmates, aiicl then joined ilie .Arni)- 
at the same time. Jean-Baptiste got one promotion after aiiutlier, Imm 
i'ernand was always on the verge of being thrown out ailogdhi r, 
b'ernand is small and fat; and whenever he had to march, his iert 
liurt; and every time an attack was ordered, Fernand had a slumath' 
ache. So of course he coiiltln’t do anything and it was all very un- 
pleasant for him. Neverthelcs.s, he wanted to remain a sohlicr tn 
lie near Jean-Baptiste. He has a passion for polishing btJots and cun 
get the worst grease .spots otf a uniform, like magic. ''I’wo years agii 
Fernand was honourably discharged from the Army and now devotes 
hi.s full time to the boot.s, grease spots and every last wish of jean- 
Baptiste. 

”i am my General's valet and former schoolmate,” he said when 
he was presented to me. 

Fernand and Marie immediately bcg.ui to tjuarrel. Marie cluirneii 
that Fernand .stole food from the pantry, while i'Vrnanil aaused 
Marie of taking his shoe bruslies ■ in; has twenty-four ol them and 
the General’s laundry, which she had tieiided tit wash w ithmd usking 
him. 

The hrst tmie I saw our little house I .said to je.m-B.iptiste, ”1 
must write Etienne to send you my dowry right away.” 

Jean"Baptiste'.s nostriks tjuivered in contempt. "What dt; viui lake 
me for? Do you think I would ti.irni.sh my Itome wiih mv briilc's 
money?” 

"But Joseph used Julie’ .s dowry--” I began. 

"Please don’t compare me with the Bona partes,’ he s,ud sharply. 
But then he put his arm lovingly around mt; and laughed. "Litiir 
girl, little girl — today Beniadotte can afford to buy you only a doll’s 
hou.se in .Sccaux! But if you crave a castle, well . . 

I cjuickly exclaimed, "Oh, please not that! Protnisc- nuc ili.it v.c'il 

never have to live in a castle." 

With hc'rror 1 recalled the long months in those Italian p.iluirs. 
and also that Bernad()tte was called "the coming m.'uj.” His uohi 
epaulettes glittered dangerou.sly. 

"Promise me: never a castle!” I implored. 



He looked at me. "We belong together, Desiree,” he said and he 
was no longer smiling. "In Vienna I lived in a palace of sorts. To- 
morrow I could be at the front, camping in the open. Day after 
tomorrow my headquarters may be in a castle and 1 would, of course, 
ask you to join me. Would you refuse?” 

We were standing under the big chestnut tree in our future garden. 
We would be married soon, and then I would try to be a good house- 
wife; to make the house attractive, the rooms tidy, and keep it neat, 
I wanted to belong here — in this tiny house, in this garden with tlic 
old chestnut tree and the neglected flowerbeds. But now the picture 
was spoiled by memories of ghostly, high-ceiiinged halls, spurs clank- 
ing on marble tiles, and lackeys in everyone’s way, 

"Would you refuse?” Jean-Baptiste repeated. 

"We will be very happy here,” I whispered. 

"Would you refuse?” he persisted. 

I put my cheek on his shoulder; by this time I was used to the 
gold epaulettes scratching my face. "I will never refuse,” I said, 
"but I would not be happy.” 

On the morning of my wedding day, Marie and I were kneeling 
in front of tlie kitchen cupboards, putting away the white china, 
decorated with tiny flowers, that Jean-Baptiste and I had picked out 
together. Marie asked, "Are you excited, Eugenie?” 

A few hours later, while Julie’s maid was curling my unruly hair 
witli an iron, in an effort to arrange it in Josephine-ringlets, Julie 
said, "1 think it’s funny that you don’t seem a bit excited.” 

I shiKjk my liead. .Excited? Since that wretched moment in the 
dark carriage, when Jean-Baptiste’s hand embodied all the warmth in 
my life, £ should have known that I belonged to him. In a few 
hours 1 would sign a piece of paper at the Sceaux Registry Oflice 
and thereby confirm what seems so right. No, I was not excited 
in the least. 

Tlie ceremony was followed by the dinner party at Julie’s at which 
I wa.s so bnred. 

Except for a toast to the bridal couple, launched by my perspiring 
unde Somis, and a passionate outburst from our orator, Lucieri 
Bonaparte, in honour of two children of the Revolution — he meant 
Jean-Bapti.ste and me — the convensatiDn was diidiy about Napoleon’. s 



Egyptian campaign. Joseph was determined to convisicc my podr 
Jean-Baptistc, who already is sick of the .subject, that ihe cuiajuest ot 
Egypt is frc.sli proof of Napoleon’s genius. And i.ucicn, uhn cosi- 
sioas his brotlaer Napoleon produirning the Rights of M.m all owr 
the world, supported Jo.scph. 

"I think it’s iniptjssible,'’ Jean-Baptisle said, "tur us to Imid Egvja 
for lotig. The Tngli.sh al.st> believe we can’t, atid tla.il's why thev 
refuse to involve thcniiselvcs in our colonial war."’ 

"But Napoleon has already cont|ucrctl Alcxandri.i .md (.airo/' 
Joseph insisted, "and won the Battle of the Pyramids." 

'That 'doesn’t worry the English particularly. After all, Egypt is 
under Turkish rule. The English consider our tnntp.s oti the Nik- a 
temporary danger." 

"The enemy casualties were twenty tijuu.sand in the ikittle of the 
Pyramids; ours less than fifty. Magnificent," Joseph iltxlared. 

Jean-Baptiste shrugged his shoulders. "Magjnficent.'' The gluriiuts 
French Army, commanded by Iheir brilliant Ckneral Bnu.iparle atid 
equipped with modern lieavy artillery, killed twenty tlioiis.uid h.df 
naked Africans, who didn’t even have shoes on theii ied, 1 wntild 
tall it a magnificent victory of cannon over spe.irs .md Ivtws anil 
arrows!’’ 

Liicien opened his mouth to contradit.t, hut ciianged his mmii. His 
blue, childishly radiant eyes cloudevh "Perisheii iti ihe n.uoe eg she 
Rights of Man,’’ .said he, finally. 

"The erul justifie,s the means. Napolettn will tinve deejur inic 
Africa and drive the Engli.sh from the Metiiterr.uieat!." jisH-ph lu- 
dared. 

"Tlie English have no uka of fighting us tm laud., XX’hy shoulvi 
they,^ After all, they have their fleet; and not even you will dmv 
that the Engli.sh fleet i.s far .superior to ours. And as .so.ai as dir\ 
have destroyed our .ship.s w'hich carried Bttnap.iric’s aaniies it 

Egypt- ’’ Jean-Baptistc lo(.)ked around the table. "Dtai’i voti si-. 

what’.s in the cards.^ Every hour, the French Army is in git.iki 
danger of being cut off from the Motherland; when thi', hap-jJC.-nN 
your brother and his — victorious — regiments will he caught in the 
desert like mice in a trap. This Egyptian campaign is a wiki gainld; 
and the stake is too high for our Republic!" 



I realized that Joseph and Jiinot would immediately write Na- 
poleon that my husband had called him a gambler. What I didn’t 
yet know, and what no one in Paris would have believed, was that 
exactly sixteen days ago the English Fleet, under the command of a 
certain Admiral Nelson, had attacked the whole French Fleet in the 
Bay of Aboukir and practically destroyed it. And that General Bona- 
parte was tlcspcratciy trying to establish contact with France, while 
lie pai'ed restlessly up and down in front of a tent and realized that 
he anil his troops might die there in the burning desert sand. Surely, 
on the night of my wedding, no one suspected that Jean-Baptiste 
Bernadette had predicted precisely what had already happened. 

I yawned for the second time — it's not quite the thing for a bride 
to do; but, after all, Fd never been married before so how could 1 
know how a bride should behave — anyway, I yawned and Jean- 
Baptiste got up and said quietly, "It’s late, Desiree, We must go 
home." 

It sounded so intimate We must go home.’’ 'Way down the 
table those schoolgirls, Caroline and Hortense, nudged each other 
and giggled. My jovial uncle Somis winked at me confidentially and 
patted my cheek wlien 1 said good night. "Don’t be afraid, my child. 
Bemaclotte won’t bite off your head." 

We drove to Sceaux in an open carriage through the liot, still, 
summer night. The stars and a round yclh'w moon seemed closc- 
erujugh to touch, and it seemed quite appropriate that we lived in 
the rue dc la Lune, When we reached our hou.se, we Found the din- 
ing roiun all lighted up. Tall candles shone out from the heavy silver 
candlesticks Josepliinc had given us from herself ami Napoleon for 
a wedding present. A gleaming white damask cloth, champagne 
gias.ses, a dish of grapes, peaches, and marzipan cakes were on the 
table; and in ttie wine cooler, a bottle of c{iampa;rnc. We saw no 
luic, and tlK' lionse was silent 

"Marie did it," I said delightedly. 

Blit Jean-Baptiste said, "No, it was Fernand." 

"But 1 know Marie’s marzipan cakes,” 1 insisted, as one melted 
in my mouth. 

Jean-Baptiste warily examined the champagne holttle, "If v\e 



drink any more tonigrit," he said, "we’ll both have horrible lieadudies 
iji Ihe morning.” 

1 nodtied and opened the door to the garden. In wat'feil the 
fragninee of fading nxsc.s; .sharp-etched chestnut leaves were riionu d 
\sith silver. Bcliind me, Jean- Baptiste blew out the la, 11 candle.s. 

(„)nr I'jedrooin \va,s pitcli-dark; but I groped iuy way to ihe window, 
pulled the curtains aside, and let in the silver moonlir.ht. ! heard 
]eau'.Baptiste go into the next room and bustle alnml in there. Pro!, 
ably he wants to give me time to undress imd go to beih 1 Ihoughi, 
and appreciated his thoughtfi.ilnes.s. I quickly slipped olt my dress 
and went over to the big double bed where my nightgown was laid 
out on the silk coverlet. 1 put on the nightgown, slitl under the 
blanket — and shrieked. 

"For God’.s sake, Desiree — wdiat’s W'fnng?" jcancBaptsste stood 
beside the bed. 

"I don’t kni.nv, .something stabbed me." I mtwed. "Cluch tliere 

it i.s again!” 

Jean-Bapti.stc lit a caiulle, 1 ,sat up aiul threw back the blanket ; 
Roses! Roses and more ro.ses willi sharp thorns! 

"What idiot--'?” exclaimed jean'Jkipti.sle while we built ga|H:;:d in 
astonishinenl: at the bed of rose.s. 1 began to tolled them; jean- 
Baptiste spread out tlie w-ide blanket. I kept fishing mmi' roses out 
of the bed. 

"Undoubtedly Fernand,” I said. "Ue wanted to surprise us," 

"You’re unfair to the lad; it was your Marie, ot tourse. ’ jean 

Baptiste replied immediately. "Roses I ask you, utses its a suldierb 

bed!” 

The rose.s I had ti.shed out of the seddier's bed were now sirewn 
on the night table, and their fragrance tilled the rooiri. .Sudden!'/ 1 
realized tliat Jean-Baptistc was looking at me and that 1 h.id onlv a 
nightgown on. 1 tjuickly .sat dowm on the bed aru! said, "Fin coid, 
give me the blanket.” With that he dropped tlie blanket uimpfetch, 
over me. I almost .suffocated; but I stiui: my nose out, Ui»s(.-d me 
eyes tight, and didn’t see him blow out the candle. 

Next morning we di.scovered that Marie and Fernuml h.!<l fmallv 
.igreed about something: It was their joint idea, to druuvue t.nr 



bridai bed with roses; and, in complete accord, they had both for- 
gotten the thorns. 

Jean-Baptistc had taken two months’ leave so that he could spend 
the first few weeks of our marriage with me undisturbed. But the 
moment we heard about the destruction of our fleet at Aboukir, he 
had to report every morning at tlie Luxembourg Palace and take part 
in the directors’ consultations with the Minister of War. 

He had rented a stable near our little house and kept two saddle 
horses there; and whenever I think now of my honeymoon, I always 
see myself, late every afternoon, standing at the garden gate waiting 
for Jean-Baptiste. When I heard the distant clop-clop-clop of horses’ 
hooves, my heart beat faster because I knew that any minute Jean- 
Baptiste would appear on the good-natured brown horse or the un- 
friendly sorrel, that I was actually married to him for always — -and 
not dreaming. . , . Ten minutes later we would sit under the chest- 
nut tree drinking coffee, and Jean-Baptiste would tell me the news 
— which wouldn’t be published in the Momietir for a day or two — 
and other things which, "for God’s sake,’’ I "mustn’t mention." 
And I blinked contentedly at the sinking sun and played with the 
big shiny chestnuts that had fallen on the grass. 

The defeat at Aboukir was like a signal to the enemies of our 
Republic. Russia started arming; and the Austrians, who only a short 
time before iiad apologized to our Government for t])cir insult (u 
our flag in Vienna---tho.s’e same Austrians were on the march again. 
They were approaching our frontiers from Switzerland ami northern 
Italy. 

The Italian States under French rule, which Napoleon had .so 
proudly set up, welcomed the Austrians with open arms; and our 
generals retreated in a panic. 

One afternoon Jean-Baptiste came home unusually late. 

"'riicy have given me the supreme command in Italy; Fve been 
onlered to stop the rout of our droops and at least hold Lombardy," 
he luld me as he jumped from his horse. 

It was already dark when we finished our coffee, He brought a 
candle and a large sheaf of paper into the garden and Ix^gan to write. 
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you accept the supreme command?” I asketl. A tcrrihjc fear 
lay Hke a cukl hand on my heart. 

Jean-Baptisfcc looked up. "What’s that? Will I .u,ccpi ihc suprenu,' 
coniniand in Italy? Yes, if they meet my conditions; I’ni hstin- tii(Mi 
now.” 

Mis pen raced like a hunted thing over the white ixipc r, l..iirr sve 
went into the house, and Jean”Bapti.ste went on wriiiag in his sliidv, 
1 put ids supper on the de.sk, but he paid no attention. I le svrute .uui 
wrote. A few days later I learned by chance frtnn jo.seph that jean 
Baptiste had turned over to Barras a plan of action tor the il.di.ui 
Front. First question; Mow many troops wiaild be neress.iry to hold 
this front by maintaining effective garrisons from which tljc)- could 
counterattack? 

But the directors couldn't meet Jean-Baptiste's tondititios, d'rue, 
new recruits of various age group.s were called up, hut thtae wc re not 
enough uniforms or ann.s to c<juip Ihetu. je.m Ikiptisie iie., iaiasl ih.tl 
under the.se circum.stance.s he mu.st decline* to assunu* the responsibility 
for the Italian Front; and Scherer, the Minister of W’.n. took over 
the supreme command himself. 

Two weeks later Jean-Baptisle came home at noon, 1 was heipme 
Marie preserve plum.s and ran out through the gardetc to iiieet iiim 
"Don't ki.ss me,” I wartJed him, "I .smell just like the kitclK i! Xk’e'rc- 
making plum jam — .so much tliat ymi can have it eeerv nu-ruing tot 
breakfast ail winter.” 

"But I won’t be here to cat your jam,” he said valmiy .md walked 
tow'ard the house. "Fernand! Fernand ---get rny held noil m-tn ro.uiy. 
pack the saddlebags as usual. I leave tomorrow' morning at secets, 

You and the luggage at nine ” I heard no tuorc- tor Hapii .u 

had disappeared upstairs. 1 stood p.iralyiied at the from o'tjor. 

We spent all afternoon alone in the garden. The -.nn no !otigi;r 
warmed us, the lawn was covered with dead leases. Ov<! night. !*. 
svas autumn. I folded my hands in my lap and listened (. .no 
Baptiste. Occasionally I mis.sed the point of w-liat he was sayim.!. hie 
I heard his voice. At first he spoke to me as though 1 weu, .i rn,;{.n\ 
human being, and then softly and tenderly as to a child. 

"Ycm’ve alw^ays known that I would go to war again, hacen't 



yoLi? You are married to an officer, you are a sensible young woman. 
You niusl juiil yourself together and be courageous--" 

"I don’t want to he courageous," I said. 

"l'''ay attention Jourdan has assumed the supreme command of 

three artnies: tlic Danube Army, the so-called Swi.ss Army, and tJic 
Ani\y of Observation. hd'as.seoa will try, with the Swfss Army, to 
hold batk the enemy at the Swiss frontier; I will command the Arm)' 
of (dbservatioii and march with ray troops to the Rhine. I will storm 
tlic Rliinc at two points: near Fort Louis du Rhin, and near Speyer 
ami Mayence. For the conquest and occupation of the Rhinclarul 
and tiic adj.icent German territories, I have asked for thirty thousand 
men. 'Hicse have been promised me, but the Government cannot 
keep tins promise. Desiree, I go to cross the Rhine with a sham army, 
,ni<l I mu.st thrtrw back the enemy with it . , . Are you listening to 
iiie, litlle one?" 

"'riuTc is nothing you can’t do, Jean-Baptiste,” I said, and 1 loved 
him so mndi iliat tears came to my cyc.s. 

lie shruggcti his shoulders. "The Govenaiment, unfortunately, 
socm.^ (o .igree svith you and will allow me only an inadecjuate com- 
plement of raw recruits to attack the Rhineland." 

" 'We generals saved the Republic, we generals will keep it in- 
iait,' " J murmnred. "Napoleon once said that to me.” 

"Of course. 'I'hat’s wliy the Republic pay.s its generals. There'.s 
nothing str.mge in that." 

'■'1‘he man 1 bought the plurn.s from this morning was very put out 
with tiic Army and the C.rovernment, He said, 'As long as General 
ifonaparte w.is in Italy, we had one victory after another; and the 
Austrians were begging for jaeace. But as soon as he left there and 
went off, for the glory of our country, to the Pyramids, things went 
I'rtim had to worse.’ It's funny— tlie impression 'Napoleon's cam- 
ji.iign h,;s made on ordinary peaple." 

"Ves, but it never occurred to the plum dealer that Napoleon's 
dcl'eai at Aboukir was the signal for our enemies to resume the al- 
t.u k. N((r tloes the plum dealer realize that although Napoleon won 
m.my victfudes, he never permanently fortified the conc|i,iered ter- 
ritory. As a re.sult, we are now obliged to defend tlic frontiers with 
ridiculously small forces while Comrade Bonaparte, witli his 



.spleridicliy equipped army, suns himself on tlie banks ot' tlie Nile. 
And Lids is 'the stron/> man.' ” 

" 'A royal crown lies in the gutter. One need only beiul iluwn and 
pick it up,’ ” I said. 

"Wlio .said that:?" jeau-BaplLstc shouted. 

"Na]X)Ieun.” 

"To you?'’ 

"No, to himseir. lie wars looking at himself in a mirror. I hap- 
pened to be w'atching liim." 

We didn’t speak for a long time. It was so dark that I couldn’t 
.see Je’an-Baptiste’s face dearly. 

There was a sudden cry of rage from Marie. "No pistols on my 
kitchen tabic! Get out— -and be quick about it!" 

And Fernand, plaintively, "Let me at least dean tiiem here— I’ll 
load them outside." 

And Mark, "Out of my kitchen wdtli tlucsc firearms, i say!" 

"Do you use your pLstols in battle?’ ’ 1 asked jcaiuHapti.ste. 

: "Very seldom, now that I'm a general," tame out of the ilarkness. 
Then we got up and went into tiie house. 

It was a long, long night. For many hours 1 lay akuie in our wide 
bed and counted the hours as the dock struck in C5ur liltic church in 
Sceaux. I knew that Jcan>Bapti,ste was downstairs in his .study, por- 
ing over maps and clraw'ing thin lines and little crtjs.sc.s and tiny 
circles. Finally I must have dozed off for .1 suddenly awe ike in terror, 
certain that .something terrible had happened, jean -Baptiste wa.s 
a.sicep beside me. But I had awakened him. "Is .sometiiing wrong?" 
he murmured. 

"I had a terrifying dream,” I whispered, "that you were riding 
oil — to war,” 

"f really am riding off to war tomorrow," he .mswered. He tuust 
have acquired the habit in those long years at the frorU: jean- Baptiste 
can be fast asleep, but he wakes up instantly and complctc.‘iy. "I’d 
like to di,sciiss something with you,” he continued, "i’ve thoutiht 

about this several times. . . . Tell me, Desiree what do you tlo witli 

yourself all day long?" 

"Do with myself? What on earth do you mean? Vesterday I 
helped Marie with the plums; day before yesterday I went with julie 


to see Mine Berthier, the dressmaker. She’s the one who lied to 
England with the aristocrats, but now she’s come back. And last 
week I ...” 

" But \^diat particularly interests you, Desiree?” 

"Well, nothing really,” I confessed in confusion. Jde put his arm 
under my head and drew me closer. It was wonderful to rest my 
cheek against his shoulder without being scratched by an epaulette. 

"Desiree, I don’t want the days to seem long for you while I am 
away, and so I thought you should take some les.sons.” 

"Lesssons? But, Jean~Baptiste, I haven’t learned anything since 1 
was ten years old.” 

"That’s just it.” 

"I went to school when i was six, at the same time as Julie. The 
nuns taught us. But when I was ten, all the convents were dissolved. 
Mama wanted to teach Julie and me henself, but she never got around 
to it. How long did you go to school, Jean-Baptiste?” 

"From the time I was eleven until I was thirteen. 'Then 1 wa.s 
expelled from school." 

"Why?” 

"One of our teachers was unfair to Fernand." 

"And so you told the teacher what you thought of him?” 

"No, I boxed his ears.” 

"That was the only thing to do,” I said, leaning against his shoul- 
der. "I thought you’d been at school for years and years, you know 
.SC) much. And ycni read so many, many books-—” 

"At first I just read to make up for the lessons I’d mi.sscd. Later 
I studied hard at the officers’ school. But now I want to learn manj 
otlier things. When, for example, one is called upon to govern oc- 
cupied territory, shouldn’t one have some Idea of trade policies, law 
.uid , . . But you needn’t bother with these things, little girl. ! 
thought you might take lessons in music and deportment.” 

"Deportment? Do you mean dancing? I know how to dance; I 
lianccd at liome, on the anniversary of every Bastille Day, in the 
sejuare in front of the Town Hall,” 

"I don’t mean only dancing,” he explained. "Many young girls 
used to be taught a number of things; for example, how to curtsy. 


the gestures with which a lady invites her guests to move from uw 
room to another ...” 

"But, Jcan-Bapti.ste, wc have only the dining n'om! I needn’t 
accjuire elaborate gestures to .show a guest tlie way from the dining 
room to your .study.” 

"If I .shouhl be appointed Military Governor anywhere, you would 
be the hirst Lady of the ili.slrict and would have to receive iiuuinu-r- 
.iblc dignitaries in your salon.” 

"Salon!” I wa.s outraged. ’‘Jean-Baptiste-, arc you talking al)ou( 
palaces again?” I laughed and bit hi.s shoulder. 

"Ouch — stop that!” he yelled, i let go. 

"You can’t imagine how eagerly the Austrian ari.stocrats and the 
foreign diplomats in Vienna waited for the ambassador of our Re- 
public to make a fool of himself. They po.sitively prayed that Ld 
eat ray fish with a knife. We owe our Repuldic impecv.ihle m.inners, 
Desiree.” After a while he added, "It would he lovely, Desiree, if 
you could play the piano.” 

"I don’t think it would he lovely." 

"But you are mu.sical?” he asked hopefully. 

"I don’t know whether I am or not. I like music very iuuch. Julie 
plays the piano, but it sountls awful. It’s a trinic U; [d.iv b.idly,” 

"I want you to take piano les.sons and study singing.” I g.Ujiefed 
that he didn’t wish to be contradicted. "I have told you alauit my 
friend, the violinist, Rodolphe Kreutzer. K,reuty:er acetuupanied me 
to Vienna when 1 went there a.s Amhas.sador. And he Imiught a. 
Viennese compo.ser to .see me ut the Linbassy. His name- Bee 
thoven. M. Beethoven and M. Kreutzer played lugeShcr many c.-ve 
nings, and I wa.s sorry 1 had not learned to play .some' iiLsIrumcnt 
when I wa.s a child. But — ” he laughed .suddenly (uit lotul ■ - "but 
my mama was plea.sed when .she had emniglt money to buy rm; .i iu;v\- 
pair of Sunday trousens!” 

Unfortunately, he got serious again immediately, "I in.‘d.st th.u 
you take music lessons. I asked Kreuker ye.sterday to write down 
for me the name of a music teacher. You’ll find the slip of paper in 
my desk drawer. Begin the lessons and write me regularly uheuU 
your progress.” 

Again a cold hand clutched at my heart. "Write to me regularly,” 



he liad said. "Write to me — ’’ Letters, nothing but letters would be 
left. A leaden grey morning came in through the curtains. I stared 
.it the cairtidns, rny eyes wide open. I could see the blue of the cair- 
tains di.stinc:tly; gradually I could distinguish the little bouquets of 
flower.s in their design. Jean-Baptiste had gone to sleep again. 

A fist liammcred on our door. "It’s half-past six, General," 
feniaiul announecd. 

Half an hour later vve were sitting at the breakfast table, and for 
the first time I saw Jean-Baptiste in his field uniform. Neither orders, 
nor decorations, nor sash brightened the severe dark blue of hi.s 
tunic. 1 had no more than started my breakfast when the dreaded 
farewells began— horses neighed; someone knocked on the door; I 
heard men’s voices; spurs clanked and Fernand rushed outside. "Sir, 
the gentlemen are here." 

"Ask them to come in," said Jean-Baptiste; and our room was full 
of officers, ten, twelve — I don’t know how many. They clicked their 
licels togetlier and their swords rattled. Jean-Bapti.ste waved casual 1)- 
toward them. 

"d’he genlltarieai of irsy stafi." 

I smiled mechanically. 

"My wife is extremely pleased to meet you," explained jean- 
Baptiste, smiling graciously, and he jumped up, 

"I am ready. We can go now, gentlemen," And to me, "Good-by, 
iny darling one. write me regularly. The Ministry of War will send 
me your leliers !w' special courier. Good-by, Marie, take care of 
m.idainc." 

Ik' was already out the door, and the olficers with the rattling 
swords di.sappearctl willi him. 1 wi.sh I’d kis.sed him again, 1 mused 
.'suddeaiiv the room, grey in the morning light, spun around me; tht 
eilow fianie.s of the candles behaved very oddly — they twitched and 
flickt-rtxl and then es'erything went black. 

XX'hf ii I came to, I was lying on my bed. The room reeked of 
\inegrar. xMaric’s face floated above me. 

"You fainted, Eugenie,” Marie said. 

1 pushed tile cloth with the vinegar smell ofi my turehead, "1 
wanted to ki.ss him again, Marie,” I said wearily, " — In farewell, 
vou know." 
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Si:e.{(^x, near Paris, Neiv Year's live 
(The last year of the t 'r^hieenth century he\!^hLs) 

Bclis ringing in the New Year woke me fnmi lU) nightmare, )k‘U.s 
nearby in the village church at Sceaux and frnin faraway Nntre-Danu- 
and other churches in Paris. In my dream I was sitting in iiie little 
summer house in Marseilles, talking to a nuiii who looked exactly 
like Jean-Baptiste — though I knew that it was not jean-Baptiste, but 
our son. 

"You mivSseci your dcporlrncnt Ics.Siin, Mama, and iVI. Montel's 
dancing cia.ss," my .son said in jcamBapiisfc's voia;. I wanted tu 
explain that I had been too tired. Bui a.t lhat moineni Mmicllujig 
awful happened: my son .shrivekal up before iny eyes; he gut smaiicr 
and smaller until he was a dwarf only up to my knee. 'I'his dwarf, 
whom I knew was my son, clung to my knee and whispere'd, ‘'C.i;mnun 
fodder, Maraa-~-I am only caiincm fodder and will be urd(,.red to the 
Rhine. I myself .seldom u,se my pLstok but the ot}ler^ slujot, piif- 
pair, piR--pitf!” 

At that, my .son shook with laugliter. An unionli'oil.ildc fear 
.seized me. I wanted to hold the dwarf, to protect him, tuu he always 
eluded me. Finally he ducked under the white g.ifdcn table, I 
stooped, but I was so tired, .so terribly tiret! aiuf sad. Suddenly 
Joseph was standing beside me, holding otU a glass. ’"Long live the 
Bernadotte Dynasty,” he said with a wicked laugh. I lonio.-d at hiu* 
hut .s;i.w Napoleon instead. Then the bells pealotl and 1 awoke. 

Now I am sitting in Jean -Baptiste’s .study and h.ive moved asido 
the heavy heroics and maps tu make room on the desk fur my dial')’. 
From the street I can hear merry woice.s and laughter and drunken 
singing. Why is everyone so happy when a new year begins? I am 
unutterably sad, 
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in the jirst place, I have cjuarrelied with jcan-Bapfciste by lettec. 
Secondly, I am afraid of this new year. 

The day after jean-Baptiste left, I obediently drove to the music 
teacher’s, the one llodolphe Kreutzer recommended. He is a spindly 
little man and his breath smells very bad. He lives in an untidy room 
in the Latin Quarter, and his walls are decorated with dusty laurel 
leaves. He told me at once. that he gave lessons only because of his 
gouty fingers; otherwise, he, would be giving concerts. Could I pay 
him for twelve lessons in advance? I paid him. Then I had to Jitt 
down at a piano and learn what the notes are called, and which key 
belongs to which note. As I drove home from my first lesson I felt 
dizzy and I was afraid I might faint again. Since then I’ve driven to 
the Latin Quarter twice a week, and I've rented a piano so I can 
practice at home. Jean-Baptiste wants me to buy a piano but I think 
it would be a waste of money. 

Fm always reading in the MonHeur of Jean-Baptiste's victorious 
progress in Germany. But, though he writes to me almost every day, 
he never mcntion.s the war in his letters. Instead, he asks incessantly 
how my les.sons are going. I am a very bad correspondent and my 
letters to him are always too short and never say what I really want 
to tell him — that 1 am very unhappy without him and long for him 
terribly. His letters, on the other hand, sound like an elderly unde 
— how important it i.s for me to continue "my studies”; and when lie 
found out tliat I hadn’t even begun taking dancing and deportment 
lessons, thi.s is word for won! what he wrote; "Though I long to see 
you again, it means a great deal to me to have you complete your 
education. A knowledge of music and dancing is important; I recom- 
mend a few Ic.ssons from M. MonteL 1 see I am giving you too much 
good advice and am Ifierefore dosing a.s I kiss your lips. Your J. 
Bernadotte, who loves you.” 

fs tliat a letter from a lover? I was .so angry that in my next letter 
1 never referred to hi.s good advice at all, nor did I tell him that I 
had actually begun Ics.sons with this M, MonteL Heaven knows who 
recommended this perfumed ballet dancer, thi.s cross between an 
archbishop and a ballerina. He teaches me how to curtsy "gracefully” 
to invisible dignitaries, and he slithers around behind me to see if 
I look equally charming from the rear when I advance to mcct--al.S(i 
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invisible — old ladies, to escort them to a — praise be, visible sofa. 

One would think M. Montel was grooming me to be reudvci] at sorne 
royal court. Me, a confirmed Republican, who at toy graiule.s! might 
expect to dine at Joseph’s and .sit next to (iiiief of State baul Barras, 
who, tJiey say, pinches young girls. 

Since 1 never wrote about my deportment iessems, a coiirier 
brought me the following letter from jean- Bap! isle: ’“'I’iHj do tun 
meiilion the progres.s you are making in dancing, music and (he other 
subjects. 1 am far away and I am glad tlial niy little triciiil is making 
such good use of her leSvSoas. Your J. Bernatiotle.” 

This letter arrived one morning when I was particularly miserable, 
and I didn’t feel in the lea.st like getting up. I lay alone in tlte wick- 
double bed and had no desire to entertain either Julie, who had come 
to see me, or my own thoughts. I'lien the letter catne. liven Jean- 
Baptiste’s private correspondence is marked .nul 

below this, L}hertv-ll^^dUU\ I gnashed my teelli. Why 'htnihl i, the 
daughter of a respectable silk menh.ml iti M.irseiiles, be traiiu-d to 
be a "great lady"? Jean-B;iplis(e is a general, ol conr.se, .uu! prob- 
ably one of the "coming men"; hut he, lent, tonnes ui a simple f.unily, 
and, anyway, in the Republic ail titiy.cns are ecju.il, atul 1 hase nn 
wdsh to know the kind of people who direct their guest-, ii'om oite 
room to another with alfceted geslures, 

I got up and wrote him a long, long leller. VYlaie I wrcifc,- ! (cied 
and made blots, 1 had not married an old sermoni?£;r, I said, Init a 
man who—d thought - understood me. I'he little man with the isul 
breath who give.s me linger exercises, and that perfumed M. Muntel. 
could both go to die devil — 1 had had enough nf them, mon- than 
enough. I scaled the letter tjukkly without reading it uver .un! li.ui 
.Mark- call the carriage and take the letter to (ho Minisfre cu' V\‘ar 
for immediate forwarding to General Bern.uiotlc-’s heaihpi.uu cs. 

'I'he next day, of course, .1 was terriiied that Jean- Baptiste- might 
be really angry. I drove to mofl.sfeur .s to lake my lesson, and .dicr 
ward I sat fur two hours at the piano practicing scales ami (iu- link 
Mozart minuet 1 want to surprise Jean-Baptiste with wbeti hi.: lomi -, 
home. Inside, 1 felt as grey and gloomy a.s the garden .md tite leaf- 
less chestnut tree. A whole week crept by and at Ia„sL came jean- 
Baptiste’s answ^er: 
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“I do not yet know, my dear Desiree, what was in my letter that 
wounded you so. 1 have no wish to treat you as a child, but as a 
loving and understanding wife, Everything I say should convince 
you of this fact. . . And then he began all over again to discuss 
the progress of my education, and remarked unctuously that knowl- 
edge can be aexjuired only "with hard and persistent labour." Fi- 
nally he demanded, "Write and tell me that you love me," 

Up to now I have not answered his letter. And now something 
else has happened which makes further letter writing impossible. 

Yesterday morning I was sitting, as I often do, alone in Jean- 
baptiste’s study, twirling the globe which stands on a little table and 
thinking of the many countries and continents about which I know' 
nothing. Marie came in and brought me a cup of broth. "Drink 
this," she .said. "You need nourishment." 

"Why? Fm very well. Except Fm too fat. My yellow silk dress 
i.s too tight,” I .said, pushing the cup away. “Besides, that greasy 
soup i.s revolting." 

Marie started toward the door. "You must make yourself eat; 
you know tjuite well why." 

"Why?" 

Marie .smiled, came over and put her arms around me. "Y(,)u 
really do know, don't you?" 

I thrust tier ;iside .and .shouted, "No, 1 don’t know , . . and it’s not 
true, it can’t be true!" I tore upstairs, locked the door, and flung 
myself down on my bed. 

Of course 1 had known, but I had refused to believe it. It’s just 
not possible-- -because it would be awful! It’s perfectly natural to 
skip a month, or two or even three. ... I hadn’t said anything to 
jiilie hecau.se she would have insisted 1 .see a doctor; and I didn’t 
want to he examined — I didn’t want to be sure ... 

vSo Marie knows, i stared up at the ceiling and tried to imagine 
what it would be like. It’.s quite normal, I said to myself; all women 
want children. Manaa and Suijanne— -and Julie has already been to 
t\N() doctors l.)ecau.se .she wants a child so much and hasn’t had any. 
Bui. c.iiildren are a terrible re.sponsibility; one must always .sound so 
wise and plausible in explaining ' to them w'hat one .should and 
.shouldn’t do, and Fm .so ignorant. ... A little boy with black curbs 



like Jeari-Baptistc . . . Bxcept that nowadays they're calling up the 
sixteen-ycar-okls. A little boy like Jean-Baptiste, to be tiiurdercci it! 
Italy or tb.e Rhineland— or to kill other women’s sons. 

I laid my hands tentatively where he was. A young new hu.iuan 
being — in me? It seemed incredible. Aly little hmn.ui being. 1 snd' 
denly tlioiight, part of myself, h'ketingly I was entirely hapj')’; bnt- - 
/y/r little luiman being? No one belongs to anyone else. And wii\' 
should my small .son always under.staad me? 1 ceriainiy consider 
Mania’.s ideas ohl-fashitMied. How often I've had to tell her white 
lies. My son vdll surely do exactly the same- he’ll lie to me ami 
find me old-fashioneti and be annoyed with me. ... I never asked 
for you, little stranger within me, I thougiil angrily. 

Marie knocked on the door but I didn’t open it. 1 heani lier go 
back down to the kitchen. After a while she tame h.uk and knocked 
again. Finally I let her in. 

"I warmed up the .soup for you,” .she said. 

"Marie, when you were e.xpecting your litde b*ierrc, were you very 
Iiappy?" 

Marie sat tlown ms the bed and I .slretehtal tJUt ag.uti. '’Naturally 
nut. 1 wasn’t married," 

’’I've heard th.it when 1 mean if you don’t want a thili.!, you can 
---there arc \M)men who can help — " I .said hesitantly. 

Marie looked at me speculatively. "Ves," she .saiti shiwly, "I've 
heard that, loo. 'My .si.sler went to <»ne of tlu)se vscunen. Vou see, 
she’d already had .so many children she didn’t want anotht r. Al'tta 
ward she was ill for a long, long time. Now .she tan never ha\e 
more children--nt)r will she ever he really well .igain, eitlier. Hut 
the fa.siiionable ladies like the Tullien or Mine Josephine t .uu 
sure they know a good doctor who would help. Of ctmr.st.- it’s ille 
gab--” She paused, I lay there, my eyes closed, my hands oii mv 
stomach. It was cjuite Hat. I heard Marie ask. "Sti you wsmt .ui 
abortion?” 

''Nor 

bd shouted "ntj” without thinking. Marie got up, seeming vei)’ 
pleased. "(.,'.ome, eat the soup,” she said tenderly, "and then sit dtjvt n 
and write to the Cleneral. Bernadotte will be delighted.” 


r<io 



J shook my head. "No, I cannot write about things like that. I 
wi.sh I could talk to him.” 

I drank the soup, dressed, drove to M, Montel’s and learned a new 
tjuadrille. 

Ill is morning 1 had a great surprise — Josephine came to sec me! 
She’s been only twice before, and each time with Julie and Joseph: 
hut no one would have known that her .sudden visit was at all un- 
usual. She was beautifully dressed — a white dress of thin wool; a 
short, fitted ermine jacket; and a high black postillion hat with a 
white ostrich feather. But the grey wintry morning wasn’t kind to 
her — when she smiled, the many small wrinkles around her eyes 
showed, and her lips must have been very dry, for her rose-coloured 
lipstick stuck to them unevenly. 

”I wanted to see how you were doing as a grass widow, madame,’ 
she said' — and added, "We grass widows must stick together, mustn’t 
we?” 

Marie brought us "grass widows” hot chocolate, and I asked po- 
litely, "Do you hear regularly from General Bonaparte, madame?” 

"Irregularly,” said she. "Bonaparte has lost his fleet, and the Eng- 
li.sh are blockading hi,s lines of communication. Now and then a 
small ve.ssel gets through.” 

I couldn’t think of anything else to say. Josephine saw the piano. 
■’Julie tells me you are taking piano les.sons, madame,” she remarked, 

I nodded, "Do you play?” 

■’Yes, of course — since I was six years old,” replied the former 
(.(iuutess. 

”) am also taking dancing lessons from M. Montel,” 1 annrninced 
'■) ilon’t want to disgrace my Bernadotte.” 

”Jt’s not so simple, being married to a general — 1 mean a general 
oil at the front,” Josephine said, nibbling a marzipan cake. "'Mis- 
understandings can occur .so easily.” . 

'i'hey certainly can, 1 .silently agreed, and thought of my uunsensi- 
c.i! corre-spondericc with Jean-Baptiste. "You can’t alway.s write 
wlnil you mean,” 1 confessed. 

"That’s true,” Jo.sephine agreed. "And other people meddle in 
matters that aren’t any of their business and write malicious letters.” 



She drank her chocolate. instance. Oiir mutual bruthcr- 

in-iaw— 

Slic took, out a lace handkerchief and dabbed Iter lips. "Joseph 
intends to write Napoleon that ye.stcrday he came lo .see itie :U Mal- 
maison and found Hippolyle Charles tlicrc. You retneniber Mippo- 
lyte, the charniinL; young army contractor? And also, lhat Hippolyle 
was in his dressing gown. Imagine hi.s bothering Napoleon with 
such a trivial matter, when he has .so many t)iher liungs li; worry 
about." 

"Why ever was M. Charles walking around in a dressing gown at 
MalmaLson?" I really couldn’t understand why he didn't dress more 
suitably for his visits. 

"It was only nine o’clock in the morning," Josepliine .said, "and 
he hadn’t finished dressing, jo.scph arrived very unex[K-t:t'edly.'’ 
7’hat lio(.)fed me. 

"I need companinn.ship, ! can't Itear to be alone ,su much; I've 
never been alone in my whoU' lire." jo.sepliine's eyes Idled with 
tears. "Aiui sirue we gr.iss widows musf slick logelher against our 
mutual hrolher-indaw, I thoiigld you a.utld tell your 'dster. juhe 
might persuade Jceseph not lo write lo Hon.iparte." 

So that was U tlial's what Mine josepliine wanieii trojn me. 
"Julie has no influence on Jo.seph's attions," 1 replied triillifuliy. 

Ju.scpiiine's eyes were lho.se of a terrified child, "^’ou won’t help 
me?" 

"Tonight I’m going to jo.sejih’.s for a .small New Thor's dinner, 
and I’ll .speak to Julie," I said, "But you mustn'i cKpeil too much, 
madame." 

Josephine stuc)d up, obviously relic-ved, "J knew- yon would under- 
stand my position. And why do I never .see you at Thcre.st' TalHen’sr 
I’wo weeks ago she produced a little Ouvrani. You mu.'.t omie scs 
him." 

And again at the door, "You're nc.it bored in Ikiris, m.ul.mu-.'' Vv’t 
must go to the theatre togcfther .soon. And please tell your sisLor ili.ii 
aaturaily Joseph can write whatever he likes to my Honaparle; he’s 
just to leave out the dre.ssing gown." 

I drove half an hour earlier than .I’d planned to the rue dii Rot ht-r. 
Julie, in a new red dress that was very unbecoming^ because; it made 



her nuturaliy coiouriess face look even paler, fluttered excitedly 
around, rearranging the little silver horseshoes with which she had 
ilecorated the table and which were supposed to bring us ail happi- 
ness in the new year. 

"Fve given you Louis Bonaparte as a dinner partner; the fat boy 
is such a bore, I can’t very well mflict him on anyone else,” she said. 

"Fd like to ask you something/’ I said. "Can you ask Joseph not 
to write Napoleon anything about the dressing gown — I mean the 
dres.sing gown M, Charles was wearing at Maimaison?” 

"The letter to Napoleon has already gone off. Any further dis- 
cussion is superfluous," said Joseph at that very moment. I hadn’t 
heard him come into the dining room; but there he was, standing by 
the sideboard, pouring himself a drink of brandy. "Fd like to bet 
Josephine came to you today and asked you to intercede for her. 
Didn’t she, Desiree.^" 

1 shrugged. 

"But why you want to help her instead of us is beyond me," jo- 
.seph continued indignantly. 

"What do you mean by 'us’?" I demanded. 

"Me, for example, and Napoleon, of course." 

"It’s none of your business. And Napoleon, off in Bgypt, can’t 
undo what’s done. It will only make him unhappy. Why trouble 
him?" 

jo,seph looked at me with interest. "Still in love with him? Hom 

touching ’’ he mocked. "I thought you had forgotten him long 

ago." 

"Forgotten?" 1 was astonished. "No one can ever forget his first 
love." Napolaai ... I hardly ever think of him. But how my heart 
la.-at then, and that special happiness—and my heart-sicknes.s after- 
ward; that F II never forget. 

"And therefore you want to spare him this great disillusionment." 
Jo.seph seemed to enjoy this conversation. He poured himself another 
brandy. 

"Of eoiir.se. 1 know what disillusionment can mean." 

jo.seph grinned. "But my letter is already on the waj'." 

"vSo there’.s no point in discussing it further," i said. 

Joseph, meanwhile, had ftlled two more glasses. "C.orne, Julie, 


Desiree, we three must wish each other Happy New Year. Have to 
be in the right mood— our guests will be here any minute,” 

Dutifully, Julie and I each took a glass. I hadn’t even taken a sip 
when I suddenly felt wretched. The smell disgusted me, and 1 
hastily put the glass back on the sideboard. 

"Aren’t you well? You're green in the face, Desire;.',” cried Julie-. 

1 fell heads of sweat on my forehead, fell into a chair and shook 
iny head. "No ™ no, it’s nothing— it often liapjK'ns.” \Vill 5 that 1 
dosed my eyes. 

"Perhaps she’s expecting a baby/’ I heard Joseph say, 

"Impossible, or I’d know about it,” Julie declared. 

"If she’s ill, I must write to Bernadotte right away,” Joseph said 
eagerly. 

I quickly opened my eyes. "Don’t you dare, Joscpli. You will not 
write him a word about this, I want to surj^rise him!” 

"What with?” a.sked Joseph arul Julie simultaneously. 

"With a son,” 1 announced, suddenly proud. 

JuUc fell to her knees and luistget! me. jicseph said, "But perhaps 
it vvill he a daughter.” 

"No, it will he a .sun. Bermuiotle wouldn't watit a daugliter.” 1 
stood up. "And now ,1'in going home. Don't lie hurt, inil: f’d ratlier 
go to bed and sleep over the New Year.” 

Jo.seph had pouretl still more brandy, and he and Julie dnmk to 
me. Julie’s eyes were wet. 

"Long live the Bernadotte Dynasty,” Joscpii laughed. 

1 enjoyed this jest. "Yes, a toa.st to the Bernadotte Dynast)," I 
said. 

Then I drove home. 

But the church bells didn’t let me sleep over tiie New Year. No\n- 
at last they arc silent, and we’re already in the Year Vil. Somewhere 
in Germany Jean-Baptiste drjnk.s with his .siafi othcers. Perhaps tlu.-y 
drink to the health of Mmc Bernadotte. But I am facing this Neu' 
Year all alone. No, not quite alone. . . . We’ll face the future to- 
gether — you little unborn .son. And we’ll hope for the best, won’t 
we? For the Bernadotte Dynasty! 


ejLj) 


Sceaux, tteof Paris, 17 Messidor, Year l''ll 
(To Mama, probably July 4, 1799) 

Eight hours ago 1 had a son. 

He has dark silky down on his head, but Marie says this hrst hair 
will probably fall out. He has dark-blue eyes, but Marie says that 
ail new babies have blue eyes. 

I’m so weak that everything swims before my eyes; and they would 
be very upset if they knew that Marie gave in and secretly brought 
me my diary. The midwife is sure that I am going to die, but the 
doctor think.s he can pull me through. I’ve lost a lot of blood, and 
(Kwv they iiave somehow raised the foot of the bed to help .stop the 
hemorrhage, 

I hear jeau-Bapti.ste’s voice out in the living room. Dear, dear 
jean-Baptiste. ... 

Si'ifaux, near Paris, a week later 

Now not even the giantc.ss, my pessimistic midwife, thinks I’m go- 
ing to die. f lie propped up with pillows while Marie brings me all 
my favourite food. In tlic morning and at niglit tlie War Minister 
c,)f France .sits on my bed and discourses at length on the raising of 
children. 

Jean-Baptiste came back very unexpectedly about two montics ago. 
After New Year’s Day I pulled my.self together and wrote him 
again; but (Hily short letters, and not at all affectionate, because 1 
longed for him so terribly and at the same time I was angry with 
him. 1 read in the TMoniteur that he captured Philippshurg with 
three hundred men- — the town vv'as defended by fifteen hundred - ■ 
and then set up his headquarters in a place called Germersheim, 



From there iie went on to Mannheim, captured the town and became 
Governor of Hesse. He ruled over the German inhabitants in ac- 
cordance witli the laws of our Republic; forbade pnnishniiait by v\'Jiip- 
ping and. abolishctl the ghettos. The Univer.silies of I loidGberg iuid 
(hessen wrote iiint enthusiastic letter.s of th.mk.s. i think Germans 
arc peculiar people: Until their cities arc conquered, they consider 
themselves — for some unfathomable reason - ■ braver atid better than 
everyone else on earth; as soon as they’ve been right roy.dly beaten, 
a howling and gnashing of teeth goes u[) all through Gu-rnuiny astd 
the Germans declare that they have alway.s secretly sided with their 
enemies. 

Next, Jean-Baptiste got word from Barras to come to f^aris, and 
he turned over the command of his army to General Massena. One 
afternoon I was sitting as I often did at the piano, practicing the 
Mozart minuet. It went quite well except for tuie part 1 spt)ij regu- 
larly. The door behind me opened. "Marie, that’s the minuet Fve 
learned as a surprise for our General. Does it S(nmd all right?" 

"It sounds wonderful, Desiree; and it’.s an enormoics surpri.se for 
your General!" Jean-Baptiste took me in his arms, and after two 
kisses it was as though we’d never been separ.iteil. 

While I set the coffee table I racked my brains aboiU h<nv tell 
him our son was on the way. But my hero’s eagle eye ini.sses nothing. 
Jean-Baptiste asked, "lull me, little girl, why didn’t you write me 
that we're expecting a .son?" (The possibility of a tl.uighier never 
occurred to him either.) 

I stood still, frowned, and tried to look furious, "Because I didn't 
want to cause my old sermonizer any trouble. You were alre.uly 
beside yourself anytime anything forced me to interrupt nny cduta- 
tion." Whereupon I went to him. "But calm yourself, you gre.it big 
General; your son has already begun his le.ssons in eonevl deport- 
ment at M. Montel’s, tucked under his mother’s iieart." 

Jean-Bapti.ste forbade me to go on with niy jes.s(.»ns; he hardly 
wanted me to leave tlie house, so anxious was he al')out rny he.dth. 

Meanwhile, all Paris talked of nothing but a domestic crisis, and 
dreaded riots — some organized by the Royalists who, gaining strength 
again, were openly corresponding with Emigre aristocrats, and other 


riots organized by the extreme Left, the austere Jacobins. I didn't 
pay much attention. The white tapering blossoms of our chestnut 
trees were out, and I sat under its broad branches, hemming diapers. 
Julie, beside me, was bending over a baby pillow .she was making 
for my son. She came to see me every day, hoping I’d "infect” her — 
she wanted a child so much. And it would make no difference to 
her whetlier it was a boy or a girl, she says, she’d take wliatever 
came. So far, unfortunately, nothing's come. 

In the afternoon Joseph and Lucien Bonaparte often called, and 
both talked earnestly to my Jean-Baptiste. It seems that Barras had 
made him some sort of offer which Jean-Baptiste had indignantly 
refused. We have five directors, but only Barras has any real power. 
Every party in the Republic is unanimously dissatisfied with our more 
or less corrupt heads of state, and Barras hoped to exploit this dis- 
content and get rid of three of his fellow directors. He would like to 
carry on the Directorate with just the collaboration of the old 
Jacobin, Sieyes. 

Since Barras was afraid that the coup d’etat he was planning might 
re.sult in riots, he had a.sked Jean-Baptiste to stand by him as his 
military adviser, Jean-Baptiste refused. Barras should obey the Con- 
stitution; and, if it needed changing, he should ask the deputies. 

Jo.seph t}K)uglit my husband was crazy. "You could be the Dicta- 
tor of France tomorrow, with the .support of your troops,” cried 
Joseph, 

"Quite so,” answered Jean-Bapti.ste quietly, "and that must be 
avoided. You seem to forget, M. Bonaparte, that I am a confirmed 
Republican.” 

"But perhaps it’.s in the best interests of the Republic to have a 
military man head of the Government in time of war, or — let’s say — 
IfiTiily behind the Government,” Lucien said, reflectively. 

Jc;an-Baj.>li.ste shook his head. "A change in the Constitution i.s the 
re.sponsibihty of the people. We have two chambers — the Council 
of Five Hundred, to which you yourself belong, Lucien, and the 
Council of Ancients, to which you probably will belong when you 
reach the proper age. The deputies must decide these things, and 
certainly not the Army or one of its generals. But Fm afraid we’re 


boring Ihe ladies. What'-S that funny-looking thing vnn’rc sewing, 
IX'sirec?” 

”A link: jacket for y"ur son, jean- Baptiste.” 

Nearly three weeks ago, irn yo Frairial, Barcas .sutuaded in ton 
ing his three fellow directors to resign. Now he and Sieves are .n 
the head of the Stale. 'The Fatties of the Left, who weie tlie most 
prominent, deniantied the appointment of new inittisii'ts. daiU'yrand 
\va.s' fcplueed as Foreign Mini.ster by our minister iti ( itauwa, a M 
Reinhart; and M. Carnbaceres, our most famou.s lawyer, and gourmet, 
was named Minister of Jirstice. However, since we're conducting a 
war on all fronts, and the Republic couldn’t shoiihlef this risk unless 
conditions in the Army were improved, everything dcpeuvled on the 
t'lK)ice of a new Minister of War. 

Farly in the inttming of 15 Messidvtr, a messenger aiciveil trout 
the Luxembourg Palace: jean"Ba[)ti.ste was urgently reijuesled to 
Confer wdlh the two directors inunedialely. jean JiapHsfe went right 
to town, and I sat untler ihe tlieslnni live all liay, iocling annoyed 
with myself, d'he evening before, I had eaten a wliole ponnd of 
cherries at tme sitting, aiul lliesc cherries wert' ruml'ilitig around in 
my stomach; 1 felt more and more uncomforlable. Suddenly, pain 
stabbed through me like a knife. It lasted only a fr.ution ol a sectjiid 
but afterward f sat paralyzed. How terriblv it liad !un( 

"Marie,” I called. “Marie!” 

Marie came, gave me one look and saiti, “Up to thi' b.’hoinni I'ii 
send Fernand for the midwife.” 

“But it’s only the cherries from kist niglit,” 

“Up to the bedroom.” Marie took my arm and puile.i me u)'-. 
The knife didn't stab again an<i, relieved, 1 ran up the .stairs. I heard 
Marie di.spatch Fcrtianil. ( Fernand had come batk from Uermam 
W'iti'i jeuti-Baptiste.) 

“At last that fellow is good for something," Marie .said, when she 
came up to the bedroom. Sire spread three .sheets over the Ised. 

“It’s just the cherries,” I insisted. At that moment the knite 
jabbed again; this time from behind and right through me I 
screamed; and wdicn it w^as over, I began to cry. 


"Aren’t you ashamed? Stop crying at once!" Marie commanded, 
and I knew she was worried. 

"Julie — I want Juiie," I moaned. Julie would pity me, she’d pity 
me terribly; and 1 so longed to be pitied. 

Fernand came back with the midwife and was sent off to fetch 
Julie. 

'fhe midwife! There never was such a midwife! She had exam- 
ined me several times in the last few months and always gave me 
the creeps. Now she reminded me of a giantess in some gruesome 
fairy tale. 'I’he giantess had huge red arms and a broad red face 
with a real moustache. The most unwholesome thing about this 
female grenadier, however, was that her lips, under her moustache, 
were smeared with lipstick; and on her tangled grey hair she wore a 
coquettish white lace cap. 

The giantess gazed at me observantly and, it seemed to me, with 
considerable contempt. 

"Shall i undre.ss and get in bed?" I a.skcd. 

"There’s plenty of time. It’s going to take you forever," she 
propl'iesied. 

In a minute Marie .said, "I have boiling water ready in the 
kitchen." 

I'iie gianle.ss turned on her, "No hurry about that. Better start 
some coffee." 

"Of cour.se, .strong coffee. To cheer up madame?’’ Marie inquired 
hopefully. 

"No, to cheer me up," replied the giante.s.s. 

An endless afternoon turned into an cndle.ss evening; the eve- 
ning, into a long, U>ng night; a dusky dawn dragged into a sticky 
hot nK-trning which went on and on. Then it was afternoon again, 
an<sthcr evening and another night. By then I could no Icjiiger tell 
one lime of day from another. Incessantly the knife thru.st through 
me; and far away 1 heard .someone screaming, screaming, .screaming. 
Sometimes cver)'thing went black; then brandy was poured down my 
throat, I threw up and couldn’t breathe, sank into nothingness and 
was roused by a fre.sh pain. Occasionally I sensed Julie’s nearness: 
someone kept w'iping my forehead and cheeks, the sweat dowed in 



streams, my nightgown stuck to me. J coulc] hear Maricf's <,]uict 
voice, "You must help, liugciiie, help- ” 

Like a monster, the giante.ss stood over tiie; her shapeless shatiow 
(lanced along the wall, many candles tlickered --was it already darl- 
again, or still ... 

"(n) away- -leave me alone," 1 moaned, iu.shing oiil. 'i'hey went 
away and then Jeaa-Bapliste was sitting on my bed, holding me in his 
arms. Again the knife turned in.side me but jean-BaptisU- didtid In 
me go. 

"Wl'iy aren't you in Paris — at the Luxembourg F.iiaie they sent 
for you?" The pain was ebbing but my voice souiuk'd strange and 
gasping. 

"It Ls night," he .said. 

"You (.ion’t have to go to war again?" I whispered anxiously. 

"No, no. I’m staying liere. I am now . . 

I heard no mtme, for the knife thrust tlirough me and 1 was drin\ !)- 
ing in a sea of pain. 

. , . The pain luul .stopped. Soon 1 fell tjuile well .ig.tin. I was 
too weak to think any mure. 

As I lay gently cradled by the waves, feehtig tughing,, stving iioih- 
ing, hearing . . . Yes, I licard . . . 

"Isn’t the doctor licrc? If he dt)e.sn’( tonie stjon. it will iae toe 
late." A voice, high-pitdieil in agitation, (h.U I didn't n.ouui/.e, 
Wiry a doctor? I felt so well now, nuking will) the wavis, the Seine 
with its many lights . . . Burning hot, hitter coi'tee w.t.s pc/nred iutn 
me. I blinked. 

"If the doctor doe.sn't come .soon " 'riiat was the gutmess, Ihiv. 

funny — I couldn't believe this high, excited voice was la-rs. Whv h.ul 
she lost her head? Soon it would all lx? over. . . . 

But it wasn’t over. It was only beginning. 

Men’s voices at the dour. 

"Wait in the living room, Mr, War Minister, .sir. Be wilni, sir, 1 
as.sure you, Mr. "War .Mini.ster — " 

What Minister of War? How did a Minister of \V.\r get mto n 5 \ 
room?' 

"I beg of you, Doctor — " 'riuit's jean-Bapti.ste's viske D-on'i 
leave me, Jean-Baptiste . . , 


Something stuck me. An injection, I found out later. The doctor 
gave me camphor drops and instructed the giantess to lift up my 
shoulders. I was conscious again. Marie and Julie stood at either side 
of the bed, holding candlesticks. The doctor was a .short thin man 
in a black suit. His face was in shadow. Something shone, flashed 
between his hands. “A knife!” I screamed. *'He has a knife!” 

''No, only forceps,” Marie said. "Don’t scream so, Eugenie.” 

But perhaps it was a knife, after all, for the pains shot through 
me again, as before, except oftener, ever oftener, finally without a 
break. I was ripped to pieces; ripped, torn — until I fell into a deep 
pit and knew^ no more. 

The voice of the giantess again, rough and indifferent: "The end 
is near. Dr. Moulin.” 

"Perhaps she’ll puli through, citizeness, if only the hemorrhage 
stops.” 

Something whimpered in the room-high and squally. I tried to 
open my eyes but my lids were like lead. 

“Jean-Bapti.ste — a .son, a wonderful little son,” Julie was sobbing. 

After a while I could open my eyes, wide — as wide as they went. 
Jean-Baptiste has a son. Julie held a .small bundle of white cloth in 
her arms, and Jean-Baptiste stood beside her, 

"How small a .small child is,” he said in surprivse. He turned and 
came over to tlic bed. He knelt down and took my hand and laid it 
agaiiLst his cheek, his completely unshaven cheek — and wet, too. Do 
generals also weep.^ 

"We have a fine .son, but he’s still very small,” he reported. 

"They’re always .small at the beginning,” I .said. My lips were so 
bitten that I could hardly talk. Julie showed me the bundle. A crab- 
red little face peeped out of the wrappings. The little face had 
scrunched-up eyes and looked offended. Perhaps he hadn’t wanted 
to be born. 

"I mu.st ask you all to leave the room. The wife of our Minister 
of War needs rest,” announced the doctor, 

"The wife of our Minister of War.? Doe.s he mean jrie, Jean- 
Baptiste?” 

"I have been the French Minister of War since the day before 
yesterday,” Jean-Baptiste said. 



"And I haven’t yet congratulated you," I murmured. 

"You were very busy.” He smiled. 

Julie laid the little bundle in the cradle;, and they ait, except the 
iloctor and the giantess, left the room and L went to sleep, 

Oscar! An entirely new name, one I had never liearij hetor.-,- 
Os-car. ... It .sounded rather pretty. Apparenlly a jN'(.)rdit name, 
My son will have a Nordic name and be calUal O.scar. it was N.- 
poieon'.s idea, and Napoleon insists on being liis godi'.itjier. 'rhe 
name "Oscar” occurred to him because out there in the desert he's 
been reading Ossian, When he learned, from one of Joseph’s iong- 
winded letters, that I was expecting a son, he promptly w-rote, "If 
it’s a son, Eugenie miest call him Oscar. And I want to be hi> 
godfather.” 

Of Jean-Baptiste — who, after ail, also has something to .say in (liis 
matter — not a word. When we showed Jean-Baptiste thi.s letter, Ik,' 
laughed. "We mustn’t offend your old admirer, little girl As far o. 
I’m concerned, he can be the boy’s godfather; aiu! Julie can re|)re'-. n; 
him at the christening. The name Oscar ...” 

"It’s a hideous name,” said Marie, who happeneti f:o be in fhe 
room, 

"The name of a Nordic hero,” Julie, who had delivered Napoleon's 
letter, contributed, 

"But our son is neither Nordic nor heroic,” I said, .ind consitlercd 
the tiny face of the bundle I held in my arms. 'Ihe little f.ue wa.s 
no longer red but yellow. My son had jaimdke, but .Marie daimcvt 
that most newborn babies get jaundice when they are a feu- days oil, 

"Oscar Bernadotte sounds distinguished,” Jeatt-Bayitisfe said. Ami 
that ‘-ettied the matter for him. "We’ll move in fourteen d.iys, if 
that’s ail right with you, Desiree.” 

In two weeks we are moving to another liousc. A minisler of war 
must live in Paris, and therefore Jean-Bapti.ste h.is bought a small 
villa in the rue Cisalpine, around the corner from Julie, between liie 
rue Courcelles and the rue du Rocher. It’s not much larger !.)em mu- 
little house in Sceaux; but at least we’ll have a real nursery nevg n, 
the bedroom, and a dining room as well a.s a drawing n)om wlien 
Jean-Baptiste can receive the officials and politicians who oiten call 
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on him in the evening. At the moment, all this takes place in the 
dining room, 

I myself am doing marvellously, Marie cooks my favourite dishes, 
and I'm not so weak any more — I can sit up by myself. Unfortu- 
nately, I have callers all day long and this makes me tired. Josephine 
came, and even Therese Tallien; and also that woman writer with 
the pug-face, this Mme de Stael, whom I know only slightly. On 
top of everything, Joseph solemnly presented me with his novel. 
For he has perpetrated a book and now considers himself a writer, 
heaven-sent. The book is called Moina, or the Peasant Girl of Saint 
Denis and is so boring and sentimental that I go to sleep every time 
I try to read it. And along comes Julie, with, ''Isn’t it wonderful?” 

Actually, I know quite well that the many callers don’t come to 
see either me or my yellow son Oscar, but the wife of Minister of 
War Bernadette. This woman with the ugly pug-face, who is mar- 
ried to the Swedish Ambassador but doesn’t live with him because 
she’s a writer — and to write she needs stimulation which she finds 
among wild-haired, wild-eyed, adolescent poets with whom she is in 
love — As I was saying, this Mme de Stael told me that France had 
at last found the one man who can restore order; and that everyone 
considers my Jean-Baptiste the real head of the Government. I have 
also read the proclamation which Jean-Baptiste sent to all his soldiers 
on the day of his appointment as Minister of War, It is so beautiful 
that tears came to my eyes. He wrote, "Soldiers of France! I have 
witnessed your terrible sufferings; indeed, as you know, I have par- 
ticipated in them. I swear that I shall never rest until I have pro- 
vided you with bread, clothing, and arms. And you, comrades, you 
must swear that once again you will defeat this powerful coalition 
that threatens France, We are bound by the oaths we have sworn.” 

Jean-Baptiste gets home from the Ministry of War at eight o’clock, 
has a. small meal served at my bedside, and then goes down to his 
study to dictate to a secretary half the night. Fie goes off at six 
o’clock in the morning to the rue Varenne, where the Ministry is 
now. And Fernand says that the camp bed, which Jean-Baptiste has 
put up in the study, is often unused. It is dreadful that my husband 
all alone has to save our Republic. And also, the Government hasn’t: 
enough money to buy arms and uniforms for the ninety thousand 



recruits whom ]ean-Baptiste is having trained, and there have been 
some wild scenes between him and Director Sieyes. 

If only Jean-Baptiste were left alone in the evening to work at 
home in peace; but I constantly hear people coming and going, 
Jean-Baptiste told me only yesterday that members of various po- 
litical parties are trying very hard to persuade him to side witli them. 
Just now, as — rushed and exhausted — he was shovelling in his sup- 
per, Fernand announced that a "M. Chiappe,” who wouldn't say 
what he wanted, was waiting downstairs. Jean-Baptiste wiped his 
mouth, jumped up and hurried dowmstairs to get rid of this mysterious 
M. Chiappe. A quarter of an hour later, Jean-Baptiste returned to my 
room. His face was red with rage. 

"This Chiappe has been sent to me by the Duke of Enghien. 
Such insolence, such Bourbon insolence — !*’ 

"And who is the Duke of Enghien, if I may ask.^” I inquired. 

"Louis de Bourbon Condd, Duke of Enghien. The most able mem- 
ber of the Bourbon family, in the pay of England, now somewhere in 
Germany. If I can seize the power, and then give Franc'e back to 
the Bourbons, they will make me High Constable, and God knows 
what else! What insolence!" 

"What did you answer?” 

"I threw him out, and told him to inform hi.s principals that I 
am a firm Republican.” 

"Everyone says that today you really govern France. If you vN-anted 
to, could you overthrow' the directors and become Director your- 
self?” I asked cautiously, 

"Of course," Jean-Baptiste said quietly. "In fact, the Jacobins pro- 
posed that I do so — some Jacobins and some of our gcner.ils, too. 
If I wished, I could be named Director wdth far greater pow-ers tluin 
the directors have today.” 

"And you have refused?” 

"Naturally. I support the Constitution,” 

At this moment Fernand announced that our brother-in-law. lu- 
seph, washed to see Jean-Baptiste. 

"The last person I wanted to see today," grumbled Jean-Baptiste. 
"Let him come up, Fernand.” 

Joseph appeared. First he leaned over the cradle and declared 
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that Oscar was the most beautiful child he had ever seen; then he 
wanted Jean-Baptiste to go down to the study with him. 

"1 must ask you something, and our conversation will bore Desi- 
ree,” he ventured. 

Jean-Baptiste shook his head. "I have so little opportunity to be 
with D&iree, I would rather stay with her. Sit down, and make it 
brief, Bonaparte. I have a long evening’s work ahead of me.” 

They both sat beside my bed, Jean-Baptiste sought my hand; peace 
and strength flowed from his nearness as my hand lay safe in his. 
I closed ray eyes. 

"It’s about Napoleon,” I heard Jo.seph say. “What would you say 
if Napoleon decided to return to France.?” 

"I would say that Napoleon cannot return unless the Minister of 
War recalls him from Egypt.” 

”My dear brother-in-law, we need not pretend with each other. 
In Egypt, a .supreme commander of Napoleon's stature is now super* 
fluous. Since the destruction of our fleet, our operations there are 
more or less at a stand.stiil. And the Egyptian ca.mpaign can there- 
fore ...” 

”... be regarded as a fla,sco, as Tpredicted it would be.” 

”1 wouldn’t express it so baldly. Still, as we can expect no de- 
ci.sive developments in Egypt, my brother's talents could be used to 
greater advantage on another front. Napoleon is not only a military 
strategist; you yourself know of his interest in administration. He 
could be of the utmost service to you here in Paris in the reorganiza- 
tion of the Army. In addition — ” 

Joseph hesitated and waited for some comment; Jean-Baptiste 
made none. His hand still lay protectingly on mine. "You realize,” 
Joseph continued, "that there are already several conspiracies against 
(he Government.” 

"As Minister of War I could hardly be unaware of it. But what 
lias that to do with the supreme commander of our Egyptian Expedi- 
tionary Force?” 

"The Republic needs a — yes, it needs many strong men. In war- 
time, France cannot afford these party intrigues and domestic politi- 
cal differences.” 



"So you suggest that I should recall your brother to put dt)wo these 
various conspiracies? Do I understand you correctly?" 

"Yes, I thought that ...” 

"It’s up to the police to expose conspiracies. No more, no less." 

"Of course, if tliese conspiracies are against the State. But I can 
confidentially advise you that influential circles are considering a coii' 
solidation of the powerful political forces.” 

"\X^hat do you mean by that?” 

"For example, if you yourself and Napoleon, the two most capable 
...” Joseph got no further, 

"Stop that drivel. Come to the point: To free the Republic from 
party politics, certain people want a dictator; your brother, Napoleon, 
wishes to be recalled from Egypt in order to compete for the posi- 
tion of Dictator. Be frank with me, Bonaparte!” 

Joseph nervously cleared his throat. "I spoke to Talleyrand today. 
The eX'Minister thinks that Director Sieyes might not be averse to 
supporting a change in the Constitution.” 

"I am familiar with Talleyrand's point of view. I am also cog- 
nizant of the aims of various Jacobins. I can inform you, too, that 
the Royalists are concentrating all their hopes on a dictator. As far as 
I am concerned, I have sworn loyalty to the Republic and under all 
circumstances will uphold our Constitution. Is this answer clear 
enough?” 

"You realize that tliis lack of activity in Egypt can drive any man 
of Napoleon’s ambition to desperation. Besides, my brother has im- 
portant private matters to settle in Paris, He intends to get a divorce. 
Josephine’s unfaithfulness was a great blow to him. Supposing that 
in his despair my brother came to the conclusion that ho must return 
— what then?” 

Jean-Baptiste’s hand gripped mine like iron, hut just for a mt>- 
ment. He relaxed, and I heard him say quietly, "As Minister of War 
I .should be obliged to place your brother before a court martial: and 
I assume that he would be condemned and shot as a deserter." 

"But Napoleon, as a passionate patriot, can no longer remain in 
Africa . . 

"A supreme commander’s place is with his troops. He led these 
troops into the desert, and he must remain with them until a wa)- 



has been found to bring them back. Even a civilian like yourself 
must see this, M. Bonaparte.” 

The silence got increasingly oppressive. 

"Your novel is so exciting, Joseph,” I said finally. 

"Yes, everyone has congratulated me,” Joseph answered — with his 
usual modesty — and at last rose to go. Jean-Baptiste accompanied 
him downstairs. 

1 tried to sleep. Half-asleep, 1 remembered a little girl who had 
raced with a scrawny, insignificant-looking officer all the way to a 
hedge, The distorted face of the officer was frightening in the 
moonlight. 'T, for example — I know my destiny,” the officer had 
said. The girl had laughed. "You will believe in me, Eugenie, 
whatever happens?” 

He would come back from Egypt. I know him; he will come back 
and destroy the Republic if he has a chance. He cares nothing for 
the Republic, or for the rights of its citizens; nor could he understand 
a man like Jean-Baptiste. He never knew a man like him. . . . "My 
little daughter, whenever and wherever in the future men may seek 
to deprive their brothers of liberty and equality, no one can say of 
them: 'Father forgive them for they know not what tJney do.' " 
Jean-Baptiste and Papa would have understood each other. 

When the dock struck eleven, Marie came in, lifted Oscar from 
his cradle and put him at my breast. Jean-Baptiste came up, toev. he 
knows when I give Oscar his night feeding. 

"He will come back, Jean-Bapti.ste,” I said. 

"Who.?” 

"The godfather of our son. How will you handle it?" 

"If I have the authority, I shall have him shot." 

"And — if not?” 

"Then he will probably seize the authority and have me shot, 
(.food night, my tiarling,” 

"Good night, Jean-Baptiste.” 

"But don’t worry about it, little one. I’m only joking." 

"I understand, Jean-Baptiste. Good night." 
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Paris, 18 Brumaire of the Year VU 
{In other countries: Nopember 9, 1799. 

Our Repziblic has a new Constitution) 

He has come back. 

And today he succeeded in his coup d’etat, and, for the last few 
hours, has been head of the State. Several deputies and generals have 
been arrested, Jean-Baptiste says that any moment we may expect 
the state police to search our house. It would be unspeakably awful 
for me if Police Director Fouche, and then Napoleon, got hold of 
my diary. The two of them would die laughing at me. ... So I am 
quickly, tonight, writing down what has happened. Then I shall 
lock the book and give it to Julie for .safekeeping. Fortunately 
Julie is the sister-in-law of our new ruler and so, let tis hope, Na- 
poleon will never let the police rummage through her bureau 
drawers. 

I’m sitting in the salon of our new home in the rue Clisalpine. 1 
can hear Jean-Baptiste walking up and down in the dining room 
next to the salon. Up and down, up and down. 

"If you have any compromising papers, give them to me and I’ll 
take them to Julie in the morning with my diary," I called out to him. 
But Jean-Baptiste .shook his head. 'T have nothing — wliat did yiai 
call it? — compromising. And Bonaparte knows very well already 
what I think about his treason.” 

Fernand busied himself around the room, and I a.skcd him if 
there were still as many people, in silent groups, in front of our 
house. He said there were. "What do they want, all these people?" 

Fernand put a fresh candle in my candle.stick and said, "Tliey 
want to see what happens to our General. The rumour is that the 
Jacobins have asked him to take over command of the National 
Guard, and — ” Fernand scratched his head ostentatiously while he 
decided whether or not to tell me the truth. "Yes, and the people 
think that our General will be arrested. General Moreau has Ixxai 
already." 





{ got ready for a long night. Jean-Baptiste still paced up and 
tio\vn. While I write, the hours tick away, and we wait. 

Ves, he suddenly came back as I was sure he would. Four weeks 
and two day.s ago at six o’clock in the morning, an exhausted messen- 
ger dismounted in front of Joseph’s house, and reported, "General 
Bonaparte, accompanied only by his secretary Bourienne, has landed 
at the port of Frejus. He arrived in a small merchant vessel that 
eluded the British. He has hired a special coach and will be in 
Paris at any moment." 

Joseph dressed hurriedly, got Lucien up, and the two brothers 
stood watch in the rue de la Victoire. Their voices woke Josephine. 
When she heard the news, she grabbed her newest dress from the 
wardrobe, packed her cosmetics with trembling hands and ran fran- 
tically to her carriage. Then she tried to intercept Napoleon south of 
the city. Not till she was under way did she remember to put on 
her rouge. The divorce must be stopped; Napoleon must talk to her 
himself before Joseph influenced him. However, Josephine’s car- 
riage was hardly out of sight before Napoleon's post horses galloped 
into the rue de la Victoire, The two carriages had passed each 
other. Napoleon alighted quickly, his brothers ran forward to grcel 
him, everyone patted everyone else’s shoulders. Then the three re- 
tired to one of the small drawing rooms. 

At noon an exhausted Josephine returned. And opened the draw- 
ing room door. Napoleon examined her critically from head to toe, 
"Madame, we iiave no more to say to each other. Tomorrow I 
start divorce proceedings, and I would appreciate your moving to 
tVf.ilmaison immediately. In the meantime I shall look for a nev, 
hou.se for myself," 

Josephine sobbed loudly. Napoleon turned his back on her, and 
Lucien escorted her to her bedroom. The three Bonaparte brothers 
cc.nitinued their conference. Later, Talleyrand, the former Mini.stcr, 
joined them. Meanwhile the news spread like wildlire througli 
Paris. General Bonaparte had returned victorious from Egypt. Curi- 
ous people gathered around his house. Enthu.siastic recruits joined 
the crowd shouting, "Long live Bonaparte!” and Napoleon .showed 
liim.self at the window and waved to the people below. 

During all this, Josephine sat: on her bed up.stairs dissolved in 



tears, while her daughter Hortense tried to interest her in a cup of 
camomile tea. Not until evening were Bourienne and Napoleon 
alone. Napoleon began dictating letters to count! es.s dcputic.s and 
generals to advise them personally of his safe return. Then Hor- 
tense appeared — as alw^ays gawky and thin, still colourless and shy, 
hut already dressed like a young lady. Her long, hooked no.se made 
her look old for her age. 

"Couldn’t you speak to Mama, Papa Bonaparte?" she pleaded. 
But Napoleon brushed her aside like a troublesome fly. He didn’t 
dismiss Bourienne until midnight. As he wius considering on which 
of the fragile gold sofas to spend the night, since Josephine was in 
the bedroom, there was loud sobbing outside the door, He went 
right over to the door and locked it. Josephine stayed outside sob- 
bing for two whole hours. At last he opened it. Next morning he 
woke up in Josephine’s bedroom. 

I got ail this straight from Julie, wdio heard it from Joseph and 
Bourienne, 

, "And do you know what Napoleon said to me?" Julie added. "He 
said, ’Jtihs, if I divorce Josephine, all Paris will know that she was 
unfaithful to me and laugh at me. But if I .stay with her, everyone 
will be convinced that I have no reason to doubt my wife, and tliat 
the stories about her were merely malicious gossip. I never, under 
any circumstances, want to be laughed at/ ... A wortliy point of 
view, don’t you agree, Desiree?" Julie babbled along, "Junot is alst) 
back from Egypt. And Eugene de Beauharnais. Officers of the 
Egyptian Army are landing almost daily in France. Junot told us that 
Napoleon left a blonde mistre.ss behind in Egyjst. A cerlain Mim- 
Pauline Fourccs, whom he calls ’Bellilot.’ She’s the wife of a young 
officer and secretly accompanied her husband to Egypt. Imagine-- 
disguised in a man's uniform. When Napoleon first lieard from 
Joseph about Josephine, he paced back and forth in iiis tent like :i 
madman. Later he summoned this Bellilot and had supper with her." 
"What’s become of her now?" 1 a.sked. 

Julie shrugged her shoulders. "They say — Junot, Mur.it and the 
others — that Napoleon turned her over/ to his next in commaitd." 
"And how does he look?" 

"Who? The next in command?" 
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"fJon't be silly, 1 mean Napoleon, of course." 

Julie was thoughtful. "Yes—he has changed. Perhaps it’s his 
hair. He had it cut in Egypt, and his face looks fatter and his fea- 
tures less irregular. But it's not only that — no, I’m sure it’s not. 
Anyway you’ll see him yourself on Sunday; you’re dining at Mortc- 
fontaine, aren’t you?” 

Prominent Parisians have a country house, and poets and writer.s 
.some sort of garden where in the shade they can relax. So since 
Joseph now considers himself both a prominent Parisian and a 
writer, he has bought the charming Villa Mortefontaine with its 
huge park. It’s an hour’s drive from Paris. And next Sunday we 
are to dine there with Napoleon and Josephine. 

There certainly would never have been a coup d’etat today if 
Jean-Baptiste had still been Minister of War when Napoleon re- 
turned. But shortly before, he had again quarrelled violently with 
Director Skyks, and was so angry that he resigned. Now, thinking 
it ail over and realizing that Sieyes supported Napoleon, it seem.s 
probable to me that this director foresaw Napoleon’s return and in- 
tentionally quarrelled with Jean-Baptiste so as to force his resigna- 
tion. Jean-Baptiste’s successor dares not have Napoleon court mar- 
tiailed because .some of the generals, and the clique of deputies who 
are supporting Joseph and Ludcn, rejoiced too much over Napo- 
leon's return. 

During those autumn days Jean-Baptiste had many cajlcns. Gen- 
eral Moreau came almost daily and declared that the Army must 
intervene if Napoleon dared a coup d’etat. A troop of Jacobin city 
counci I lur.s from, Paris marched in and a.sked if General Bernatlottc 
'vouid take over C(,immand of the National Guard if there wa.s 
trouhie. Jean-.'Baptiste replied that he would gladly take over thi.s 
<a)rnmand, but he must first be accredited to it. I'his only the Gov- 
ernment, that is the Minister of War, can authorize. With that the 
City Councillors departed disappointed. 

On the Sunday morning we were to drive to Mortefontaine, I sud- 
denly heari.1 a well-known voice in our drawing room: "Eugenic— -1 
must see my god.son!” I dashed downstairs. There he was, his face 
tanned, his hair sliorn. "We wcanted to surprise you an(.] Bernadottc, 
Since we’re all invited to Mortefontaine, Jo, sephine and I thoinvht 



we’d drive by and take you. I must meet your son, and admire the 
new house, and I’ve not yet seen Comrade Bernadotte since my re- 
turn.” 

"You look wonderfully well, my dear,” said Josephine, standing 
slender and graceful at the terrace door. Jean-Baptistc appeared, and 
I departed for the kitchen to ask Marie to make some coll'ce and 
serve liqueur. When 1 came back, Jean-Baptiste had brought (,)scar 
down, and Napoleon was bending over our little bundle, going 
"ti-ti-ti” and trying to tickle its chin. Oscar didn’t care for any of 
this and began to cry shrilly. 

'‘A new recruit for the Army, Comrade Bernadotte," Napoleon 
laughed and clapped Jean-Baptiste genially on the shoulder. I 
rescued our son from the arms of his father, who held him stiffly 
away from him and asserted that Oscar was undoubtedly damp. 

While we drank Marie’s bittersweet coffee, Josephine entangled 
me in a discussion of roses. Roses are her pas.sion and I have heard 
that she’s laid out a magnificent rose garden at Malmaison. She’d 
noticed the few miserable little rosebushes planted in front of cmr 
terrace, and a.sked me if and how I cared for them. So I tluln’t hear 
the conversation between Jean-Baptiste and Napoleon. But Joscpliine 
and I were suddenly silent because Napoleon said, "I’rn told that if 
you were still Minister of War, Comrade Bernadotte, you would have 
me court martialled, and shot. What particularly have you against 
me?” 

"I think you know our service regulations as well as I do, C!onira.de 
Bonaparte,” Jean-Baptiste answered, and, with a smile, ''l/ar better 
than I, You had the advantage of attending the War College, ami 
of beginning your active .service as an officer. I, as you probably 
know, served for a long time in the’ ranks,” 

Napoleon leaned forward toward Jean-Bapti.ste. At that moment 
the change in him I’d noticed before was startlingly apparent. Mis 
short hair made his head seem rounder and his gaunt cheeks fuller. 
I’d never noticed before how sharply defined his chin was. It jutted 
out practically square. All this merely emphasized the change; it 
wasn’t the cause of it. 

Even his smile was different. This smile I had once loved so much, 
and later feared, that before rarely and flectingly transformed hi.s 
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whole stern face was now fixed, compelling and — solicitoas. Why 
this set smile— and for whom? Jean-Baptiste, of course. Jean- 
Baptiste was to be won over as a friend, a confidante, an enthusiastic 
ally. 

"I have returned from Egypt to place myself again at the disposal 
of our country, for I consider my Egyptian assignment completed. 
You say that our frontiers are now secured, that as Minister of War 
you attempted to set up an army of a hundred thousand infantrymen 
and forty thousand cavalry. The few thousand men I left behind in 
Africa can, therefore, mean nothing to the French Army which you 
have expanded to one hundred and forty thousand men. While a 
man like me, in the Republic’s present desperate situation, could . . 

"The situation is not desperate,” Jean-Baptiste said calmly. 

"No?” Napoleon smiled. "From the moment of my return peo- 
ple on all sides have told me that the Government is no longer in 
control. The Royalists are active once more in the Vendee, and some 
of them in Paris are corresponding openly with the Bourbons in 
England, The Manege Club, on the other hand, is preparing for a 
Jacobin revolution. You must be aware, Comrade Bernadotte, that 
the Manege Club plans to overthrow the Directorate?” 

"You are certainly better informed about the aims and intentions 
of the Manege Club than I.” Jean-Baptiste spoke slowly. "Your 
brothers, Joseph and Lucien, founded this club and conduct its 
meetings.” 

"In rny opinion it is the duty of the Army and its leaders to con- 
solidate all our positive forces to maintain civil peace and discipline, 
and to set up a form of government worthy of the ideals of the 
Revolution,” Napoleon declaimed, 

I'hc conversation bored me so I turned again to Josephine. To rny 
surjuise she was watching Jean-Baptiste intently as though his an- 
swer were of vital importance. 

"1 would consider any intervention by the Array or its leaders as 
high (reason,” Jean-Baptiste declared. 

Napoleon kept on smiling fixedly. At the word "high treason,” 
Josephine raised her plucked eyebrows. I poured fresh coffee. 

"If men of ail parties— I emphasize all parties- — came to me and 
asked for a coalition of all the positive forces in the country, and, 



with the help of men of integrity, wanted me to draft a new con- 
stitution, one setting forth the inalienable rights of the people, would 
you stand by me, Comrade Bernadotte? ^ Could, those who want to 
realize the ideals of the Revolution count on you? Jean-Baptiste 
Bernadotte — may France count on you?” 

Napoleon’s glistening grey eyes stared at Jean-Baptiste. With a 
bang Jean-Baptiste set down his cup. 

’’Listen to me, Bonaparte. If you are here, not for a cup of colicc. 
but to ask me to commit high treason, I must ask you to leave m)' 
house.” 

Away went the ingratiating look in Napoleon’s eyes. His me- 
chanical smile was weird and uneasy. 

"You would also take arms against those of your comrades who 
might be entrusted by the nation to save the Republic?” 

A roar of laughter suddenly broke the tension. Jean-Baptiste 
.shook with hearty and uncontrolled mirth. "Comrade Bonaparte, 
Comrade Bonaparte! While you were sunning yourself in Kgypt, it 
was suggested to me not once, but at least three or four time.s, tliat 
I play the strong man and, protected by the bayonets of our troops, 
bring about — how do you and your brothers say it?-— a coalition cd‘ 
all the positive forces in the country. I refused. Our Government 
consists of two chambers with many members, and if these gentlemen 
and their constituents are dissatisfied, they can ask for a change in 
the Constitution. I personally believe that with tlic present Ciunsfi- 
tution, we can keep peace at home and defend our frt>ntier.s. Should 
the deputies, however, without undue psressure, decide io change our 
form of government, this concerns neither me nor the Army.” 

"But if there should be such pressure, Comrade Bernadotfe. if 
force had to be used, where would you stand?” 

Jean-Baptiste rose, strode to the terrace door and gazed out as 
though reaching for words in the grey autumn sky. Napoleon’s loo!-; 
almost bored a hole in the back of his dark uniform, 'Fhe familiar 
little vein throbbed at his right temple. Jean-Bapti.ste turned 
abruptly, came over to Napoleon and dropped his hand heavily uu 
Napoleon’s shoulder. 

"Comrade Bonaparte— I have served under your command in Hal) , 
J have .seen how you plan a campaign. 1 assure you France boasts 
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no better commander in chief. You can take an old sergeant’s word 
for this. But what the politicians suggest is unworthy of a general of 
the Republican Army. Don’t do it, Bonaparte!” 

Napoleon was apparently engrossed in the marguerites I had. em- 
broidered on the tablecloth. His face was expressionless, Jean- 
Baptiste let his hand slip from Napoleon's shoulder, and quietly 
returned to his place. "If you persist in this, however, I shall tight 
you and your followers by force of arms, provided ...” 

Napoleon glanced up. "Provided — what.?” 

"Provided I am ordered by the recognized Government to do so.” 

"How stubborn you are,” Napoleon murmured. Whereupon 
Josephine suggested that we ought to start for Mortefontaine. 

Julie’s house was full of guests. We met Talleyrand and Fouche 
there, and naturally Napoleon’s personal friends, General Junot, 
Murat, Leclerc and Marmont. They were all pleasantly surprised 
when Napoleon and Jean-Baptiste arrived together. 

After dinner Fouche remarked to Jean-Baptiste, "I didn’t know 
that you and General Bonaparte were friends.” 

"Friends? In any case we are related by marriage,” Jean-Baptiste 
said. 

Fouche laughed. "Some people are unusually wise in their choice 
of relatives.” 

Jean-Baptiste smiled good-naturedly. "As for me, God knows I 
didn’t choose this relationship.” 

In tlie days following all Paris spoke of nothing but whether or 
not Napoleon would dare try a coup d’etat, Once I happened to be 
driving through the rue de la Vktoire and saw many young men 
standing in front of Napoleon’s house beating time and shouting in 
chorus to the closed windows above, "Vive Bonaparte!” 

Fernand claims the youths are paid for these demonstrations, but 
Jean-Baptiste says that many Parisians remember with enthusiasm tlie 
large sums of money Napoleon extorted from the conquered Italian 
states and sent back to Paris. 

Wlien I came down early yesterday to the dining room, I knew some- 
how: Today. Today would be the day. Joseph, clutching one of Jean- 
Baptiste’s uniform buttons, was talking to him feverishly. He wanted 
Jean-Baptiste to go with him immediately to see Napoleon. "But 



you must at least hear what he has to say; then you can see for your- 
self that he only wants to save the Republic,” Joseph said. 

Jean-Baptiste answered, “I know his plans, and they have nothing 
to do with the Republic.” 

And Joseph, "For the last time— do you refuse to support m)- 
brother?” 

"For the last time — 1 refuse to take part in any form of high 
treason.” 

Joseph turned to me. "Make him listen to reason, Desiree!” And 
,1, "May I bring you a cup of coffee, Joseph? You seem upset.” 
Joseph refused and departed, and Jean-Baptiste stood at the terrace 
door, staring at the empty autumn garden. 

An hour later, General Moreau, M. Sazzarin, jean -Baptiste's 
former secretary, and several other gentlemen from the War Ministry 
descended on us like an avalanche. They insisted that Jean-Baptiste 
should take command of the National Guard to prevent Napoleon's 
entry into the Senate, the Council of Five Hundred. 

"Any such order must come from the Government,” Jean-Baptiste 
stood firm. 

In the midst of this discussion, in burst more city councillors tin 

.same ones who had been here earlier — and sided with the othcr.s’ 
request. Jean'Bapti.ste patiently explained all over again, ”1 cannut 
possibly act under ordens from the Paris Municipal Council. Noi 
from my comrade, dear Moreau. I mast be empowered to act b}' tiie 
Government itself. If the directors are no longer in oflice, my urder.s 
must come from' the Council of Five Hundred.” 

Late that afternoon I saw Jean-Baptiste in civilian dothe.s ttir tin 
lirst time. He wore a dark-red coat, too tight and too long lor him 
a funny high hat, and an artfully tied yellow neckcloth. My General 
.seemed to be dressed for a masquerade. 

"Where are you going?” 1 naturally wanted to kiuiw. 

"For a walk,” Jean-Baptiste replied, "only for a walk.” 

Jean-Baptiste’ s walk lasted for hours. In the evening Moreau and 
his other friends returned and waited for him. It was pitch darl. 
when he finally got here. "Well?” we all demanded. 

"1 went to the Luxembourg and the Tuilerie.s,” he reported, 
"Large concentrations of troops are everywhere, but everything is 
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quiet. Most of the soldiers are veterans of the Italian campaigns; 

I recognized some of them , . 

"Napoleon has undoubtedly made them many promises,” Moreau 
said. 

Jean-Baptiste smiled bitterly. "He made them these promises long 
ago through their officers, who are now suddenly all back in Paris, 
Junot, Massena, Murat, Marmont, Leclerc-— the whole clique around 
Bonaparte." 

"Do you believe that these troops are ready to march against tht 
National Guard.?" Moreau inquired. 

"They have no idea of it,” Jean-Baptiste said. "I went as a simple 
curious civilian, and talked a long time with an old sergeant and 
some of his men. The soldiers believe that Napoleon will be given 
command of the National Guard. That’s what their officers have 
told them." 

Moreau was furious. "That’s the most outrageous lie I’ve ever 
heard." 

"I think that tomorrow Napoleon will demand from the deputies 
command of the National Guard," Jean-Baptiste said evenly. 

"And we shall insist you share this command with him," Moreau 
.shouted. "Are you prepared to do so.?” 

Jean-Baptiste nodded. "Submit this request to the Minister of 
War. If Napoleon is given command of the National Guard, then 
Bernadotte, as the Mmisttj'’s trustee, is to share it with him." 

I couldn’t sleep all night. From downstairs came the sound of 
voices. I could distinguish Moreau’s light, angry tones and Sazzarin's 
bass. That was yccsterday, only yesterday. ... 

Throughout the day a continuous stream of messengers arrived, 
officers of all ranks, finally a recruit. The recruit, sweating profuscl)', 
leapt from his horse and cried, "Bonaparte is First Consul. First. 
Consul!” 

"Sit down, man," Jean-Baptiste said calmly. "Desiree, give him 
a glass of wine,” But before the soldier had pulled himself together 
enough to speak sensibly, a young captain hurried into the room. 
"General Bernadotte, the Consular Government has been proclaimed. 
Bonaparte is the First Consul!” 

During the morning Napoleon had gone first to tlie Senate where 



he asked to be heard. The Senate, consisting cliietly of venerable 
and chronically sleepy lawyers, had listened, bored, to his impas- 
sioned .speech. Napoleon talked some drivel about a con.spiracy 
against the Government, and asked that he be granted in tliis liour 
of national peril unrestricted powers to act. The chairman of the 
Senate explained in a tortuous speech that he must come to some 
agreement with the Government, Accompanied by Joseph, Na(5olcon 
then went to the Council of Five Hundred, Here the atmosphere 
was very different. Each individual deputy knew exactly what Na- 
poleon’s appearance meant, but at first they clung tenachnisiy to 
the day’s agenda. Soon, however, the chairman of the council — the 
young Jacobin, Lucien Bonaparte — ^pulled his brother up on the 
rostrum, "General Bonaparte has an announcement of decisive im- 
portance to the Republic." 

"Hear, hear . . from the Bonaparte clique, and a concert of 
whistles from their opponents. Napoleon began to speak. All wlio 
heard him agree that he stuttered, that he mumbled soinething aboul 
an intrigue against the Republic and a conspiracy against his own 
life, but by then there was so much noi.se he couldn’t he heard, 

A general uproar followed. The Bonaparte contingent forceti 
rheir way to the rostrum; their opponents — and these \N>ere members 
of all parties — jumped up, made their way to the exits and found 
them blocked by troops. Who ordered these troops into the Clumihet 
to "protect" the deputies has not been explained. However, Cicneral 
Leclerc, Paulette’s husband, was .seen at their liead. d'hc National 
Guard, normally responsible for the safely of the representatives, 
lined up with the others. Soon the whole Chamber hoileal like n 
witches’ brew! Lucien and Napoleon stood close together on the 
speaker’s rostrum; a voice .shouted, "Vive Bonaparte!" — ten voice, s 
joined in, then thirty, then eighty. The gallery, where Mur-at, Mas- 
sena and Marmont had unexpectedly turned up among the journalisLs. 
roared, too. And the deputies, surrounded on all sides by mu.skets. 
their toes trampled by grenadiers’ boots, cheered helplessiy. 

The troops withdrew to the far corners of the Cliambcr ,md n- 
ihe gallery. Police Director Fouche arrived with some men in civiliaii 
clothes and discreetly requested those members who, it was feartcl, 
might disturb the new "peace and order," to follow him, Tlu- 
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Chamber, which now had great gaps, sat for hours, deliberating a 
new constitution. The chairman read the proposals for the formation 
of a new Government, to be headed by three consuls. General Na- 
poleon Bonaparte was unanimously elected as First Consul, and at 
his request the Tuileries were placed at his disposal as his official 
residence. 

During the evening, Fernand brought us the special editions, 
damp from the new.s presse.s. In enormous type the name Bonaparte. 
hit us in the eye, In the kitchen with Marie I said, "Do you remem- 
ber that other news sheet? Bonaparte was appointed Military Gov- 
ernor of Paris and you brought it to me on the terrace, at home in 
Marseilles. ..." 

Marie was carefully filling a bottle with the diluted milk Oscar 
still has to drink because his mama is very inefficient and can’t pro- 
duce enough for him. "And tonight he’s moving to the Tuileries. 
Perhaps he’ll sleep in the same room the King used to,” T added. 

"That would be just like him," Marie growled, and handed me 
the bottle. 

While I sat in the bedroom with my child in my arms and watched 
how greedily he swallowed and smacked his lips, Jean -Baptiste came 
up and sat beside me. In stamped Fernand with a slip of paper. 
"Reporting, sir. Thi.s note has just been delivered by an unknown 
female." 

Bernadotte glanced at the paper, and held it up for me to read. 
In shaky script it said, "General Moreau has just been arrested. ...” 

"A message from Mme Moreau brought by her kitchen maid," 
Jean-Baptistc decided. Oscar was asleep so we went downstairs, and 
ever since have been waiting for the state police. I began to write 
in my diary. 

There are nights which never end. 

.Suddenly a carriage stoppeci in front of our house. Now thev- 
h.Lve come to take him away, I thought. I jumped up and ran into 
the .sakiti. Jean-Baptiste was standing motionless in the centre of tlie 
room, listening tensely. I went to him, and he put his arm around 
me. Never in my life have I been .so dose to him.; 

Once, twice, three time.s-~“the door knocker banged. "FIl ui^en 



it,'’ Jean-Baptiste said and let go of me. At the same time we heard 
voices, First a man’s voice, and then a woman’s laugh. My knees 
gave way and I fell into the nearest chair, and suddenly found myseli' 
crying. It was Julie. Dear Lord, only Julie. ... 

We were ail in the salon. Joseph and Lucien and Julie, 
trembling fingers I put fresh candles in the holders, and all at once 
the room was very bright. Julie was wearing her red evening dress 
and had apparently drunk too much champagne. Small red spots 
blotched her cheeks, and she giggled so much she could hardly speak, 
We assumed that all three had come direct from the Tuilcrics. Dis- 
cussions had been going on there all night, details of the new Con- 
stitution gone over, and a provisional list of new' ministers compiled, 
Finally Josephine, w'ho was unpacking in the former c|iiarters of the 
royal family, had decided that they really must celebrate. A state 
carriage had been sent to fetch Julie, Mme Letizia and Napoleon's 
sisters, and Josephine had had a room in the Tuilerie.s festively 
lighted. "We drank much too much, but after all it’s a big day, Na- 
poleon will govern France, Lucien is Minister of tiie Interior, and 
Joseph is to be Foreign Minister—at least he’s on tlie li.st— " Julie 
prattled on. "You must forgive us for walking you, but a.s we droce 
past your house I said we could at lea.st say good morning to Desiree 
and Jean-Baptiste . , 

’'You didn’t wake us up; we haven’t .slept," I said. 

. . and the three consuls wdll be advised by a .State (..oiuitii 
consisting of real experts. You may be chosen for tiuN oamcil. 
Bernadotte,’’ Joseph was .saying, 

"Josephine wants to do over the Tuileries," Julie coutiuued. "1 
can understand that, everything looks so clusly and old-faslii'.UK'd. 
Her bedroom will be decorated in white. . . . And itnagiiic- -hr says 
she must have a regular court household. She i.s to engage a reader, 
and three lady companions who will really be huiies-ia -waiting. 
Foreign countries .shall see that the wife of our new he.ul ol Stale 
understands such matters." Still Julie rambled on. 

"I insist on the release of General Moreau," I heard Je.in-B.ijaiste 

"Protective custody and nothing more, I a.ssure you to yirotecr 

Moreau from the mob. No one knows what the people of Paris 
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might do in their wild enthusiasm for Napoleon and the new Con- 
stitution. . . This from Lucien, 

A clock struck six. "We must go. She is waiting outside in the 
carriage for us. We only wanted to say a quick good morning to 
you," cried Julie. 

"Who is waiting outside in the earriage.^’’ I asked. 

"Manui-in-law. Mme Letizia was too tired to come in. We 
promised to drive her home.” 

I suddenly longed to see Mme Letizia after this night. 1 went out. 
The air smelled of fog, and as I reached the street several figures 
slipped back into the half-light. Did people always stand in front 
of our house and wait? 

I opened the carriage door. "Mme Letizia,” I called into the 
darkness. "It’s I — Desiree. I want to congratulate you.” 

The figure in the corner of the carriage moved, but it was too dark 
for me to see her face. "Congratulate me? Why, my child?” 

"Because Napoleon is our First Consul, and Ludeii is Minister 
of the Interior, and Joseph says that he . . .” 

"The children shouldn’t get so involved with politics,” came out 
of the dark, I'his Mme Bonaparte will never really learn French. 
She speaks not one syllable better than on the day I met her in 
Marseilles. I remembered the horrible reeking cellar where they 
lived then. And now they’d like to redecorate the Tuileries, 

"I thought tliat you’d be very pleased, Mme,” I concluded awk- 
wartlly, 

"No. Napoleon doesn’t belong in the Tuileries. It’s not for him,” 
came firmly from the dark carriage, 

"We live in a republic,” I remonstrated. 

"Cull Julie and the two boys. I’m tired. You'll see, in the 
'ruilcric.s he will get had ideas, some very bad ideas!” 

'll 1 C}' aj-tpeared finally, Julie, Joseph, Lucien. Jnlie embraced me, 
and pressed h.cr hot cheek against mine. "It’s so wonderful for 
Josepii,” she whispered. "Come and have dinner with me. I must 
talk with you.” 

At that moment Jean-Baptiste came out to show our guests to their 
carriage. Suddenly out of the fog sprang the lurking figures — these 
unkiiowrus who with u.s had waited through the endless night. "Vive 



Bernadotte!” someone shouted. The- voice quivered. "Vive Bcrna- 
dotte, Vive Bernadotte!” There were only three or four voices. And 
it was ridiculous for Joseph to cringe with terror, 

A grey rainy day has begun. An officer of the National (duard 

just left the following message: "Order from the First Consul 

General Bernadotte is to report to him at eleven o’clock in the I'uilcr- 
ie.s.” I am closing and locking my diary. I shall take it to Julie. 


ejo 

Paris, March 21 f IS04 

{Only the Magistrates stick to the liepublkan calendar 
and xvfite today: 1 Germinal of the Year XI!) 

It was mad of me to drive alone at night to the I’uileries to see 
him. 

I realized this from the start. Neverlhelcs.s, 1 climbed into Mine 
Letizia’s carriage, still trying to decide what to say to liiin. .Some- 
wdiere a clock struck eleven. I would walk through the long empty 
c:orridors of the Tuiieries, slip into his study, stand in fixmt of Ins 
desk, and explain to him that ... 

The carriage rolled along beside the Seine. In the course ot years, 
I’ve become familiar with most of the bridges. But whenever 1 come 
to a certain bridge, my heart starts pounding. I always have to .ship, 
get out and walk. On my bridge. ... It was one of the very ftr.st 
spring nights of tlie year. Spring hadn’t really c]uite come, but tlie 
air was soft and sweet. It had rained the whole day, but now the 
heavy clouds were breaking and the stars w-ere out. He cannot have 
him shot, I thought. On the rippling waters of the Seine the stars 
danced with the lights of Paris. He c.annot have him .shot! 

Cannot? 

He can do anything, 

On the bridge I walked slowly up and down, meditating on all these 
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years I’ve lived through without respite. Danced at weddings, curt- 
sied to Napoleon in the Tuileries as though to royalty, celebrated 
the victory of Marengo at Julie's and drunk so much champagne that 
the next morning Marie had to hold my head over the washbasin 
I have bought a yellow silk evening dress, and a silver one embroid- 
ered with rose pearls, and a white one with green velvet bows. Those 
u'ere minor events. The big ones — Oscar’s first tooth, Oscar’s first 
"Mama” and Oscar who for the first time without my help on 
chubby, unsteady little legs has walked from the piano to the chest 
of drawers. 

And now I’ve been thinking over these past years. IRemembering 
them and trying desperately to put off the moment when I intended 
to force my way into the presence of the First Consul. Julie returned 
my diary just a few days ago. 

"I was tidying up my chest of drawers, that mahogany monster 
I brought from Marseilles,” she said. "It’s in the nursery now; the 
children have ,so many things they really need it. And so I found 
your book. I don’t have to take care of it any longer, do I?” 

"No, no longer,” I said. "Or, perhaps, not yet.” 

‘‘you'll have a lot to catch up on.” Julie laughed. ”1 don’t 
suppose you’ve even mentioned that I have two daughters.” 

“No, I gave you the diary during the night after the coup d’etat. 
But now ril write down that you went regularly to take the cure at 
Plombieres and took your Joseph with you, that over two and a half 
years ago Zenaule Charlotte Julie was born, and thirteen months later 
Charlotte Napoieone. And that you still read innumerable novefs 
and were so thrilled by some story about a harem that Miss Daughter 
Number One was christened Zenaide.” 

“I hope she'll forgive me that,” Julie said remorsefully. 

1 took the diary from her, I must, first of all, I thought, write 
that Mairna is dead. It was last summer, I was sitting with Julie in 
our garden and suddenly Joseph rushed in with Etienne’s letter to 
us. Mama died in Genoa after a heart attack. “Now we are all 
alone,” Julie said. “You have me,” Joseph insisted. He didn’t un- 
derstand. us. Julie belongs to him and I to Jean-Baptiste, but since 
Papa’s death, we have had only Mama who remembered how every- 
thing was when wc w'ere children. 



On the evening of this sad day, Jean-Baptiste said to me, "You 
know that we must ail abide by the laws of Nature, This law of 
Nature is that we do not outlive our children. It w'oulcl be unnatural 
if we did. We must accept the law^s of 'Nature philosophically. " He 
wanted to comfort me. Every woman who has etidurev! liie pain oi‘ 
childbirth is told that she is sharing the fate of all mother, s, But 
it's not much comfort, 1 find. 

From my bridge, Mme Letizia's carriage I<H>nscd u[i like a hl;uk 
monster lying in wait for me. On Napoleon’s desk lies a .senicnct 
of death, and I will say to him ... 

Yes, what will I say to him.^ 

One may no longer talk with him as with other people, one may 
not even sit down unless he suggests it. The morning after that 
endless night of waiting for Jean-Baptiste’s arrest words flew between 
him and Napoleon. 

"You have been elected to the State Council, Bernadotte. You will 
represent the Ministry of War in my State Council,” the Fit, si Consul 
told him. 

"Do you think I’ve changed my mind in one night? ” asked jean- 
Baptiste,. . 

“No. But, during this .same night I have become ic.sjinnsihle foi 
the Republic, and I cannot afford to lose one of her ahlc.st men. 
Will you accept, Bernadette?” 

Jean-Baptiste told me that there was a long pause. A pau.se m 
which he first inspected the huge room in the d’uileric.s. with its 
enormous desk resting on gilded lion.s’ hcad.s. A pause in whiej) he 
then looked out of the window and dovai mi the soldiers tit tht 
National Guard with their blue-white-red cockades. A pjiise lu 
which he told himself that the directors had resigiic-i{ and liad fecou- 
nized the Consular Government, That tiie Republic: had delivered 
itself up to this man to avert civil war, 

"You are right, the Republic needs each of her citizens, (..onsni 
Bonaparte. 1 therefore accept,” 

Early the next morning Moreau and ail the arrested deputies were 
,set free. Moreau, what’s more, was given a command, Napoleori 
was preparing a new Italian campaign, and appointed Jc.*an -Baptiste 
supreme commander of our Army of the West. Jean-Baptiste forti- 
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had the Channel coast against English attacks, and commanded all 
the garrisons from Brittany to the Gironde. He has to spend most 
of his time at his headquarters in Rennes, and he wasn’t home when 
Oscar had whooping cough. Napoleon won the Battle of Marengo 
and Paris went mad celebrating. Today our troops are scattered all 
over Euro[ie, because, in his negotiations for peace, Napoleon de- 
manded the surrender to France of innumerable provinces, which 
the Republic is now occupying. 

So many lights are dancing on the Seine, many more than before 
Then I thought there could be nothing more cynical and more mad- 
dening than Paris, But Jean-Baptiste says that Paris today is a hun- 
dred times more full of fight than before and that I was hardly in 
a position to judge. Napoleon has allowed the exiled aristocrats to 
come back. In the Faubourg St. Germain there’s intrigue again, con- 
fiscated gardens have been returned, torch bearers flank the light car- 
riages of the Noailles, the Radziwills, the De Montesquieus, and the 
Montmorencys. With grace and dignity the former great of Versailles 
have moved through the rooms of the Tuileries and curtsied before 
the Leader of the Republic, bowed over the hand of the erstwhile 
Widow Beauharnais who never left the country and never went 
hungry eitlier. Instead, M. Barras paid her bills and she danced with 
the ex-lackey 1 allien at the ball for "Relatives of Victims of the 
Guillotine.” Sometimes it’s more than I can manage to keep straight, 
the titles of all these princes, counts, and barons who are introdu"^ced 
to me. 

"I’m afraid of him. He has no heart.” I heard her voice distinctly 
that early spring night on the bridge. Christine. Christine, the peas- 
ant girl frf)m St. Maximin, the wife of Lucien Bonaparte. Hundrecls, 
tJiousands of witnccsses .saw how Lucien pulled his brother up to the 
rostrum, and with shining eyes brought forth the first "Vive Bona- 
parte." A couple of weeks later the walls of the Tuileries trembled 
becau.se they quarrelled so terribly. Minister of the Interior Lucien 
Bonaparte and First Consul Napoleon Bonaparte. First they argued 
about the censorship of the press which Napoleon had introduced. 
Then about banishing of writers. And constantly about Christine, 
the innkeeper’s daughter, who had been forbidden to enter the 
Tuileries. Lucien didn’t last long as Minister of the Interior. Nor 



did Christine continue as a cause of .family disagreement. Tiie plump 
peasant girl with the apple-red cheeks and dimples began, after a 
miserable wet wdnter, to cough blood. One afternoon I was sitting 
with her, and we talked about next spring and read tire fashion 
magazines. Christine wanted a dress with gold embroidery. 

"In this dress," ,1 said, "you will drive to the Tuileries and be 
presented to the First Consul, and you will be so beautiful that he 
will env}' Lucien," 

Christines dimples disappeared. "I’m afraid of him," she said. 
"He has no heart." 

Finally Mme Letizia insisted that Christine be received at the 
Tuileries. Napoleon heeded this and a week later casually told his 
brother, "And don’t forget to bring your wife to the opera tomorrow 
evening and to present her to me." 

Lucien answered simply, "Tm afraid my wife will be unable to 
accept this honourable invitation." 

Napoleon’s lips werb a thin line. "It is not an invitation, Lucien, 
but a command from the First Consul,’’ 

Lucien shook his head. "My wife cannot comply witii a command, 
even from the First Consul. My wife is dying." 

The most expensive wreath at Christine’s funeral was inscribed, 
"To my beloved sister-in-law Christine— ~N. Bonaparte." 

The Widow Jouberthou has red hair, an ample bosom, and 
dimples which remind one a little of Christine. She had been mar- 
ried to some unknowm little bank clerk. Napoleon tlemanded that 
Lucien marry the daughter of one of the repatriated aristocrat, s. But 
Lucien turned up at the regj.stry office with the Widow Jouberthou. 
Whereupon Napoleon signed an expulsion order against the I'reiuh 
Citizen Lucien Bonaparte, former member of the Coimcil of love 
Hundred, former Minister of the Interior of the French Uepubiic 
Lucien paid us a farewell visit before he left for Italy. 

"Back there in Brumaire," he said, "I wanted to do the be.st ti)ing 
tor the Republic. You know that, don’t you, BernadutteT’ 

"I know that," answered Bernadotte, "but you made a grave mi.s- 
lake — back there in Brumaire." 

It was about two years ago that Hortense cried so loudly in hej 
room in the Tuileries that the guards kept looking up at her window-. 
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in alarm. Napoleon had betrothed his stepdaughter to his brother 
Louis. Louis, the fat, flat-footed youth, had no interest whatsoever 
in coIourle.s.s Hortcnse. He preferred the actress at the Comedie 
Frani^dise. But Napoleon feared another nihalliance in the family. 
So Hortense locked herself in, and simply screamed. She refused to 
let her mother in. Finally they sent for Julie. Julie hammered with 
her fusts on Hortense’s door until the girl opened it. 

"Can 1 help you.^” Julie asked. Hortense shook her head. "You 
love someone else, don’t you.?” Julie said. Hortense’s weeping ceased, 
and her thin figure stiffened. "You love .someone else,” Julie re- 
peated. Hortense nodded almost imperceptibly. '’Fll talk to your 
stepfather,” Julie said. Hortense shrugged her shoulders hopelessly. 
Julie continued. "Is the other man one of the First Consul’s group? 
Would your stepfather consider him eligible?” Hortense didn’t an- 
swer. Tears flowed from her wide-open eyes. "Or — is this other 
man already married?” Hortense’s lips parted. She started to smile, 
then suddenly laughed. Laughed and laughed — shrill and wild, like 
one gone mad. 

Julie grabbed lier shoulders. "Stop that! Pull yourself together! 
If you don't I’ll have to call the doctor- — ” But Hortense couldn’t 
stop laughing. That finished my patient Julie, Without thinking she 
slapped Hortense hard. 

Hortense was struck dumb. She closed her big mouth and took 
a couple of deep breaths. When she wvis calmer, ”I love — him/’ she 
said softly, 

Julie hadn't thought of this possibility, "Does he know?” she 
asked. 

Hortense noilded. "There are very few things he doesn't know. 
And the rest he finds out from our Mini.ster of Police, M, Fouche.” 
She sounded bitter, 

Julie stoexi up and took Flortense’s hand. "You'd better marry 
Louis. Louis is his favourite brother. , , 

'.rhe nuptials were celebrated a few weeks later. Paulette was held 
up to Horten.se as an example. How she fought against her marriage. 
Napoleon practically had to push her into marrying General Leclerc. 
And how she wept because Napoleon ordered her to accompany 
Ledcfc to San Domingo, She finally embarked with him, tears 



streaming down her face. Lederc died in San Domingo oi yeilow 
fever. And Paulette was so disconsolate that she cut off licr honey- 
coloured hair and laid it in his coffin. To the Inrst Cioasul this v\ms 
undying proof of Paulette’s devotion to the late iamcnted. J onrc 
disagreed with him. “On the contrary, it proves that she never loved 
him. And that therefore she must at the last make a show of ](ive.” 

Paulette’s hair grew back into shoulder-length ringlet.s, and N.t- 
poleon decided that she should hold these curls up witii .some valu- 
able pearl combs. These combs are part of the family jewels of tire 
Borghese family. The Borghese are old Italian nobility related to 
all the ruling houses of Europe. Napoleon practically .shoved the 
aging Count Camiiio Borghese, with his weak knees and trembling 
hands, at his favourite sister Paulette, That’s a laugh — the Countess 
Pauline Borghese. Paulette in her soiled finery, picking up men uu 
the street... 

They’re all so changed, I thought. 1 took a last look at tlie lights 
dancing on the ripples. Why only I, why do they thinlc Fm tlic only 
one who can, perhaps, succeed? 

I walked back to the carriage. "To the Tuik;rie.s.” 

I thought over my project with some de.spair. 'Fhi.s Bourbon, llif 
Duke of Enghien, who is apparently in the pay of the I'inglish, and 
who keeps threatening to restore the Republic to tiie Bourhon.s, huN 
been arrested. He wasn’t arrested on l^rench soil. 'Fhey tliiin't find 
him in France but in a .small town called Ettenheim in, (k-rinany. 
.Four days ago Napoleon ordered an unexpected attack against this lit' 
tie town. Three hundred dragooas cro.ssed the Rhine, snafchcii the 
Duke out of Ettenheim, and dragged him to France. No'.v he's 
■waiting in the fortres.s at Vincennes for his fate to be decided. dVal.n- 
a court martial condemned him to death for high treason and for An 
.illeged attempt to assassinate the Fir-St Con.su!. The death scnicncc 
has been sent to the First Consul. Napoleon will cither coniirm it. 
or pardon the culprit. 

The old nobility, now frequent visitors at josephine'.s, have 
naturally implored her to beg Napoleon for clemency. They were aii 
at the Tuiieries while foreign diplomats besieged Taileyrand. N:i- 
poleon received no one. Josephine tried to get a word in at lunch. 
With a ''Please don’t bother me,” he shut her up. Toward evening, 



Josep}) iiad himself announced. ^ Napoleon asked what he wanted. 
Joseph explained to the secretary, "An appeal in the name of justice.” 
llic secretary vva.s told to inform Joseph that the First Consul was 
not to be distur})ed. 

At .supper jenn-Baptiste was unusually quiet. Suddenly he banged 
jiis fist on the table. "Do you realize what Bonaparte has done.? 
With tiiC Jjelp of three hundred dragoons he seizes a political enemy 
in a foreign country. Brings him to France and is holding him here 
for a court martial. To any man with even a spark of decent feeling 
this is a .slap in the face!" 

"And what will happen to the prisoner.? He can’t have him .shot." 
1 wa.s horrified. 

Jean-Baptiste was dearly appalled. "And he’s under oath to the 
Republic: he swore to uphold the Rights of Man.” 

We .said no more about the Duke. But 1 kept tliinking about the 
(icatli .sentence that was right now on Napoleon’s desk waiting for 
a .stroke of his pen. 

"Julie fold me that Jerome Bonaparte has agreed to divorce his 
American wife," 1 .said, to relieve the depressing silence. Jerome, 
once such a dre;u.lful child, was now a naval officer and on one of his 
vnyage.s he h.ul aimo.st been captured by the English. 

"i'o c.scapc them lie was landed at an American port, luid had 
marricii a Mis.s Flizabeth Pattenson, a young lady from Baltimore, 
riii.s naturaily made Napoleon furious. Now Jerome was on his way 
home, and, to please his distinguished brother, he had agreed to 
divorce tlie former Miss Pailenson. "But .she is very rich," had been 
Jerome's only written protest to Napoleon. 

"The family aihics of the I'irst Consul really do not interest me,’’ 
remarked Je.m-ikaptiste. At that very minute we heard a carriage 
iirivc up. 

"It’s after ten.” I said. "Much too late for callers.” 

Eernand stampied in and announced, "Mme Letizia Bonaparte." 

f v\ as astuni.shed, Napoleon’s mother never just dropped in. Now 
siie v\M.s riidit behind Fernand, "Good evening, General Bernaclotte! 
Good evening, madanie.” 

In receo.t ye.irs Mmc Letizia hasn't aged, she .seems younger, f let' 
fare that used to be drawn and careworn Is fuller, ihe wrinkles rjiind 



her mouth are gone. There's a little silver in her black liair, whicii 
she still wears peasant fa.shion, combed back and knotted at the back 
of her neck. A few Parisian curls hang down on her foreliead and 
are very unbecoming. 

We steered her into the drawing room, and she sat down and 
slowly drew off her light-grey gloves. 1 couldn’t help staring at lier 
hands and the large cameo ring Napoleon had brought her from 
Italy, I kept thinking of those red chapped haad.s tliat in the tdd 
days were always washing clothes. 

"General Bernadotte, do you believe it possible that my son will 
have this Duke of Enghien shot?” she asked immediately. 

"Not the First Consul but a court martial condemned the Duke 
to death,” Jean-Baptiste answered cautiously, 

“The court martial acts according to my son’s wishes. Do you 
believe it possible that my son will have tlie sentence carried out?” 

"Not only possible, but very probable. I don’t see why else he 
would even have ordered the Duke’s arrest and court martial in the 
first place. He wasn’t even on French soil,” 

"I thank you, General Bernadotte.” Mine Letizia studied her 
cameo ring. “Do you know on what grounds my son took tliis step?" 
“No, madame.'' 

“Can you imagine?” 

“I’d rather not say, madame.” 

Again she was silent. She sat on tiie sofa, leaning forward, lier 
legs a little apart — like a peasant woman wdio is very tired and dares 
rest only for an imstant. 

“General Bernadotte, do you understand the full meaning of this 
death sentence?” 

Jean-Bapti.ste gave no answer. He ran his hand through Ins hair, 
and I could see how painful this conversation was to him, 

Mme Letizia lifted her head. Her eyes were wide. "Murdtr* 
Low, common murder!” 

“You mustn’t be so upset, madame . . .” Jean-Baptiste began iii 
ifi.stress, but .she raised both hands .and cut him off. 

“Not be upset, you .say? My son is about to commit murder, and 
I — I, his mother, should remain aloof?” 

I went over and sat down beside her on the sofa and took her 
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hand. Her fingers trembled. "Napoleon could have political rea- 
sons,” I whispered. 

"Shut up, Eugcmie,” she snapped. She looked Jean-Baptiste 
straight in the eye. "There is no excuse for murder, General. 
Poiiticiii rea.sons are . . .” 

"Madame,” Jean-Baptiste said c|uietly. "You sent your .son for 
many year.s to the military academy and there he wa.s trained to be 
an officer. It could be, madame, that your .son places le.ss value on the 
life of one man than you do.” 

She shook her head in desperation. "Thi.s isn’t a question of the 
life of one man in battle, General. This concerns a man who wa.s 
dragged to France by force to be shot. With this shot France will 
lose the respect of other nations. I won’t have Napoleon become a 
murderer. 1 will not have it, do you understand me?” 

"You sJiould speak to him, madame,” Jean-Baptiste suggested. 

"No, no, .signor — " Fler voice shook and her mouth worked 
frantically. "That would do no good. Napoleon would .say, 'Mama, 
you don’t undenstand, go to sleep, Mama; shall I increase your 
monthly allowance?’ She must go, signor— she, Eug&ie.” 

My heart stootl .still. I began to shake my head de.sperately. 

"Signor General -you don’t know it, but before when my Na* 

poleone wa.s arre.sted, and we were afraid that he’d be shot, she — the 
little girl, Eugenie — rushed to the authorities and helped him, Nov 
she must go to him — and she must remind him, and a.sk him ..." 

"I don’t believe it would make any impression on the Fir.st Con- 
sul, " said Jean-Baptiste. 

"Eugenie — pardon, Signora Bernadotte — madame, you don’t want 
yctur country exposed to tlie whole world as a republic in which 
murder is c<.indoned. You don’t, do you? People have told me — oh. 
.so many people came to me today with stories of thi.s Duke. 'Fhc)' 
icikl me that he has an old mother and a young fiancee. . . . Madame, 
take pity on me, help me, I don’t want my Napoleone — ” 

Jean-Baptiste was wandering aimlessly about the room. 

Mme Letizia didn’t give up. "General, if your son, your Hltie 
Oscar, were about to sign this death sentence ...” 

"Desir&, get ready and drive to the Tuilerie.s.” Jean-Baptiste 
spoke calmly hut very firmly. ; . 



I got up. "You’ii come with tm^ won't you, Jean-Baptiste. You 
will come w'ith me?” 

"You know very well, little one, that that would deprive the l.'Jukc 

his lust chance.” Jean-Baptiste smiled bitterly. He took me in his 
arms and held me tight. "You must speak to him alone. I fear ycm 
won't have much succe.ss, but you must try, darling.” His voice was 
full of pity. 

I still objected. "It wouldn’t look well for me to go to the Tuiler- 
ies alone at night,” I ventured. "So many women go there alone 
late at night.” 1 didn’t care whether Mme Letizia heard me or not, 
"Yes, alone, to the First Consul.” 

"Put on your hat, take a wrap, and go,” Jean-Baptiste said. 

"Use my carriage, madame. And, if you don’t mind, I’ll wait 
here till you come back,” Mme Letizia said. I nodded medianicaiiy. 
"I won't disturb you, General. I’ll sit here by the window and wait.” 
Whereupon I hurried to my room and with shaking fingef.s tied on 
my new hat with the pale pink rovses. 

Since an infernal machine exploded clo.se behind Napoleon’s car- 
riage four years ago on Christmas Eve, hardly a month goe.s by tliat 
Police Chief Foiiche doesn’t foil some plot against the Firsl ( onsul. 
Now, no one can enter the Tuileties without being stopped every 
ten steps and asked what or whom one wants there. Nevcrtlieless 
everything went more smoothly than I had expected, ikuh time I 
was challenged I said, "I wish to .speak to the First Consul,’' and 
was allowed to pass. No one asked me my name. Ni>r was I askitd 
the purpose of my visit. The .soldiers merely .smiled surreptitiously, 
stared at me curiously, and undressed me in their imagination, dlie 
whole thing was painfully embarrassing. 

I finally reached the door from which it is po.ssible to .see into llie 
anteroom of the office of the First Consul. I had never lieen here 
before since the occasional family parties I’d been invited to in the 
Tuileries had all been held in Josephine’s apartments. 'I'he tavo 
soldiers of the National Guard, standing guard at this door, asked 
me nothing at all. So I opened the door and went in. A young man 
in civilian clothes sat at a desk writing. I cleared my throat twice 
before he heard me. When he did he shot up as though he’d been 
bitten by a tarantula. "What do you want, mademoiselle?" 
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"i want to speak to the First Consul.” 

"You’ve made a mistake, mademoiselle. These are the First Con- 
sul’s oifices.” 

I had no idea what the young man was talking about. 

"Do you mean that tiie First Consul has already gone to bed?' 

{' asked. 

"The First Consul is still in his office.” 

"Tlien take me in to him." 

''Mademoiselle---" It was really funny. The young man, who up 
to then had been concentrating on my feet, blushed and, for the iir.st 
time, looked at my face. "Mademoi.selle, Constant, the valet, must 
have told you that he is waiting for you at the back entrance. These 
fooms---are only offices." 

"But I wish to speak to the First Consul, and not to his valet, 
Go in and ask the First Consul if he can be disturbed for a moment, 
ft is — yes, it’s very important." 

"But mademoiselle — ” the young man implored me. 

"And don’t call me mademoiselle, but madarae. I am Mme jean- 
Bapti.sle Beniadotte." 

"Mudunoh- oh, madame — oh, your pardon — " The young man 
goggled at me a,s though I were the ghost of his great-grandmother. 
"It was a mistake," he .said. 

"Mistake.s can happen. But now will you finally show me in.^" 

'Fhe young man di.sappeared, and returned immediately. 

"May 1 ask madame to follow me. The First Consul is in coji- 
ference. I'iie First Consul begs madarae to be patient for a minute. 
Only a minute, the First Consul said." 

He took me U) a small salon with dark-red brocade chairs grouped 
sternly aroumi a marble-topped table, A salon obviously u.sed just 
to wait in. But I didn’t wait long. A door opened and three, four 
hacks, reverently bowing low to someone I couldn’t see, were wishing 
him "a plca.sant rest, a very fine rest,” The door dosed behind them. 
The gentlemen — each held a stack of files under his arm — steered 
.1 course tlirough the anteroom while the secretary scurried past them 
and disappeared into the First Consul’s office. He’d hardly dosed 
rlic door wlicn, he popped out again and solemnly announced: 

"Mme Jean-Baptiste Bernadotte— the First Consul will see you.” 



"This is the nicest surprise I’ve had for years,” Napoleon said as 
I went in. He had waited for me right at the door. He took my 
hands and raised them to his lips. And — really kissed them. Cool, 
damp lips first on my right hand and then on my left. I withdrew 
my hands quickly, and didn’t know what to say. 

"Sit down, dearest! Sit down. And tell me how you are. You 
look younger every year.” 

"J do not,” I said. "Time goes so fast By next year we’ll have 
to find a tutor for Oscar,” 

He urged me into the armchair beside his desk. He himself didn’t 
sit opposite me at the desk, but paced restlessly up and down all 
around the room, and 1 had to crane my neck to keep him in sight. 
It was a very large room with a great many small tables, all loaded 
with books and papers. On the large desk, however, everything was 
in two neat piles. Both these piles were in wooden boxes tliat looked 
like narrow drawers. Between the two narrow boxes — rigid in front 
of the armchair behind the desk — I noticed a single document with 
a blood-red seal. In the fireplace there was a roaring fire. It was 
unbearably hot. 

"You must see thi.s. The first copies off the press — here," He 
held a few sheets, cluttered with print, under my nose. I saw it was 
in paragraphs, "The Civil Code is completed. The Coek Chil of 
the French Republic. The laws for which we fought the Revolution 
— worked out, written down and printed. And valid, valid forever. 
I have given France a new civil code!" 

Year after year he’d shut himself up with our leatiing experts on 
civil law, compiling France’s new civil code. Now it was fmi.shed 
and ready to be enforced. 

"The most humane laws in the world," he said. "Read this -here 
— this applies to children. The oldest son has no more rights tlum 
his brothens and sisters. And here: Parents are required to support 
their children. And see this — " He picked up some other pages 
from one of the tables and began to leaf through them. "Tin; new 
marriage laws. They make possible not only divorce but also separa- 
tion. And here-—” He held up another page. "This wil! surprise 
the aristocracy. Hereditary titles have been abolished.” 

"People already call your Civil Code the Code Napoleon.’' I re- 
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tiiarked. i wanted him to keep in good humouc. Besides, it was true, 

He tossed the sheets of paper on the mantelpiece. 

“Excu.se me, I’m boring you, madame," he said coming do, set. 

"Take oif your hat, inadame.” i 

"No, no — I’m only staying a minute. I just wanted ..." 

“But it’s unbecoming, niadarae. It doesn’t suit you at ail. May 
I remove your hat?” 

“No. And furthermore it’s a new hat, and Jcan-Baptiste says it 
looks very well on me.’’ i 

He retreated quickly. “Of course, if General Bernadotte says 
.so. . . .” He began to stride up and down behind my back. Now, 

I’ve annoyed him, I thought miserably, and hastily untied the ribbons 
on my hat. l 

“May I ask to what I owe the honour of this late visit, madarne.?" 

His voice was sharp. i 

"I have taken ofi my hat,’’ I said. I realized he had stood still. 

Then he came over dose behind me again. I felt his hand touch mj' I 

hair very lightly. “Eiigdiie — “ he murmured, "little Eugenie — " i 

! quickly ducked my head to .shake off his hand. His voice was as 
it had been on that rainy night w'hen we became engaged. 

"I wanted to ask you something.” I could hear my voice tremble. 

He Cfo.ssed the room, away from me, and leaned against the 
mantelpiece. The glow of the flames was reflected in his shiny boots, 

“Naturally,” he .said. 5 

“Why naturally.?” I asked without thinking. 

“I hadn’t expected you to come to me unlcs.s you wanted some- 
tJiing,” he .said cuttingly. And while he knelt to put another large 
log on the fire, continued, "Most people wiio come to see me have 
a favour to ask, A man in my position is used to tliat. Now, wliat 
can I do for you, Mme Jean-Baptiste Bernadotte.?” 

His sneering superiority was more than I could bear. Except for 
hi.s short hair and his beautifully tailored uniform, he looked ver\ 
much as he had in cjur garden in Marseilles. ! 

“Had yi)ii perhaps flattered yourself that I would call on you iii 
the middle of the night, unle.ss I had an important reason to?” I spat 

out. ' , . , , . 1 

My rage seemcxi to amuse him. He cheerfully rocked back and 



forth, heei and toe, toe and heel. ‘'No, I never expected that, Mine 
Jean-Baptiste Bernadotte, but — perhaps I secretly hoped you migiit, 
May one still hope, madame?” 

This isn’t getting me anywhere, I thought desperately. I can’t even 
make him take me seriously. My fingers plucked at the silk roses on 
my new hat. 

"You are ruining your new hat, madame.” I didn’t look up. I 
swallowed and gulped and a tear escaped and trickled diiwn my 
cheek to my lips. I put out my tongue to catch it. 

"What can I do to help you, Eugenie?” 

There he was again — the Napoleon of the old days. Tender, 
sincere. 

"You say that many people come to ask you something. Do you 
usually grant their requests?” 

"If I can justify it, of course.” 

"Justify it to whom? You — ^yoii yourself are the most powerful 
man In France, aren’t you?” 

"Justify it to myself, Eugenie. Well — tell me what you want.” 

"I beg you to reprieve him,” 

Silence. The fire crackled. 

"You mean the Duke of Enghien?” 

I nodded. 

I waited for his answer, and he let me wait. 1 tore one petal after 
another out of the silk roses on my hat. 

"Who sent you to me with this reejuest, Eugenie?” 

"That’s not important. Many people have made this fec|ue.st. I 
am only one of them.” 

"I must know who sent you,” He .spoke sharply. 

I plucked at the roses. 

"I asked who sent you? Bernadotte?” 

I shook my head. 

"Madame, I am accustomed to having my questions au.swert'd." 

1 looked up. His head was thrust forward, his mouth disturkuk and 
there was saliva at the corners of his mouth. 

"You needn’t shout at me, I’m not afraid,” I .said. And i ixadlv 
wasn’t afraid of him any more. 

"I remember that you like to play the role of the courageous ycamg 

. ■■ ■ ■ . ■ - 1^6 



lady. I remember that scene in the Tallien’s salon — ” He hissed the 
last part 

"I am not at all courageous,” I said. "I’m actually a coward. But 
if there’s a great deal at stake, I can pull myself together.” 

"And that day, in Mme Tallien’s salon, you had a great deal at 
stake, didn’t you.^” 

"Everything,” I said simply, and waited for the next sneering 
remark. He made none. I lifted my head and sought his eyes. 

"But before that I had once been very courageous. That was when 
my fiance — you know I was once engaged, long before I met General 
Bernadette — when my fiance was arrested after the fall of Robes- 
pierre. We feared he might be shot. His brothers considered it very 
dangerous but I went to the Military Commandant of Marseilles 
with a parcel of underclothes and a cake ...” 

"Yes. And that’s precisely why I must know who sent you here 
tonight.” 

"What has that to do with it.^” 

"I’ll explain it to you, Eugenie. The person or the persons who 
have .sent you to me know me very well. They have found a possible 
way to save this Enghien’s life. I said only — a possible way, I am 
curious to know who know.s me well enough and is smart enough to 
exploit it. And yet is obviously opposed to me politically. Well?” 

I smiled. How he complicated everything, how politically in- 
volved everything appeared to him. 

"Try, niadame, to sec the situation through my eyes. The Jacobins 
reproach me for allowing the emigres to return, and say that I favour 
them socially. At the same time, they spread the rumour that I in- 
tend to turn over the Republic to the Bourbons. Our France — this 
France which 1 have created, the France of the Code Napoleon! 
Doesii’t that sound like madness?” 

At the last word he went over to the desk and picked up the doc.u- 
ment with the red seal. He stared at the short text on the document. 
I’hcn lic put it back on the desk, and turned again to me; 

"If this Enghien i.s executed, I shall have proved to France and 
to the world that I condemn all the Bourbons as dangerous traitors. 
Do you understand me, madame? After that I will settle my accounts 
with tile others—” In a few rapid strides he moved round, the desk. 



stood before me, and. rocked back and forth triumphantly on his tcjes 
— his heels — his toes again — and his heels, “With the plotters, the 
chronic complainers, the writers of broadsides, with all the chuckle- 
heads who call me a tyrant. I'll drive them from the community of 
French people. And protect France from her enemies at liurne," 
"Enemies at home” . . , Where had I heard that before.^ Barras 
had used it long ago, and, as he spoke, he had looked at Napoleon. 
The gilded clock on the mantelpiece, its face set between two hitleous 
lions, showed one o’clock. I stood up. 

"It is very late,” I said. But he pulled me back into the armchair, 
"Don’t go yet, Eugenie — I am so glad you came to see me. And 
the night is long ...” 

"But you must be tired yourself,” I interrupted. 

"I sleep badly. And very little. I~~” A hidden door covered with 
wallpaper, that I hadn’t noticed before, opened a crack. Napoleon 
didn't see it. "The camouflaged door is opening,” 1 said. Napoleon 
turned. "What is it, Constant?” 

A little man in lackey’s uniform appeared in the doorway gesticin 
lating frantically. Napoleon stepped nearer him. 

" — won’t wait any longer. I can’t keep her ejuiet.” 

"Tell her to get dressed and go home,” I heard Napi.)le(.Hi .sav. 
The door closed softly. It was Mile George of the Thealre h’/vwfth.i', 
I decided. All Paris knows that Napoleon had been unfaithful to 
Josephine with Mme Grassini, the singer; now it’s his "Georgina.” 
the sixteen-year-oid actress, Mile George. 

"I mustn’t disturb you any longer,” 1 .said and ro.st. 

"Tve sent her away, you can't leave me alone,” lie said, and sat 
me back down again. His voice was gentle, "You asked me a favour, 
Eug&ie, For the first time in your life you asked me a favtair,” 

I clo.sed my eyes, exhausted. The cjuick changes in his tone of 
voice were breaking me down. The heat in tJie room wa.s unbearubie. 
On top of ail that he positively exuded a restlessnc.ss that made me 
almost ill. Strange that after so many years I could still sense this 
man’s every mood, every feeling. He was thinking it over, I kncNw 
trying to decide and fighting with himself. I dared not leave. Per- 
haps he’ll relent, perhaps he’ll give in. . , . 

"You don’t realize what you’re demanding, Eugaiie. Hnghien 
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himself is not important, I must once and for all prove to the Bour- 
bons, prove to the whole world, how France feels. The French peo- 
ple must choose their ruler themselves-—” 

I raised my head, 

"Free citi2ens of a free republic will go to the polls.” Was he 
reciting a poem, or rehearsing a speech? 

He was standing in front of the desk holding the document in 
one hand. The seal on it looked like a huge drop of blood, 

''You asked me who sent me here tonight.” I spoke loudly, "Be- 
fore you make a decision I will answer your question,” 

He did not look up. "Yes? I hear you.” 

"Your mother.” 

He lowered his hand, slowly; went over to the fireplace, bent 
down and picked up a log. "I didn’t know my mother was interested 
in politics,” he murmured. "I suppose people have been pestering 
her to intervene ..." 

"Your mother doesn’t consider this death sentence a political 
issue.” 

"But?” 

"Murder,” 

"Eugenie — now you have gone too far!” 

"Your mother fervently begged me to talk to you. It’s not exactly 
a pleasure.” 

The shadow of a smile flitted over his face. He fumbled among 
the files and documents piled high on the small tables. Finally he 
found what he wanted. He unrolled a large piece of drawing paper 
and held it under my nose. 

"How do you like this? I haven’t shown it to anyone yet,” 

In the top corner was a drawing of a large bee. In the centre a 
square buzzing with little bees, spaced out at regular interval;;. 
"Bees?” I asked, .startled. 

"Yes, bees.” He beamed happily, "Do you kirow what the}' 
mean?” 

I shook my head, 

"It’s an emblem,” said Napoleon. 

"An emblem? Where will you use it?” 

Expansive arm-waving. "Everywhere. On the walls, carpets, cur- 



tains, iiveries, court carriages, the coronation robes of the iirapcror- " 

I gasped. He hesitated, looked at me. His eyes bored into ra!n'.^ 

"Do you understand me — do you, Eugenie?" ■ 

My heart was pounding. He was already unrolling another sheet,, 
Lions this time, in ail possible positions-~sieeping lions, leapitig 
lions, lions crouched, lions attacking. Across this sliect Napoietin 
had written, "An eagle with outspread wings." 

"Fve commissioned David, the painter, to devsign a coat of anri.s.’ 

TJie lions were carelessly cast on the floor, and lie now had the 
d rawing of an eagle with outspread wings. 

"I’ve decided on this one. Do you like it?" 

The room was so hot I could hardly breathe. The eagle swam 
before my eyes, enormous and menacing. 

"My coat of arms. The coat of arms of the Emperor of the 
French." 

Had I dreamed these words? I gave a start and found the draw- 
ing in my shaking hands. I hadn’t realized he'd handed it to me. 
Napoleon stood at the desk again, staring at the document with the 
red seal. 

He stood motionless, hi.s lip.s so tight together th.U his chin jutted 
out squarely. I felt small beacl.s of penspiration on my fc,)fe]iead. He 
never looked at me. Fie leaned over, grabbed the pen, wrote a single 
word on the document and poured .sand over it. "I’hen he shook the 
bronze bell on his de.sk violently. On the hel! there wa.s :\ bronze 
eagle with oiit.spread wings. 

The secretary hurried in. Napoleon carefully folded up the docu- 
ment. "Sealing wax!” The secretary brought over wax ami a can- 
dlestick. Napoleon watched him wdth intcre.st. 

"Drive to Vincennes immediately and deliver this to the com- 
mandant of the fortre.ss. You are re.sponsible for .seeing that ihi.s is 
given to the commandant in person." 

With his back to the door, and after tliree deep bows, the seerctarv 
managed to leave the room. 

"I would like to know what you have decided." My voice v.-as 
hoarse. 

Napoleon went down on his knees before me and began to g.-itlier 
up the silk rose petals. 
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"You’ve ruined your hat, madame,” he remarked and gave me a 
handful of torn petals. I got up, put the drawing of the eagle on a 
small table ami the pieces of torn silk on the fire. 

"Don’t worry about it," he added. “The hat wasn’t really becom- 
ing to you." 

Napoleon e.scGrted me through the empty corridors. I noticed the 
walls. Bees ran through my head, bees, to decorate the Tuiieries. 1 
was jumpy because every few moments we passed a guard who sa- 
luted noisily. He took me right to the carriage. 

"Your mother’s carriage. She’s waiting for my return. What shall 
I tell her?" He bowed over rny hand. But this time he didn’t kiss it. 
"Wish my mother a pleasant good night. And I thank you kindly 
for your visit, madame." 

In our parlour I found Mine Letizia right where I had left her, in 
the armchair at the window. The sky was already light. Sparrows 
twittered cheerily in the garden. Jean-Baptiste was at work on hts 
documents, writing. 

"Forgive me for staying away so long, but he wouldn’t let me go. 
He chatted about all sorts of things," I said. A lead ring seemed 
clamped around my temples. 

"Did he send a mes,sage to Vincennes?" Mme Letizia asked. 

I nodded. "Ye.s, he did, but he wouldn’t tell me what he had 
decided, lie told me to wish you a plea.sant good night, madame." 

"Thank you, my child,” Mme Letizia answered and ro.se. At the 
door she turned, "In any event-thank you." 

Jean-Baptiste took me in his arms and carried me up to the bed- 
room. He sUpjX’d off my dre.ss and my underclothes. He tried to 
put on my nigiitgown, but I w'as too tired to raise my arms, and lie 
simply wrapped a blanket round me. 

"Dili you know that Napoleon intends to be crowned Emperor?" 
1 nmrinured. 

"I’ve heard the rumour, but I believe that’s being spread by liis 
enemies. Who told you?" 

"Napoleon himself.” 

Jean-Baptiste stared at me. Then he left me abruptly, and wcnl 
inlo the dressing room. I heard him pacing up and dow'ii in there 
for a long time. 1 couldn’t get to sleep until finally I felt him next 



to me, and I could bury my face in his shoulder, .1 slept until late in 
tlie morning, but I was terribly unhappy in my sleep. 1 dreamed of 
a w hite sheet of paper over which crawled blood-red bees, 

Marie brought me my breakfast in bed and a late edition of tin.- 
Mon/teur. On the first page I read that this morning at five u’rlcjrk 
in the fortress at Vincennes the Duke of Enghien had been shot. 

A few hours later Mme Letizia left Paris to join her exiled son 
Lucien in Italy. 

Parisi May 20; 1804 
(1 Pramal of the Year XU) 

"Her Imperial Highness, tlie Princess Joseph," Fernand an- 
nounced. 

And in swished my sister Julie, 

"Madame la marechale, I trust you slept well," Julie said, tiie cor- 
ners of her mouth twitching. Was she laughing ca* crying? 

, "Very well, thank you, from the bottom of my heart, Imperial 
Highness," I replied with the deep curtsy M. Montel had taught me. 

"I've come early — let’s sit in the garden a little while," said inj 
sister, Her Imperial Highnes.s, Princess of the French. 

Our garden is small, and despite Josephine’s good advice, cuir 
rosebushes have not flourished under my care, and there is m,> free 
which could possibly mean as much to me as the old chestnut tree in 
Sceaux, But when the lilac blooms and the two apple trees Jean- 
Baptiste planted on Oscar’s first birthday are in blossom, tiicre’s no 
sweeter spring scene than our little garden in tire rue Cisalpine. 

Julie carefully dusted off the garden bench with a handkerduef 
before she sat down in her dark blue satin dress. This set tlic blue 
ostrich feathers in her hair to waving solemnly. Marie bnnrght us 
lemonade, and looked at Julie critically. 

"Her Imperial Highness should use some rouge," she remarked. 
"Madame la marMiale looks mudi better." 
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Julie tossed her head irritably. "The Marshal's wife has an easier 
life, i’m so worried by this big move. We’re moving over to the 
Luxembourg Palace, Marie,"* 

"The lovely villa in the rue du Rochcr is no longer good enough 
for the Princess Julie," Marie remarked sarcastically. 

"But, no, Marie," Julie said. "You’re unjust. I hate palaces. It's 
only because the heirs to the French throne always have lived in the 
Luxembourg." 

Julie, wife of the heir apparent to the throne of France, looked 
thoroughly miserable. But Marie had no sympathy. "The late M. 
Clary wouldn’t have approved, not at all,” she grumbled. She put 
her hands on her hips. "Your late papa was a real Republican," 

Julie was terribly uncomfortable. "I can’t help it, Marie." 

"Leave us alone awhile, Marie," I begged, and as soon as she was 
out of hearing, "Pay no attention to the old dragon." 

"But I really can’t help it,” Julie moaned. "Moving's no pleasure, 
and all the.se ceremonies make me sick. Ye.sterday, at the appoint- 
ment of the marshals of France, we had to stand for three solid 
hours, and today in the Dome des Invalides ..." 

"We will sit," I declared. "Drink your lemonade." 

The lemonade was just like the last few days: sweet — bittersweet. 
We've been overwhelmed with congratuiations. My Jean- Baptiste 
has been made a marshal of France. This is every soldier’s dream, 
whetlier he’s a recruit or a general. And now for tny hu.sband the 
dream’s come true. Only not at all in the way we’d imagined it. 

Soon after my nocturnal visit to the Tuileries, George Cadoudal, 
the Royalist leader, was arrested. After the execution of the .Duke 
of .Fnghicn no one doubted the outcome of Cadoudai’s trial. 1 was 
worried about Jean-Baptiste when General Moreau, General 
Pichegru and certain other officers were also arrested and accused of 
conspiring with Cadoudal. We expected the state police any liour. 
Instead Jean-Baptiste, just as before, was summoned to the Tuilerie.s 
by the .Fir.st Consul, 

"The French nation has chosen me. You will not oppo.se tlic 
Republic?" 

"I have never opposed the Republic, and I cannot imagine ever 
doing so," answered Jean-Baptiste quietly. 



"We will appoint you a marshal of France,” Napoleon declared. 

This was too much for Jean-Baptiste. 

"We?” he demanded. 

"Yes. We. Napoleon I, Emperor of the French.” 

Jean-Baptiste was dumfounded. This so delighted Napuh.'ori that 
he roared with laughter, slapped his knees, and dajiccd iuippily 
around the room. 

General Moreau was found guilty of high treason, but not con- 
demned to death, only exiled. He sailed for America, w'caring his 
French generafs uniform. His sword, on which, according to cus- 
tom among all officers, were the names and date.s of the victories he’d 
participated in, accompanied him. The last meticulously engraved 
inscription was Hobenlmden. 

Then everything happened in rapid succession. Day before ye.ster- 
day, the First Consul w^ent to St. Cloud to hunt. There he allowed 
himself to be surprised by the decision of the Senate to elect him 
Emperor of the French. Yesterday, against the back drop of aii im- 
posing military parade, he presented marshals’ batons to tlte eighteen 
most famous generals in the French Army, A week befure, jeaii' 
Baptiste had been instructed in strictest confidence to onler a mar- 
shal’s uniform from his tailor. A detailed drawing of tins new 
uniform had been sent him from the Tuileries. After the batons luicl 
been di.stributed, each of the new marshals made a slmrt speec:h. All 
eighteen addressed Napoleon as "Your Maje.sty.” 

During the speeches of Murat and Massena, Napoleon ha If- dosed 
his eyes. One could see how tiring the last few days bail been for 
him. However, when Jean-Bapti.ste began to speak, tlianking him 
for the honour, Napoleon’s face was transfigured with a lc»ok of 
eager interest and a smile — that .solicitous, compelling smile. He 
advanced on Jean-Baptiste, seized his hand and urged him to con.sidcr 
him "not only as Emperor," but also his friend. Jean-Baptiste stood 
at attention and never moved a muscle. 

I watched this ceremony from a platform erected for the wives of 
the eighteen new marshals. I held 0.s'car by the hand although it l);id 
been made quite clear he wasn’t invited. "Madame la inarrchak',’’ 
said a master of ceremonies, "suppose the child cries and interrupts 
Flis Majesty's speech.” But I thought Oscar should see his papa 



made a marshal of France. When, the thousands of spectators 
cheered, I'EmperenrF' because Napoleon shook Jean-Baptiste’s 

hand, Oscar waved the little flag I'd bought for him in great excite- 
ment. 

Julie was on another platform. The exclusive one for the Imperial 
family. Since an emperor must have a distinguished family, Na- 
poleon had designated his brothers, with the exception of Lucien, 
of course, Imperial princes, and their wives Imperial princesses, 
Joseph will be recognized as the successor to the throne until 
Napoleon has a son. Mme Letizia’s title raised quite a problem, 
Napoleon couldn’t call her "Empress-Mother,” because she never was 
an empress, but only the wife of the obscure Corsican lawyer, Carlo 
Buonaparte, Napoleon and his brothers and sisters often speak of 
her as "Madame Mere,” so finally he decided to present her to the 
nation as "Madame Mere,” Madame Mere, incidentally, is still in 
Italy with Lucien. Hortense, the wife of His Imperial Highness, the 
flat-footed Prince Louis, has now become a princess by marriage. 
Eugl*ne de Beaiiharnais, son of Her Majesty, the Empress Josephine, 
will also be called Prince. 

Although Napoleon’s sisters had, within twenty-four hours, or- 
dered themselves gowns, embroidered all over with bees, the Mmi- 
teur didn’t even mention their elevation to Imperial princesses. 
Caroline, who just before the fall of the Directorate had married 
General Murat, stood next to me during the ceremony, being like me 
a madame la marechale. We’d read in the Moniteur that the mar- 
shals were to be addressed as "monseigneur.” Caroline asked me in 
all seriousness if I intended to call my husband "monseigneur” in 
public, I couldn’t resist answering such nonsense with some of my 
(nvn--"No, ril say 'monseigneur’ only in our bedroom. In public 
ril call him Jean-Baptiste.” 

After the ceremony the eighteen marshals and their wives dined 
\citli tl’iC Imperial family in the Tuileries, The walls, carpets and 
turiains sv/armed with gold embroidered bees. Many hundreds ol' 
sewing women must have worked day and night to finish these deco- 
ralions in time. At first I couldn’t think what this bee pattern re- 
minded me of. But after I'd drunk more and more champagne, and 
the bees .seemed to stand on their heads, I recognized it: The Lily. 



Napoleon’s bees are the Bourbon fleur-de-lis upside down, 'j'his is 
no accident, I thought. 1 wanted to ask Napoleon whether I was 
right. But I was sitting too far away from him. Now and then 1 
heard him laugh boisterously, and once, in a sudden silence, he ad- 
dressed his youngest sister Caroline across the table a.s madame la 
marechale, . . , 

"Where will it all end — ’’ said I tactlessly to Julie, sitting on our 
garden bench. 

"But everything has only just begun,” Julie whispered, holding 
her bottle of smelling salts to her nose. 

"Aren’t you well?” I asked anxiously. 

"I can’t sleep properly any more,” she admitted. "Suppose the 
Emperor leaves no son and Joseph and I succeed — ” She began to 
shake ail over and flung her arms around my neck. "Desiree, you 
are the only person who understands me. . . . Fm still only the 
daughter of the silk merchant Clary from Marseilles; 1 can’t — ” 

I disentangled her arms from my neck. "You rnicst pull yourself 
together, Julie. Show them who you really are, show ail Paris, show 
all France.” 

"Who am 1 really?” Julie’s lips trembled. 

"The daughter of the silk merchant Francois Clary,” f said 
earnestly. "Don’t forget it, Julie Clary. Head up, don't be ashamed.” 

Julie got up and I guided her to my bedroom. The ostrich 
feathers in her hair were crooked, and her nose was red from weep- 
ing. She let me fix her hair, put on some rouge and powder her face 
without a murmur. Suddenly I burst out laughing. 

"Julie,” I finally managed to say, "it’s no wonder you are tire^i 
and worried. The ladies of old aristocratic families arc always very 
fragile, and so Princess Julie of the high-born House of Bonaparte' 
is naturally less robust than Citizeness Bernadotte.” 

"You’re making a great mistake, D&iree, not to take Napoleon 
seriously,” Julie said. 

"You forget that I was the very first per.son under the sun who 
ever did take him seriously,” I told her. "But now we must hurry. 
On the way to the cathedral I want to see the procession of senators." 

Policemen cleared the way to the Luxembourg Palace for Julie’s 
carriage. Here we heard Napoleon solemnly proclaimed Emperor of 



the French. At the head of the procession rode a regiment of dra- 
goons. Twelve perspiring city councillors followed on foot. It was 
no picnic for these pot-bellied gentlemen to have to march clear 
across Paris in parade formation. Behind them trailed the two pre- 
fects in gala uniform. And then— -greeted by roars of laughter from 
the spectators- — old Fontanes, President of the Senate, on horse- 
back. They had strapped Fontanes onto a brown horse, gentle as a 
lamb, and led by a groom. Nevertheless, it looked as though the 
President of the Senate would fall from his horse any minute. In 
his left hand he held a pardiment roll; with his right he clutched his 
saddle desperately. Behind him the rest of the senators marched in 
orderly ranks. Then came a band playing an ear-shattering cavalry 
march, which made Fontanes on his horse even more nervous. The 
highest officers of the Paris garrison and four cavalry squadrons 
brought up the rear. 

The procession stopped in front of the Luxembourg. A bugler 
stepped forward, trumpeted a signal in all directions. Old Fontanes 
righted himself, unrolled his parchment. He then announced that 
the Senate had decided to elect Consul General Napoleon Bonaparte 
Emperor of the French. 

The crowd listened in silence to the old man’s trembling voice 
and when he’d finished there were a few cries of "Vwe rEm()ereur!'’ 
'riie band played "La Marseillaise,” and the proces.sion moved on. 
Fontanes read his proclamation again on the place du Corps Legisla- 
tif, the place Venddme, the place du Carrousel, and in front of the 
City Hall, 

Julie and I told the coachman to drive us as cpikkly as po.ssible to 
the Dome des Invalide.s. It would have caused a terrible scandal if 
we hadn’t turned up punctually there. We were shown to our places 
in the gallery which had been reserved for the Empress, tlie ladies of 
tlie Imperial family, and the marshals’ wives. And we got there only 
just in time. Julie slid quickly into her seat on Josephine’s left. 1 
was put in the second row, and almost dislocated my neck trying to 
see, what with Julie’s ostridi feathers and Josephine’s high-combed 
childish curls with pearls scattered . through them. Below surged a 
sea of uniforms. Seven hundred retired officers in sliabby uniforms, 
hung with orders and faded ribbons, sat in the ftr.st few rows. Right 



behind them, slender and frozen-stiff, were two hundred students 
from the Poly technical School. Eighteen gilded chairs had been set 
in front of the pews. Here it was all dark blue and gold: the mar- 
.shals. While retired officers and the future technicians were so a.we- 
struck they could hardly breathe, the marshals seemed to be bearing 
up nicely. I saw Jean-Baptiste talking zealously to General Mas- 
sena. General Junot kept looking up at us and waving to hi.s wife. 
At that Josephine snapped open her fan and held it in front of her 
face to show Junot his behaviour was unseemly, 

The marshals stopped talking. The Cardinal approached the altar, 
knelt and prayed silently. At the same time we heard the sound of 
bugles outside and many voices shouting, ''Vive fBmpereur!” The 
Cardinal rose and walked slowly toward the door, followed by ten 
church dignitaries. Here he received the Emperor of the French. 

Napoleon was escorted by Joseph and Louis and his ministers. 
Both princes wore most peculiar costumes. In their wine-red velvet 
waistcoats, wide knee-breeches, and white silk stockings, they looked 
like — yes, like actors portraying lackeys in a performance at the 
Theitre Prangais. The procession of clerical and secular dignitaries 
which had now reached the altar was arrayed in all the colours of 
the rainbow. Napoleon and the Cardinal were in the lead. Na- 
poleon— an inconspicuous dark-green silhouette against this di.splay. 
“He is mad, he’s wearing a colonel’s uniform without orders or deco- 
rations," Caroline whispered in exasperation. She sat next to Prin- 
cess Hortense. Hortense jabbed her with her pointed elbow and 
hissed, “Ssst.’' 

With deliberation Napoleon mounted the three steps to the gilded 
throne at the left of the altar. I a.ssume it was a throne, although 
I’d never seen one before. There he sat — a small lonely figure in a 
colonel’s held uniform. I strained my eyes to make out the emblem 
on the high back of the gilded chair. It was an N. A large N, en- 
circled by a laurel wreath. 

Not until there was a great rustling of silk dresses around me did 
it occur to me that we were supposed to kneel and that the Cardinal 
had already begun to read the Mass. Napoleon had risen, and 
walked down two of the steps. “He refused to go to confession first, 
although Unde Fesch told him to,” Caroline was whispering to 
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Paulette. Hortcose hissed “Ssst” agaiitt, Josephine covered her face 
with her folded hands and looked as though she were seriously 
praying. 

Uncle Fe.scli — the chubby abbe, who during tire Revolution re- 
signed to become a travelling salesman and asked Etienne for a job 
in the Clary lirm, had long since returned to his church. From the 
day the French troops entered Rome, and Napoleon dictated peace 
c(.)ndit!ons to tlic Vatican, Uncle Fesch had been sure of a cardinal’s 
hat. 

And now Unde Fesch, in the purple of a cardinal, held the golden 
pyx on high. Go their knees before him were the marshals, on their 
knees the retired officers, who in the hour of need had led the peas- 
ants, labourers, fishermen, bank clerks, and recruits to the defence 
of the Republic’s frontiers. On their knees w^ere the young pupils 
of the Polytechnical School. On her knees was Josephine, the first 
Empress of the French, and beside her the w'-hole Bonaparte family. 
On their knees were the high dignitaries of the Church. Napoleon 
remained standing on the first step to the throne, and bowed his 
head as he waited. 

The last organ note died aw'ay. Like a gentle breeze a sigh of 
relief soughed through the cathedral Then thousands held their 
breath. Napoleon removed a paper from his breast pocket and began 
to speak. But he didn’t unfold the paper. He spoke without notes, 
and he spoke Cjuietly, but dear as a bell his voice vibrated through 
the cathedral. 

"He took elocution lessons from some actor," Caroline whispered. 
"No, from an actress,” Paulette giggled. "Mile George." "Ssst," 
hts.sed Horten.se. 

As i.ic readied the final sentence, Napoleon stepped down from 
rhe first .step to hi.s throne. Flc stood by the altar, his right hand 
rai.sed for the oath. 

"And now you swear to preserve the principles of freedom and 
e<juaiity, on whicli are based all of our rights, with all the power 
v.’hich in you rests. Do you so swear.?" 

Every hand, went up. Mine, too, A chorus of voices chanted the 
oath, the sound swelled, soared to the dome, and died away. 

The Te Demn started. Slowly Napoleon went back to tlie throne, 
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sat down and never took his eyes off the congregation. The organ 
played louder, 

Escorted by his eighteen gold-bedecked marshals, Napoleon left 
the cathedral. Dark green pinpointed against all this splendour. In 
front of the cathedral he mounted his white horse and rode at the 
head of his guard back to the Tuileries. The crowd cheered. A 
woman with crazy eyes held up an infant and screamed, "Bless him, 
bless him!’’ 

]ean-Baptiste waited for me at our carriage. On the way home 1 
.said, "You sat in the front row, so you could see everything clearly. 
How did his face look when he sat so still on the throne?” 

"Ele smiled. With his mouth, but not with his eyes.” 

And since he didn’t go on, but stated straight ahead, 1 asked, 
"What are you thinking about, Jean-Baptiste?” 

"About the collar of my marshal’s uniform. I can liardly bear 
the prescribed height. Besides, it’s too tight and makes me uncom- 
fortable.” 

He looked very elegant to me. Elis white satin ve.st and dark-blue 
coat were embroidered all over wdth oak leaves in real gold thread.s. 
His blue velvet cape, lined with white satin, was trimmed with gold 
braid. Around the hem w’ere enormous golden oak leaves. 

"Your former fiance knows how to be comfortable, He la(:e.s u.s 
up in gold oak leaves while he wears a colonel's field uniform,” 
said Jean-Baptiste. He sounded bitter. 

When we got out of the carriage at our house, a group of young 
men in shabby clothes immediately descended on u.s. "Vive Bcrna- 
dotte!” they shouted. "Vive Bernadotte!” 

Jean-Baptiste hesitated a fraction of a second. "Vive i’Empereur,” 
he finally answered. "Vive I’Empereur.” 

When we were alone together at dinner, he casually remarked, 
"You will be interested to hear that the Emperor has given the Police- 
Minister confidential instructions to watch over not only the private 
lives, but also the private correspondence of his mar.shai.s.” 

• "Julie told me that in the winter he will be really crowned,” I s.iid 
while I thought this over. 

Jean-Baptiste laughed. "By whom? Does he perhaps plan to have 
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his uncie Fesch set the crown on his head, accompanied by organ 
music, in Notre-Dame Cathedral?” 

"No. The Pope is to crown him.” 

Jean-Baptiste set his wine glass down so hard that the wine spilled. 
''But that is — ” He shook his head. "Desiree, I consider that im- 
possible. He wouldn’t go on a pilgrimage to Rome to be crowned.” 

"Of course not. Pie will have the Pope come to Paris for the 
occasion.” 

At first I couldn’t understand why Jean-Baptiste found this idea 
so unbelievable. But he explained to me that the Pope never leaves 
the Vatican to crown anyone in a foreign country. "I’m not too well 
versed in history,” he concluded, "but I don’t think anything like 
that has ever happened.” 

1 was frantically pouring salt on the tablecloth, hoping this would 
make the stain wash out better. 

"Joseph says that Napoleon will force the Pope to come here,” I 
said, 

"God knows, Fm not a faithful son of the Holy Roman Church. 
That v'ouk! be too much to expect of a former Revolutionary ser- 
geant. But neither do I think he should badger the old gentleman to 
come over those bad roads from Rome to Paris,” Jean-Baptiste said. 

" And they must somehow find an old crown, and a sceptre, and an 
imperial orb; and W'e’re all suppo.sed to take part in the ceremony. 
Joseph and Louis want to do it up Spanish style. I can’t see flat- 
footed Louis in any such rig.” 

Jean-Baptiste stared straight ahead. Suddenly he said, ”1 will a.sk 
him for .some independent administrative post, preferably far away 
from Paris. I would prefer command of an entire province. Not 
only military command, do you understand? I have worked out a 
new system of licensing and toll-collecting, and I believe I could 
make any province prosper.” 

"But then you’d have to go away again,” 1 objected in despair, 

‘I have to in any event. Bonaparte will bring about new French 
peace negotiations, but no lasting peace. And we marshals v/ill be 
riding all over Europe with our armies until — ” he paused— -"until 
we have killed ourselves with victories.” 
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As he spoke, Jean-Baptiste began to loosen his collar, i watched 
him. "The marshal’s uniform is too small for you,” I .said. 

"That’s true, my little girl. The marshal’s uniform /s too smalJ for 
me. And therefore Sergeant Bernadotte will soon be leaving Paris. 
Come, finish your drink. It’s time to go to bed,” 
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Pans, 9 Primam oj the Year XU 
(By the Church calendar: November 50, 1804) 

The Pontiff actually came to Paris to crown Napoleon and 
Josephine. 

And Jean-Baptiste made a terrible scene with me becaiLse he is 
jealous of him. (Not of the Pope but of Napoleon.) This afternoon, 
in the Tuiieries, we rehearsed the Empress’ coronation proce.ssion. 
My head is still spinning and in addition I am very worried because 
of Jean-Baptiste’ s jealousy. Between the two I can’t get to sleep, so 
I’m sitting at Jean-Baptiste’s large desk, with his many books and 
maps, writing in my diary, Jean-Baptiste has gone out — 1 don’t 
know where. ... 

The coronation will be in two days. For months Pari.s ha.s talked 
of nothing else. It’s to be the most brilliant event of all time, Napo- 
leon says. And the Pope was persuaded to come to Paris, to convince 
the whole world, particularly the Bourbon adherents, that Napoleon 
was properly crowned and anointed in Notre-Dame. The erstwhile 
great at the court of Versailles, who are ail devout Catholics, had all 
been betting with each other on whether the Pope w'Ould come or not. 
Most of them considered it highly unlikely. And who should arrive 
in Paris a few days ago with a retinue of six cardinals, four arch- 
bishops, six prelates and a whole army of personal physicians, secre- 
taries, soldiers of the Swiss Guard, and lackeys.? Pius VII. 

Josephine gave a great banquet in his honour in the Tuiieries. 
But the Pope left early; he was offended because she had thought 
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he would enjoy a ballet after supper. She really meant well. "Now' 
that the old gentleman is in Paris—” Josephine explained to Uncle 
Fesch. But Unde Fesch, now^ a cardinal from head to toe, only 
shook his liead angrily. 

Members of the imperial family have been rehearsing for the 
coronation for weeks either in Fontainebleau or in the Tuiieries. This 
afternoon, we, too, the wives of the eighteen marshals, were ordered 
to the Tuiieries, The coronation procession of the Empress was to be 
rehearsed, When I got to the Tuiieries with Laura Junot and Mme 
Berthier, w'C were showm in to Josephine’s white salon. Most of the 
members of the Bonaparte family were already assembled and quar- 
relling, 

Joseph is responsible for directing the coronation festivities, but 
details are being decided on by Minster of Ceremonies Despreaux, 
who will be paid two thousand four hundred francs for his services, 
Despreaux is also the stage manager and his assistant is that frightful 
M, Montel from whom I once learned proper deportment. We 
marshals’ wives huddled togetlier in One corner and tried to find out 
>s'hat the qusirrtOing wa.s about. 

"But it is His Majesty’s expres,secl wi.sh,’’ cried Despreaux in 
despair. 

"And if he throws me out of France, like poor Lucien," yelped 
Elisa Bacdochi, "1 won’t do it." 

"Carry lier train in<ieed. Don’t make me laugh,’’ indignantly from 
Paulette. 

"But Julie and .Mnrten.se have to carry the train, too, .ind aren’t 
objecting although they’re both Imperial Highnesse,s." Jo.seph tried 
t(j calm his sisters. His thinning hair, iLsually slicked firmly back, 
was every which way. 

"Imperial Mighnes.sc‘s,’’ hissed Caroline. "And why weren’t we. 
die Emperor's own si.stens, called Highnesses, if 1 may a.sk? Are we 
perhaps nut a.s good .as the .silk merchant’s daughter and . . 

f felt my face reddening with rage. 

", . . and fiortense, the daughter of this — ^this — " <au-u!ine 
groped for an insuiting word for Her Majest}', the Empi:e,ss Jci- 
sephine. 

"Ladies, I implore you," moaned DesprAaux. 
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"It’s about the coronation robe with the enormous train/’ Laura 
Junot whispered to me. '"The Emperor wants his sisters and Princess 
Julie and Plortense to carry it/' 

"Now— can we begin the rehearsal.?" Josephine had entered by 
a side door. She looked very peculiar. To her shoulders were 
fastened two sheets sewn together to represent the coronation robe 
which hadn’t been finished. We all sank down in a court curtsy. 

"Please line up for Her Majesty’s coronation procession,” Joseph 
called. 

"She can walk on her hands for all of me. I’m not carrying the 
train.” Elisa Bacdochi quivered with fury. 

Despreaux sidled over to us. "The eighteen marshals’ wives will 
unfortunately be seventeen/’ he announced mysteriously. "For, as a 
sister of the Emperor, Mme Murat will help carry the train.” 

"She wouldn’t dream of it,” Caroline shouted clear across the 
room. 

"Now, I don’t see how these seventeen ladies can go two by two,” 
Despreaux mused. "Montei, have you any idea how seventeen ladie.s 
can form nine pairs to precede Her Majesty with grace and dignity.?” 

Montei tripped up and down, frowning anxiously. "Seventeen la- 
dies — in couples — none may walk by herself—’’ 

"May I help you work out this difficult strategic operation?” 
asked someone right behind us. We turned around and sank again 
into a deep court curtsy. "I suggest that only sixteen marshals’ wives 
lead Her Majesty’s procession. Then will follow, as arranged, Securier 
svith Her Majesty’s ring, Murat with her crown, and finally one of 
the marshals’ wives carrying — a. cushion with one of Her Majesty’s 
lace handkerchiefs. It will be a very poetic touch.” 

"A stroke of genius, Your Majesty,” exclaimed De,spreaux, deeply 
moved, and practically bent double in one of his best bows. Montei, 
too, bowed down to the ground. 

And this lady with the lace handkerchief — ” Napoleon peered 
reflectively from Mme Berthier to Laura Junot, from Laura Junot to 
plain Mme Lefebvre. I already knew but for once I held my tongue 
and looked right past him. I wanted to be one of the sixteen. The 
wife of Marshal Bernadette. No more and no less, I didn’t want 
to be singled out, I didn’t want ... 


214 



■‘We will ask Mnie Jean-Baptiste Bemadotte to assume this re- 
sponsibility. Mme Bemadotte will look charming. In sky blue, 
perhaps.^” 

"Sky blue isn't becoming to me!" I put in quickly, remembering 
the blue silk dress I’d worn at the Tallien’s. 

"In sky blue,” the Emperor repeated, undoubtedly also remember- 
ing that unfortunate dress, and turned aside. 

He went over to his sisters and Paulette started right in, "Sire, we 
do not wish ..." 

"Madame, you forget yourself," came like the crack of a whip 
from Napoleon. No one may address the Emperor without his 
speaking finst, Paulette shut her mouth. Napoleon turned to Joseph, 
"More trouble.?" 

"The girls don’t want to carry the Empress’ train,” Joseph com- 
plained, pushing back his few damp strands of hair. 

"Why not.?" 

"Sire, the ladic.s Bacciochi and Murat, and the Princess Borghe.se 
leel ...” 

"Then Their Imperial Highne.sses, the Princesses Julie and Hor- 
tensc Bonaparte, will carry the train alone,” Napoleon decided. 

"The train is much too heavy for two alone," said Jo.sephine, 
gathering her sheets around her, and going over to Napoleon. 

"If we can’t have the same privileges as Julie and Hortense, we 
won’t take on the .same duties," Elisa burst out. 

"Shut up!” Napoleon shouted. And to Paulette, whom he prefers. 
"What exactly do you want.?" 

"We have as much right to the rank of Imperial Highness a.s 
those two." Paulette jutted her chin at Julie and Hortense. 

Napoleon raised his eyebrows, "One would think I’d inherited 
the cft)w-'n from our common father, and were cheating my si.ster.s In 
distributing our inheritance. My sisters seem to forget that any dis- 
tinctions they receive depend on my bounty. So far a very generous 
hcfunty. don't you think.?" 

in the deafeming silence Josephine’s voice rippled like; a geinle 
melody. "Sire, I beg that in your graciousness you raise your sister, s 
to Imperial Highne.s.ses.’’ 
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She needs allies, went through my head; she’s afraid. Perhaps the 
rumours are true, perhaps he really is considering a divorce. . . . 

Napoleon began to laugh. The scene apparently amused him enor- 
mously and we realized that it had all along, 

‘'All right,” he said to his sisters, "if you promise to behave, I’ll 
grarh you . . 

"Sire!” screamed Elisa and Caroline delightedly, Paulette re- 
lapsed into, ”Ndpoleone, niolli grazkP’ 

"I would like to see Pier Majesty’s coronation procession. Pro- 
ceed!” Napoleon looked at Despreaux. 

A very inferior piano, representing the organ, tinkled out a sol- 
emn march, Despr&ux arranged the sixteen marshals’ wives in eight 
couples and Monte! showed them how to walk gracefully, lightly, 
and above all joyously. This the ladies seemed unable to do because 
the Emperor stared stonily at their feet. They stumbled in deadly 
embarrassment around the room, and Paulette bit her hand to keep 
from laughing. Finally Serurier and Murat were summoned. Both 
joined the march of the marshals’ wives solemnly carrying a sofa 
cushion on their outstretched palms. This was liow the Empress’ 
insignia were to be borne at the coronation. After them I pranced 
in alone, also armed with a sofa cushion. Finally came Josephine, 
her trailing .sheets cheerfully carried by the two newly created Im- 
perial Princesses and Julie and Hortense. 

In this order we marched up and down the room four times, stop- 
ping only when Napoleon turned to lejive. At that, of course, we 
sank into another deep court curLsy. But Joseph ran after his brother 
like a madman, "Sire, I beg of you--^Sire!” 

"I really haven’t time,” said Napoleon impatiently. 

"Sire, it’s about the virgins,” Joseph explained and beckoned to 
Despreaux, who scampered over. 

"The virgins are a very serious problem,” Despreaux said. "We 
can’t find any." 

Napoleon heroically suppressed a smile. "Why must you have 
virgins, gentlemen,?” he asked. 

Your Majesty has perhaps forgotten — in the account of the 
medievaJ coronation ceremony in Rheims, on which ours is modelled, 
twelve virgins, with two candles each, walk to the altar after the 
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aiiointment of Your Majesty. We have considered a cousin of Mme 
Berthier, and one of my aunts on my mother’s side/’ Despreaux 
stammered, "hut both ladies already are. — they are not — ’’ 

"They are undoubtedly virgins, but well over forty/’ thundered 
Murat’s voice from the background. Murat, the cavalry officer, had 
forgotten his courtly dignity. 

"1 have repeatedly asked that members of the old aristocracy take 
part in the coronation, an event which concerns the entire French 
people. I’m convinced, gentlemen, that around the Faubourg St. 
Germain you will find plenty of suitable young girls." With that 
we curtsied again and Napoleon really did leave. 

Then refreshments were served and Josephine sent a lady-in- 
waiting to ask me over to her sofa. She wanted me to know that 
she was pleased about my distinguished new duty. She sat between 
Julie and me and gulped champagne. Her slender face seemed to 
have got smaller in the last few months. Her eyes, under the silver 
lids, looked unnaturally large, and the remarkable layers of enamel 
on her clieeks had cracked up during the long afternoon. Two fine 
lines, from the skies of her nose to the corners of her mouth, deep- 
ened whenever she tried to smile. But the childish curls, piled high 
on her head, looked, as ahvays, young and carefree. 

"Le Roy won’t he able to whip me up a sky-blue ensemble in 
two days," I said. 

jo.sephine, after the long hours she’d spent in the morning having 
her coronation robes fitted, must have been too tired to be discreet 
about her past, Slie said, "Paul Barras once gave me a pair of sap- 
phire earrings. If 1 can find them, I’ll gladly lend them to you.” 

"Madame i.s too kind, but I think ...” 

'Hiat’s a,s far as 1 got because we were interrupted. Joseph stood 
before us. "Wliat’s happened now?" Josephine demanded, 

Majc.sty reque.sts Your Majesty to come to hi.s study at 
once," Joseph said. 

Josephine raised lier thin eyebrows. "New difficulties about the 
coronatioii, dear brother-in-law?" 

Joseph could contain himself no longer. "The Pope has just in- 
formed us that he refuses to crown Your Majesty,” he said with 
considerable rdLsh. 





Josephines small rouged mouth smiled derisively, “And on 
what grounds does the Holy Father refuse.?'’ 

Joseph looked discreetly in every other direction. "Tell me. No 
one can hear us but Princess Julie and Mme Bernadotte, and they’re 
both in the family, after all,’’ said Josephine. 

Joseph pulled in his chin, doubling it. "The Pope has learned 
diat His Majesty and Your Majesty were not married in a church, 
and has declared . . . pardon me, madame, these are the words of the 
Holy Father — ^that he cannot crown the concubine of the Emperor of 
the French.’’ 

"And where did the Holy Father discover that Bonaparte and I 
had only a civil marriage ceremony?" Josephine asked him cahnly. 

"That’s what we have to find out," Joseph replied. 

Josephine thoughtfully studied her empty glass. "And how has 
His Majesty decided to answer the Holy Father?" 

"His Majesty will probably argue with the Pope." 

"There’s one very simple solution." Josephine smiled and rose. 
She handed Joseph the empty champagne gla^ss. "I will speak to 
Bona — I will discuss it with the Emperor." And, on her way out, 
"We’ll even be married in church. Then everything will be in 
order." 

While Joseph gave the empty glass to the nearest lackey and 
dashed after Josephine so as not to miss her conversation with Na- 
poleon, Julie said thoughtfully, "I wonder if she didn’t tell the Pope 
herself,” 

"Yes, or else she would have been more surprised," I said. 

"I’m actually sorry for her," Julie said, inspecting her hand.s. 
"She’s so afraid of a divorce, and it would be horrid of him to leave 
her now. Just because she can’t have any more children. Don’t you 
think so?" 

I shrugged my shoulders, "He’s having this entire farce of a 
coronation in the style of Charlemagne combined with the ceremonial 
at Rheims to impress on the whole world that he’s founding an he- 
reditary dynasty. I don’t see any, point in it, when only Joseph, if 
he outlives him, will become Emperor, or one of the little sons of 
Louis and Hortense." 

"But he can’t send Josephine away," Julie practically wept. "She 
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got engaged to him when he couldn’t' even afford new trousers. 
She’s kept up with him step by step and always tried to help him 
in his career. And anyway, her crown has been delivered, and the 
whole world recognizes her as Empress and . . 

"He can’t play Charlemagne and be crowned by the Pope, and, at 
the same time, be involved in a divorce case like an ordinary citizen," 

I said. "But if even I realize this, Josephine, who is a hundred times 
cleverer than I, has known it a long time. Napoleon must be count- 
ing on her coronation, and he’ll surely make it all right with the 
Church.” 

"And after the church ceremony, it wmn’tfe so easy for him to 
get a divorce, will it? Josephine is counting on that?" 

"Yes, of course.” 

"He does love her. In his own way, but he really loves her and 
he can’t let her down," 

"No?” I said. "He can’t? Believe me, Napoleon can . . 

There w^as a rustle of gowns all through the room. Everyone 
curt.sied. The Empre.ss had returned. On her way in, Jo.sephine took 
a glass of champagne from the tray and said to Despreaux, "We 
can go over my coronation procession again.” She came over to 
Julie and me. "Tonight Unde Fesch is going to marry us quietly in 
the palace chapel,” .she said, taking a couple of quick sips of cham- 
pagne. "Isn’t that funny, after almost nine years of marriage? So— 
madame la marcThaie, have you decided to borrow my sapphires?" 

On the way home, I decided not to let Napoleon make me wear a 
blue dress. Tomorrow my rose-coloured dress — all the marshals’ 
wives arc to wear rose — will be delivered by Lc Roy, and I shall 
wear rose when I carry Josephine’s handkerchief through Notre- 
Dame. 

jean-Bupiiste waited for me in the dining room. Fie looked like 
a hungry lion. Anyway, he looked as fearsome as I .suppose a hungry 
iiun does, "What kept you so long in the Tuileries?” he demanded, 

"I listened to the Bonapartes quarrel with each other. Then v/e 
rehearsed. And I’ve been gh'en a special part. I don’t have to 
dance in with the other marshals’ waves. ^ I come in all alone after 
Murat carrying a handkerchief for Jo!5ephine on a cushion, hsn’t 
that an honour?” 



Jean-Baptiste thought that one over. “I don’t want you to take 
a special part, Joseph and that ass Despreaux made it up just because 
you’re Julie’s sister. And I forbid it” 

I sigiied. "That won’t make any difference. Joseph and Despreaux 
have nothing to do with it The Emperor wishes it.” 

I would never have believed that anything could so upset Jean- 
Baptiste, His voice was almost shrill. *'What did you say,^” 

"The Emperor wishes it I can’t do anything about it.” 

"And I can’t endure it My wife can’t expose herself before the 
whole world.” Jean-Baptiste shouted so he made the glasses on the 
table jingle. I had no idea he was that furious. 

"Why are you so angry?” I asked. 

"They’ll point at you. The fiancee, they’ll say, Mme Jean-Baptiste 
Bernadotte, the Emperor’s young love, whom he cannot forget. His 
little Eugenie who will show off at his coronation. Now as before — 
his little Eugenie. And Fli be the laughingstock of Paris.” 

Disconcerted, I just gaped at Jean-Baptiste. No one knows as 
well as I how strained his relationship with Napoleon is. How he 
is tortured by the constant feeling that he has betrayed the ideals of 
his youth. How impatiently he waits for approval of hivS recjuest for 
an independent command far away from Paris. And Napoleon lets 
him wait, wait, and wait. But I certainly never expected this miser- 
able waiting to lead to a jealous scene. I went to him and put my 
hands on his breast. "There’s no sense letting a whim of Napoleon’s 
upset you, Jean-Baptiste.” 

But he pashed my hands away. "You know exactly what’s hap- 
pening," he declared. "You know very well. People are to think 
he’s granting a special favour to his little fiancee of long ago. But 
I assure you, he’s quite forgotten this 'long ago.' As a man I know 
he has. Only the present interests him. He's in love with you. He 
wants to make you happy so that you ...” 

"Jean-Baptiste!” 

He put his hand to his forehead. "Forgive me, it’s not your fault,” 
he murmured. At that moment Fernand appeared and set the soup 
tureen on the table. Silently we took our places. Jean-Baptiste's hand, 
raising the spoon to his mouth, shook. 

"I won't take any part in the coronation ceremonies. I’ll stay in 
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bed and be sick,” I said. Jean-Baptiste didn’t answer. After dinner 
he left the house. 

Now, sitting at his desk writing, Fm trying to decide whether 
Napoleon really is in love with me again. That interminable night 
in his oliice, before the Duke of Enghien was shot, he spoke to me 
in his long-ago voice, "Take your hat off, madame. ..." And a 
little later: ".Eugenie— -little Eugenie . . Mile George was sent 
home. 1 believe that night he remembered the hedge in our garden 
in IVIarseilles. And the sleeping meadows and the stars that were 
so near. How strange that in two days the little Bonaparte of the 
hedge will be crowned Emperor of the French. And that there was a 
time in my life when .1 didn’t belong to my Bernadotte. 

The clock in the dining room just struck midnight. Perhaps Jean- 
Baptiste is calling on Mme Recamier. He speaks of her so often. 
Juliette Recamier is married to a rich old bank director and reads ail 
the books that are published and some that aren’t, and lies all day 
long on a sofa. She fancies herself as the Muse of all famous men, 
but she kisses none of them. Not even her own husband, Paulette 
maintains. Jean-Baptiste often discusses books and music with hi.s 
bosom friend. And sometimes she sends me a boring novel and a.sks 
me to read the masterpiece. I hate and admire the Recamier very 
much. 

One-thirty. Now Napoleon and Josephine are undoubtedly kneel- 
ing in the chapel in the Tuileries, and Unde Fesch is performing 
the marriage ceremony. How easily I could explain to Jean-Baptiste 
wliy Napoleon can’t forget me, but it would only annoy him. I am 
a part of Napoleon’s youth. And no one forgets hi.s youth, even 
thoLigli he seldom thinks about it. If I walk in the coronation pro- 
ce.ssion in sky blue, I am no more than a memory to Napoleon. But 
it is quite p(\s.siblc that Jean-Baptiste is right and Napoleon would 
like to refresh this memory, A declaration of love from Napoleon 
wHHild he balm on a long-healed wound. Tomorrow I’ll stay in bed 
with a terrible cold, and the next day, too. His Majesty’s sky-blue 
rnernory has the sniffles and begs to be excused. ... 

Last night — no, it was already today — -I fell asleep over my diary. 
I woke up only when someone took me in his arms and carried me 
to the bedroom. The gold braid on the epaulettes scratched my 
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cheeks as usual. "You were with your soul-mate, it makes tne 
sick. . . .” I muttered sleepily. 

"I was at the Opera, little girl, and all alone. 1 lotigcd to hear 
some good music. Then I dismissed the carriage and walked iunxie." 

"I love you very much, Jean-Baptiste. And I’m serit)u.sly ill with 
a cold in the head and a .sore throat and can’t take part in the coro- 
nation ceremony." 

"I will convey Mme Bernadotte’s regrets to the Emperor." And 
after a while, "You must never forget, little one, that I love you 
very much. Do you hear me or are you already asleep.?" 

"I was dreaming, Jean-Baptiste. What happens when someone 
puts balm on a wound healed years ago?" 

"One laughs at that someone, Desiree.” 

"Yes, I’m laughing at him, the mighty Emperor of the French.” 


CJO 

Paris, at night after Napoleon’s coronatitm 
December 2, ]B04 

Impressive and occasionally comical was the coronation of my 
former fiance as Emperor of the French. As Napoleon was sat on 
the throne, the heavy gold crown on his head, our eyes suddenly met. 
I stood behind the Empress in front of the altar the whole time hold- 
ing a velvet cushion with a lace handkerchief. 

Things naturally didn’t happen at all as I’d planned. Day before 
yesterday, Jean-Baptiste explained to the Master of Ceremonie.s that 
to my horror and despair a heavy cold and high fever would keep me 
from the coronation. This was too much for Despreaux since the 
other marshals’ wives would have staggered from their deathbeds to 
appear in Notre-Dame. Why shouldn’t I? "Madame la marechale," 
Jean-Baptiste told the shocked Despreaux, "would drown out the 
organ music with her sneezing.’’ 

I actually stayed in bed all day. At noon, Julie, who had heard of 
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my sudden illness and was quite worried, came and fixed me hot 
milk and honey. It tasted very good, and I didn’t have the nerve to 
tell her that 1 wasn’t sick at ail. But yesterday morning I got so 
bored in bed, I dressed and went to the nursery, and Oscar and i 
killed a National Guardsman — I mean a toy one. We wanted to see 
what the head was stuffed with. It turned out to be sawdust which 
spewed out all over the floor so that we had to slide quickly around 
the room to clean it up. Both Oscar and I are afraid of Marie, wdio 
gets stricter with us every year. 

Suddenly the door opened and Fernand announced Napoleon’s 
personal physician. Before I could say that I would receive Dr. 
Corvisart in my bedroom in five minutes, Fernand, the clumsy fool, 
had him in the nursery. Dr. Corvisart put his black bag on the 
saddle of the rocking horse, and bowed to me politely. 

"His Majesty has asked me to inquire about madame la marechale’s 
health. I am glad I can inform His Majesty that madame has re- 
covered.” 

"Doctor, I still feci very weak,” I said hopelessly. 

Dr. Corvisart raised his odd triangular eyebrows that look as 
though tiiey’d been pasted on his pale face. ”1 believe 1 can recon- 
cile with my conscience as a physician the opinion that madame is 
■Strong enough to carry lier Majesty’s lace handkerchief at the coro- 
nation.” And with another bow' and without cracking a smile, "Flis 
Maje.st)' has given me very detailed instructions." 

1 gulped, and rcali2ed that w-ith a stroke of his pen, Napoleon 
could reduce Jean-Baptiste in rank. How powerless w^e are, I thought. 

"If you advise me, Dr. Corvisart — " I said. 

Dr. C.!orvi.sart Ixnvcd over my hand. "I urgently advise you to be 
at the coronation, madame,” he replied earnestly. He picked up his 
blat'k bag and left the nursery, 

in the afternoon, Le Roy delivered my rose-coloured dress and thc 
white ostrich fe.:itiiers to wear in my hair. At six o’clock a sudden 
cannon hla.st set our windows rattling. I ran to the kitchen and asked 
Fernand what was wrong. 

"Every h-our, from now until midnight, salutes v/iil be fired, and 
Bengal lights will light up all the squares. We ought tcj take Oscar 
to town so Ire can see the lights.” 
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Fernand went on polishing Jean-Baptiste s sword with fanatical 
zeal. 

"it’s snowing too hard,” I replied. "And the child seemed hoarse 
this morning.” 

I went up to the nursery and sat by the window with Oscar on rny 
lap. It was already dark, but I lighted no candles. Oscar and I 
watched the snowflakes dancing in the lantern light in front of our 
house. 

"There is a city,” I said, "where the snow falls every winter for 
many months. Not just for a few days, as it does here. And the 
whole sky looks all freshly washed." 

"And then.^” Oscar said. 

"That’s ail,” I said. 

"1 thought you were going to tell me a new .story.” 

"It’s not a story. It’s true.” 

"What’s the city called?” Oscar asked. 

"Stockholm.” 

"Where is Stoddiolm?” 

"Far, far away. Near the North Pole, I think.” 

"Does Stockholm belong to the Emperor?” 

"No, Oscar. Stockholm ha.s its own king.” 

"What’s his name?” 

"I don’t know, darling.” 

Again the cannon roared. Oscar was scared, and flung his arm.s 
around me. "You mustn’t be afraid, they’re only cannon saluting 
the Emperor.” 

Oscar looked at me, "I’m not a bit afraid of cannon, Mama. 
And someday Eli be a marshal of France, like Papa.” 

1 watched the snowflakes. They reminded me of Ptr.sson. "Per- 
haps you’ll be a good, honest silk merchant like your grandpapa,” 1 
.said.' 

"But I want to be a marshal. Or a sergeant. Papa told me he was 
a sergeant. And Fernand was, too.” He was excited. Something 
very important had occurred to him. "Fernand says I can g(j to the 
coronation with him tomorrow.” 

"Oh, no, Oscar, children aren’t allowed in the church. Mama and 
Papa weren’t sent a ticket for you.” 
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"But Fernand will take me to the door of the church. There we 
can see the whole procession, Fernand says. The Empress and Aunt 
Julie and — ” he took a deep breath — "and the Emperor with his 
crown, Mama, Fernand promised.’’ 

"It’s much too cold, Oscar, you can’t stand for hours in front of 
Notre-Dame, And in that tremendous crowd a little man like you 
would be mashed to pieces." 

"Please, Mama—please, please." 

"I’ll tell you all about it, Oscar. I promise you." 

Two small arms hugged me and I got a sweet, very damp kiss. 
"Please, Mama! If I promise to drink all my milk every day?" 

"You can’t go, Oscar, really you can't. It’s so cold, and you’re 
coughing again. Be reasonable, darling." 

"If I drink the whole bottle of that horrid cough medicine today, 
then could I, Mama?” 

"In this city, Stockholm, near the North Pole, there is a wide river, 
green chunks of ice — ’’ I began, hoping to divert him. But Stockholm 
no longer interested him, 

"I want to see the coronation, Mama, I want to terribly," he 
sobbed. 

"When you are bigger, you may see a coronation," I heard myself 
saying. 

"But will the Emperor be crowned again later?" asked Oscar 
skeptically. 

"No, not that. But we will go to another coronation, Oscar, botii 
of us. Mama promises you. And it will be a much more beautiful 
coronation than the one tomorrow. Believe me, far more beauti- 
ful , . 

"Madame la marechale shouldn’t tell the child such talcs.” Marie’s 
\a)ice came from the darkness behind us. "Come, Oscar, you must 
drink your milk now and take that good cough medicine Umic 
Doctor gave you." 

Marie lit the nursery candles, and I left my place at the window. 
I couldn't .sec the dancing snowflakes any more. 

Later Jean-Baptiste came up to tell Oscar good night. O.scar im- 
mediately complained, "Mama won't' let me stand outside the churcl) 
with Fernand to see the Emperor with his crown." 
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"I won't allow it either,” Jeaa-Baptiste declared. 

"Mama says that she’ll take me to another coronation, later, when 
1 am grown up, Will you come, too. Papa?” 

"Who’s to be crowned then?” Jean-Baptiste asked. 

"Mama, who will be crowned?” Oscar demanded shrilly. 

And, since I didn’t know what to say, I tried to look mysterious. 
"I won’t tell. It will be a surprise. Good night, darling, and sweet 
dreams.’’ 

Jean-Baptiste carefully tucked the covers around our little son and 
blew out the candles. 

For the first time in ages I prepared our evening meal myself, 
Marie, Fernand, and the kitchen maid were all out. Free perform- 
ances were being given. at every theatre. Yvette, my new lady's maid, 
had vanished at noon. Julie had explained to me tiiat a marshal’s 
wife can neither do her own hair nor sew on buttons, so I finally 
gave in and hired this Yvette, wBo before tlae Revolution had 
powdered some duchess's hair and naturally Considers herself far 
grander than I. 

After supper, we went to the kitchen. 1 washed the disliCvS and 
my marshal put on Marie’s apron and dried them, "I always used 
to help my mother,” he remarked. And, with a little laugh, ' 'She’d 
have loved our crystal glasses.” His smile faded. "Joseph told me 
the Emperor’s personal physician came to see you,” he said, 

"In this city everyone knows everyone else’s business." I sighed. 

"No,” said Jean-Baptiste, "not everyone, but the Emperor knows 
a great deal about a great many people. That’s his system.” 

As I dropped asleep I heard the cannon thunder again. Really, 
I would have been quite happy in a country house near Marseilles, 
I thought. A country house with a nice neat poultry run. But 
neither Napoleon, Emperor of the French, nor Bernaclotte, Mar.shal 
of France, has any interest in chickens, ... 

1 woke up because Jean-Baptiste was shaking me. It was .still 
dark, "Must we get up already?” I asked uneasily, 

"No, but you were crying so hard in your sleep, I had to wake you, 
Did ji'ou dream something terrible?" 

I tried to remember. "I went with Oscar to a coronation.” 1 
5^^'^ggied to reconstruct the dream, '"We had to get in the church, 
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but there were so many people at the portal we couldn’t get through. 
We were pushed and buffeted about, the crowd got bigger. I held 
Oscar’s hand and — suddenly there, weren’t any people at all, but a 
flock of chickens running between our legs, cackling dreadfully — ” 
I moved closer to Jean-Baptiste, 

"And was that so awfuL^" was all he asked, but his voice was 
gentle and comforting. 

"Yes, it was terrible. The chickens cackled like — exactly like 
nervous people. But that wasn’t the worst. The worst was the 
crowns.’’ 

"The crowns.^’’ 

"Yes, Oscar and I were wearing heavy crowns. I could hardly 
hold my head up, but I knew my crown would fail off if I didn’t, 
And Oscar — yes, Oscar’s crown was much too heavy for him, too, 
I saw his thin little neck stiffen under it, and I was afraid the child 
would collapse. And — then you woke me up. It was a dreadful 
dream. ...” 

Jean-Baptiste slipped his arm under my head and held me close. 
"It’s quite natural for you to dream about a coronation. In two hours 
we must get up and dress for the ceremony at Notre-Dame. . X^ut 
what about the chickens?” 

I didn’t answer. 1 tried to forget my hateful dream and go back 
to sleep. 

It had stopped snowing, but it was colder than last night. We 
heard later that the people' of Paris had waited since five o’clock that 
morning in front of Notre-Dame and along the route for the golden 
carriages of the Emperor, the Empress and members of the Imperial 
family. Jean-Baptiste and I had to go to the Archbishop’s palace, 
where the coronation proce.ssion was forming. While Fernand helped 
Jean-Baptiste into his uniform, breathing hard on the gold buttons 
and giving each a final fillip with his polishing cloth, Yvette ar- 
ranged the white ostrich feathers in my bait. I sat at my dressing 
table and stared in horror at the mirror. With this headdress I looked 
like a circus horse. Every few minutes Jean-Baptiste called from tbie 
next room, "Aren’t you ready yet, Desiree?” But the ostrich feathers 
just wouldn't set right. 

Finally Marie flung open the door. "This has just been delivered 
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for madame ia marechaie. By a lackey in the livery of the Imperial 
household/’ 

Yvette took the little package and laid it before me on the dressing 
table, Marie naturally didn’t leave but kept staring curiously at the 
red leather box I unpeeled from the paper. Jean-Baptiste shoved 
Fernand aside and stood over me. I looked up and met his eyes in 
the dressing table mirror. Napoleon has surely thought up some- 
thing dreadful and jean-Baptiste will be furious, L thought. My 
hands shook so I couldn’t open the leather box. "Let me,’’ .said Jean- 
Baptiste. He pressed the lock and the box flew open. 

"Oh — ’’ breathed Yvette. "Mmm," from Marie, while Fernand 
gasped. Inside was a small jewel box of sparkling gold. On the lid 
hovered an eagle with outstretched wings. My eyes popped. 

"Open it," Jean-Baptiste ordered. 

I fumbled at it and finally I got a good hold on the eagle between 
its outspread wings and pulled. The lid came off. The box was lined 
with red velvet, and on the velvet sparkled — goicf piece.s. I wheeled 
around and looked at Jean-Baptiste. "Can you understand There 
was no answer. Jean-Baptiste looked like he’d seen a snake, His 
face was very pale, "They're gold francs," I murmured, and absent- 
mindedly sifted the top coins through my fingers. Then I .spread 
them out on the dressing table beside rny powaler box, hair brushes 
and jewelry. Something rustled. I pulled out a piece of paper from 
among the gold pieces. Napoleon’s handwriting. His large uneven 
letters. First they danced before my eyes, then finally formed word.s. 

"Madame la marechaie, in Marseilles you were kind enougli to 
lend me your secret savings so that I might travel to Paris, 'riiis 
journey has brought me good fortune. It is an obligation which I 
take pleasure in meeting today, and thank you. N.” And a post- 
script: "The amount involved at the time was 98 Fr." 

"There are ninety-eight gold francs, Jean-Baptiste," I said. 

I was greatly relieved when Jean-Baptiste smiled. "I had saved 
up my podtet money to buy the Emperor a decent uniform, his old 
one was so shabby, but he needed the money to pay his debts, and 
to get Junot and Marmont out of the inn,” I explained witii a rush. 

We arrived at the Archbishop's palace shortly before nine o’clock. 
We were shown to a large room on the upper floor where we greeted 
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the other marshals and their wives, and were served hot coffee. We 
all crowded near the windows. At the portals of Notre-Dame there 
svas a milling throng. Six grenadier battalions, aided by hussars of 
the guard, struggled to maintain order. Although the doors of the 
cathedral had been opened for the invited guests since six o’clock 
ill the morning, men were still working feverishly inside on the 
decorations. A double line of National Guardsmen pushed back the 
curious crowd. 

"Eighty thousand men are guarding the Emperor's coronation pro- 
cession,’’ Murat confided to Jean-Baptiste. As Governor of Paris 
Murat is responsible for all such things. All of a sudden the Prefect of 
Police stopped ail traffic to Notre-Dame, so the specially invited ladies 
and gentlemen arrived at the door on foot. Only those of us taking 
part in the procession were allowed to leave our wraps at the Arch- 
bishop’s palace. The other guests had to go coatless to the cathedral, 
and it made me shiver just to see the ladies who had left their car- 
riages and scurried through the cold in thin silk dresses. Then some- 
tliing funny happened. A group of these ladies chanced to meet the 
pruce.ssion of Pligh Court Judges. The judges were wearing long 
red robes. They gallantly opened their enormous robes, and the 
freezing ladies crept in gladly. Though our windows were closed 
tight, we could hear the crowd laughing at these unlikely couples. 

A few carriages drove up anyway — foreign princes invited as 
guests of honour, "Third sitting,’’ muttered Jean-Baptiste. "Na- 
poleon’s paying all their expenses. There’s the Margrave of Baden 
and over here the Prince of Hesse-Darmstadt, and right behind him 
the Prince of Hes.se-Homburg." 

Jean-Bapti.ste pronounces these impossible Germanic names .so 
easily. How does he do it? I left the window, stood by the fireplace 
and finally got a .second cup of coffee. Meanwhile, some sort of 
altercation was going on near the door. But I hadn’t noticed it par- 
ticularly until Mme Lannes dashed over and said, "I think it’s about 
you, dearest Mme Bernadotte." . 

And it was. A gentleman in a tobacco-brown coat, his lace cravat 
askew, was arguing with the sentries at the door who refused to 
let him in. 'T.et me go to -my little sister — Mme Bernadotte — 
Eugenie---" ; ' 
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The gentleman in brown was Etienne. When he saw me he 
screamed like a drowning man, ‘'Eugenie—Eugenie — help me!” 

"Listen here, why won’t you let my brother in?” I asked the 
sentries, and pulled Etienne into the room. The sentries mumbled 
something about, "Orders to admit only ladies and gentlemen in the 
coronation procession." I called Jean-Baptlste, and we urged the 
sweating Etienne into an armchair. He'd travelled day and night 
from Genoa to Paris to be at the coronation. "You know, Eugenie,” 
he said, "how close I am to the Emperor. The friend of my youth, 
the man on whom I’ve set my hopes for years — ” Etienne paused 
for breath. He looked miserable. 

"Then what’s bothering you? The friend of your youth will be 
crowned Emperor any minute. What more do you want?” 

"To be there,” Etienne said. "To be at the ceremony,” 

"You should have come to Paris earlier, dear brother-in-law,” 
Jean-Baptiste said sensibly. "All the tickets have been spoken for.” 

Etienne, who has gotten quite fat, mopped his brow. "In this 
awful weather my coach was delayed even more than usual,” 

"Perhaps Joseph can help him,” I whispered to Jean-Baptiste. 
"We can't do any more now.” 

"Joseph is in the Tuileries with His Majesty, and can’t see any- 
one, I’ve already been told,” Etienne said unhappily. 

“Listen, Etienne, you never liked Napoleon so you can’t care that 
much about seeing his coronation,” I said, trying to calm him. 

But that really started Etienne off. "How can you say such a 
thing! Don’t you remember that in Marseilles I was the Emperor’s 
closest confidant, his best friend?” 

'I know you were horrified when I became engaged to him,” 
I said. 

Whereupon Jean-Baptiste slapped Etienne on the back. "Really? 
You opposed this engagement? Brother-in-law Etienne, you’re a man 
after my own heart. If I have to hold you on my knees in tliat 
crowded cathedral — I’ll get you in somehow.” Still beaming, he 
turned and called, "Junot, Berthicr. We must smuggle M. Etienne 
Clary into the cathedral. Come, we’ve fought harder battles in our 
day,” 
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So from the window i watched my brother Etienne, hidden by 
three marshals' uniforms, swept into Notre-Dame. 

After a while the three marshals' uniforms reappeared, and re- 
ported that Etienne was sitting witli the diplomatic corps. "He's 
next to the Turkish Minister,” jean-Baptiste informed me, "who is 
wearing a green turban and—” He stopped as the Pope’s proces- 
sion came into view, a battalion of dragoons in front and the Swiss 
Guard following. 

Presently we saw a monk riding on a mule and holding a cross in 
his upraised hands. "The mule had to be hired and Despreaux says 
its costs sixty-seven francs a day,” Marshal Berthier said. Jean- 
Baptiste laughed. Then came the Pontiff’s carriage. It was drawn by 
eight grey horses, and we immediately recognized the Empress’ gala 
coach that had been placed at the Pope’s disposal. The Pope came 
into the Archbishop’s palace, but we had ho chance to welcome him. 
He donned his vestments in a downstairs room, left the palace at, 
the head of the highest ecclesiastical dignitaries, and walked slowly 
to the portal of Notre-Dame. 

Someone opened a window. The crowd kept silent. Only a few 
women knelt as the Pope passed while most of the men didn’t even 
take off their hats. Suddenly the Pope stopped, said something to a 
young man in the front row, his head held high, and made the sign 
of the cross. We later heard that Pius VII had noticed this young 
man and .so many others still standing, and had smilingly remarked, 
"I believe the blessing of an old man can do no harm." Twice 
more the Pope made the sign of the cross in the clear frosty air, then 
the white figure disappeared Through the portals of Notre-Dame, 
and, like a red wave, the ranks of cardinals dosed in behind him. 

"What happens now in the cathedral?" I asked. 

Someone explained to me that at the Pope’s entrance the choir of 
the Imperial Chapel began the Tu es Petrus, and that the Pope 's\'ould 
then he seated on the throne at the left of the altar. 

"And it’s time right now for the Emperor’s arrival,” he continued, 
But the Emperor kept the people of Paris, the marching regiments, 
the distinguished guests, and the head of the Holy Roman Church 
waiting for him another whole hour. 

At last a salvo of cannon proclaimed that the Emperor had left 



the Tuileries. I don’t know why, but suddenly we were all silent. 
Wordlessly we walked in front of the large mirrors on the ground 
floor. Silently the marshals checked on the stars of their orders and 
straightened their blue-and-gold backs. Valets handed them their 
blue capes which they flung over tlieir shoulders. As I powdered my 
face, I was astonished to find that my hands w^ere trembling. 

It sounded like a rumbling storm-first far away, then louder and 
louder, finally raging close by, ”Vhfe I’Emperem — Vive PEm- 
pefeur. ...” 

First came Murat, on horseback, in the gold-laden uniform of the 
Governor of Paris. Behind him thundered the dragoons. Then 
mounted heralds: in lilac velvet embroidered with golden eagles. 
The heralds carried staffs embellished with gold bees. Such lilac 
splendour dumfounded me. And once, I thought, I saved my 
pocket money to buy him a new uniform, because his old one was 
so shabby. One gilded carriage after another passed, each drawn by 
six horses. Despr6mx alighted from the first, the Emperor’s aides 
from the second, then the ministers. And finally, in a coach covered 
with gold bees, the Imperial princesses. The princesses were all in 
white, and wore coronets in their hair. Julie came over to me quickly 
and squeezed my hand. “If only everything goes well,” she said in 
exactly M.ama’s tone of voice. 

“Yes, but fix your coronet, it’s crooked,” I whispered back. 

Like the sun suddenly emerging on this grey wintry day came the 
Emperor’s carriage. It was gilded all over and decorated with a 
frieze of bronze medallions, representing the various Departments 
of France, joined with golden palm leaves. On top of the carriage 
gleamed four enormous bronze eagles, their claws clutching laurel 
branches. In their midst lay a large golden crown. The coach wa.s 
lined with green velvet, the Corsican colour. Eight horses with white 
feather plumes snorted to a stop in front of the palace. 

We went outside and instinctively lined up. 

In the right-hand corner of the carriage sat the Emperor. Na- 
poleon was dressed in purplish-red velvet, and when he alighted, we 
saw he wore wide trunk-breeches, and white silk stockings em- 
broidered with jewels. In this costume he looked very strange, like 
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an opera star with too short legs. And why Spanish trunk-breeches 
Napoleon, why trunk-breeches?; 

h'he Empress, on the other hand, sitting at his left, looked more 
beautiful than ever before. In her childlike curls shone the largest 
diamond I had ever seen. Although Josephine was heavily rouged, 

I felt at once that her smile — radiant and young, how very young — 
t:ame from her heart. The Emperor had had a religious marriage 
ceremony performed, she could be crowned, she had nothing more 
(■(.) w'orry about. ... 

NX'd'ien Joseph and Louis, who had been seated facing Napoleon 
in the Emperor’s coach, went by me, I couldn’t believe my eyes. 
They were both formidably decked out. In white from head to foot, 
Their shoes were white satin with gold rosettes, and I noticed that 
Joseph had acquired a little paunch. While he grinned just like my 
Oscar’s freshly painted rocking horse, Louis looked glum as he flat- 
footed it into the palace. 

In the palace, Napoleon and Jo.sephme quickly put on their corona- 
tion robes. For a second Josephine’s mouth tightened with the strain 
of .standing erect under the weight of her purple robe. But then 
Julie and Horten.se, Elisa, Paulette and Caroline picked up the train, 
and Josepliine gave a deep sigh of relief, As Napoleon laboriously 
pulled on a pair of gloves, the fingers stiff with gold embroidery, he 
Itjoked toward us for the first time, "Can we begin?" 

Dc,sprcaux had already distributed all our paraphernalia. Now Vvc 
awaited his signal to take up our rehearsed positions. But the signal 
wasn’t given. Despreaux whispered to Joseph, and Joseph shrugged 
his shoulder.^'. Napoleon had turned away and was studying himself 
in a mirn:>r. Not a muscle in his face moved, but his eyes narrowed 
suddenly as he tried to view himself objectively. He saw a not quite 
iiiiddle-siiicd man. The ermine collar of his coronation robe reached 
nearly up to his ears. ... The crown of France lies in the gntiei, 
one need nnly lean down to pkk it up. . . , Well, Napoleon had 
leaned and fished the crowm out of the gutter. The Imperial crown. 

r)ur canharrassed whispers and aimles.s standing about reminded 
me of a funeral. I looked for Jean-Baptiste. He was with the other 
marsJials, holding the velvet cushion with the Emperor’s Chain of 
the Legion of Honour he had to carry. in the procession. He wa.s 
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thoughtfully gnawing his underlip. Now we carry the Republic to 
its grave, I thought. Papa, your son Etienhe has a ticket of admission, 
and your daughter Julie is a princess and wears a small gold 
crown. ... 

"What are we waiting for, Despreaux?” Napoleon sounded im- 
patient. 

"Sire, wasn’t it decided that Madame Mere was to lead the corona- 
tion procession, and Madame Mere is . . 

"Mother isn’t here,’’ said Louis. His voice reverberated witii 
malicious pleasure. Napoleon had sent one courier after another to 
Italy to ask his mother surely to be in Paris for the coronation. 
Finally Mme Letizia could no longer ignore his urgency. She’d taken 
leave of her exiled son Lucien and set off, 

"We regret her absence greatly,” Napoleon said expressionlessly. 
"Despreaux, we will go to the cathedral,” 

Fanfares blared forth. Slowly and solemnly the heralds in lilac and 
gold moved toward the cathedral. Pages in green followed them 
closely. Then came Desprmix, Master of Ceremonies, and behind 
him, in pairs and stiff as marionettes, tripped the sixteen marshals’ 
wives. Then along came Serurier and Murat, Serurier with a cushion 
on which re.sted the Empress’ ring, Murat with Josephine’s crown. 
The air was ioj cold when I emerged, holding the cushion with the 
lace handkerchief like some sacrificial offering. Passing by the 
crowds, held back by an impenetrable cordon of soldiers, 1 
heard occasional shouts, "Vive Bernadotte— Bernadotte — ” I stared 
straight ahead at Murat’s gold-embroidered back. As I carried 
Josephine’s handkerchief through Notre-Dame, music from the organ 
and the smell of incense wiped out all thought. 

Not until we had come to the choir did Murat stop and step aside. 
I saw the altar and the two gold thrones. On the tiironc at the left 
sat, still as a statue, a little old gentleman in white, Pius VII had 
waited for Napoleon nearly two hours. ... I stepped up beside 
Murat and looked around. Saw Josephine approaching the altar, her 
eyes wide open, shiny with tears and smiling ecstatically. At the 
low^est step to the double throne at the right of the altar, she paused. 
Right in front of me now stood the Imperial princesses with her 
train. I craned my neck to see Napoleon’s entrance. First 
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Keikrmann with the large Imperial crown. After him Perignon 
with the sceptre and Lefebvre with Charlemagne’s sword. Then 
Jean-Baptiste with the Chain of the Legion of Honour, next 
Eugene de Beauharnais with the Emperor’s ring, and finally Ber- 
thier with the Imperial orb, and the lame Foreign Minister Talley- 
rand with a gold wire contraption into which, in the course of the 
ceremony, the Emperor was to let fali.his robe. 

The exultant notes of "La Marseillaise" poured triumphantly from 
the organ. Napoleon w^alked slowdy up to the altar, with Joseph and 
Louis carrying the train of his purple robe. Finally Napoleon stood 
beside Josephine. His brothers and the marshals lined up together 
behind him. The Pope rose and said the Mass. 

Then Despreaux gave Marshal Kellermann an almost impercepti- 
ble signal. Kellermann stepped forward and held out the crown to 
the Pope. It seemed to be very heavy because the delicate hands of 
the Pope could hardly hold it up. Suddenly Napoleon let the purple 
robe slip from his shoulders. His brothers caught it and passed it 
to Talleyrand. The organ music stopped. Clearly and solemnly the 
Pope pronounced the blessing. Then held high the heavy crown to 
.set it on Napoleon’s bowed head. But Napoleon’s head wasn’t 
bowed. His hands in the gold-embroidered gloves reached up and 
impetuously seized the crown. For a short second Napoleon held 
the crown above his head. Then he slowly put it on. 

Not only was I startled but all the others, too. Napoleon had 
violated all the rituals of coronation and crowned himself. 

The organ swelled, Lefebvre presented the Emperor v.dth the sword 
of Charlemagne, Jean-Baptiste dropped the Chain of the Legion of 
Honour around his neck, Berthier turned over the orb, and Perignon 
the golden sceptre. Finally Talleyrand put the purple robe over his 
shoulders, and the Emperor slowly ascended the steps to his throne. 
Joseph and Louis picked up the train, and then stood, one on each 
.side of the throne. ’*Vivat Imperator tn aeternum!’ proclaimed the 
Pope. . 

Thereupon Pius VII made the sign of the cross before Josephine’s 
face and kissed her on the cheek. At this point Murat was to have 
handed him Josephine’s crown. But Napoleon had already covered 
the short distance from his throne and held out his hands for her 



crown. So Murat gave the crown not to the Pope but to Napoleon. 
For the first time that day the Emperor smiled. Girefuily, very care- 
fully so as not to disarrange her hair, he set the crown on josephinc’s 
childish curls. Escorted by Napoleon, Josephine took a step toward 
the throne, then jerked to a stop and practically went over backward. 
Elisa, Paulette and Caroline had dropped the train on purpose. Ihey 
wanted Josephine to fall, to rnake her ridiculous at the inomciji of 
her greatest triumph. But by main force, Julie and Hortense m.in- 
aged to hang on to the heavy train. Napoleon took Jo.sephine's arm 
and supported her. No, she didn’t fall. She just stumbled on the 
first step to the throne. 

While young girls of the old French aristocracy — the virgins wdro 
had caused Despreaux such anxiety — walked toward the altar with 
their candies, the Pope and his entourage withdrew to the crypt, Na- 
poleon, his face expressionless, sat next to Josephine on the throne. 
He stared straight ahead with half-closed eyes. Since he’d mounted 
the throne, I’d been standing between Murat and Talleyrand in the 
front row below. What does a man think about who has just crowned 
himself Emperor of the French.? I couldn’t take my eyes tdf his set 
face. Now — now a muscle twitched near his mouth, he ciarnped l\is 
lips together firmly and — -suppressed a yawn. Suddenly he cauglit 
sight of me. The half-closed eyes opened and he smiled for the 
second time that day; not tenderly, as he had when he crowned 
Josephine, but easily, happily — yes, as he used to; the way he had 
when we’d raced to the hedge and just for fun he’d let me wisi. 

"I told you so,” said his eyes. “Long ago at the hedge. Yim didn’t 
believe me. You hoped so much that I’d be discharged from the 
Army, because you wanted to make a silk merchant out of me." 
... We kept looking right at each other. There he sat, the ermine 
collar practically up to his ears, and the heavy crown on his shorn 
hair; and yet for a moment he looked just as he once had. i remeiri- 
bered the Duke of Enghien; and Lucien, the first to be banishc-d; 
and Moreau and the others — known and unknown French citiJiens 
who followed after him. I forced myself to look away and didn’t 
look at the throne again until I heard the voice of the presideiit of 
the Senate. 

The Senate president stood before Napoleon, unfurling a parch- 
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ment roll. With one hand on the Bible, the other raised, the Em- 
peror repeated the oath after him. His voice rang clear and cold as 
though he were giving orders. Napoleon I swore to preserve for 
the French people religious, political and civil liberties. 

The clergy returned to escort the Imperial couple out of the 
cathedral. For a moment Cardinal Fesch stopped next to Napoleon. 
Laughing, Napoleon poked his uncle in the side with the sceptre. 
But the CardinaFs round face looked so horrified at his nephew’s 
thoughtless gesture that Napoleon moved on with a shrug of his 
shoulders. The very next minute, Joseph, who was still carrying the 
purple train, called out loudly to Napoleon, "What would our father 
have said if he’d seen us here.^" 

Walking out behind Murat, I looked for the green turban of the 
Turkish Minister so I could find Etienne. I was lucky. 

Etienne had his mouth open and .seemed transported with rapture. 
He still gazed in adoration after his Emperor although by this time 
many backs blocked his view. 

"Doe.s the Emperor wear his crown in bed at night.?" Oscar asked 
as I put him to bed that evening. 

"No, I don't think so," I said. 

"Perliaps it’s too heavy,” Oscar decided. (Julie had recently given 
him a bearskin cap which was much too heavy for him.) 

I had to laugh. "Too heavy.? No, darling, Napoleon doesn’t find 
the crown the least bit heavy; quite the opposite." 

".Marie says that many people who shout 'Vive I’Empereur’ in the 
street are paid for it by the police,” Oscar reported. "Is that true, 
Mama.?" 

"I don’t know; but you oughtn’t to say such things." 

"Why not?” 

"Because — ” I bit my lips. I wanted to say, "Because it’s danger- 
ous.” .But Oscar should be able to say anything that pops into his 
liead. On the other hand, the Minister of Police forbids people who 
say everything they tJiink to live in Paris or anywhere near the capital. 
Just a little while ago, the authoress, Mme de Stael, Juliette 
Rfcimier’s best friend, was exiled. 
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■'Your grandfather Gary was a complete Republican/' 1 said softly 
and kissed my son on his clean littie forehead. 

"I thought he was a silk merchant,” replied Oscar. 

Two hours later I danced a waltz for the first time in my lite. 
Brother-in-law Joseph, His Imperial Highness, gave a really large 
reception and invited all the foreign princes and diplomats, also ail 
the marshals, and Etienne because, after all, he’s Julie’s brother. 

Marie Antoinette had once tried to introduce the Viennese waltz 
to Versailles. But only the best people, those whom she received, 
learned it. During the Revolution, of course, everything was for- 
bidden that reminded anyone of the Austrian. But now these sweet 
three-quarter-time tunes from abroad are accepted in France. Al- 
though rd also practiced waltz steps at M. Montel’s, 1 didn’t really 
know how to dance it. But Jean-Baptiste, who before our marriage 
was our Ambassador in Vienna, showed me. He held me very close 
and counted in his sergeant’s voice, "One, two three — one, two three 
— ” At first I felt like a recruit. But he gradually relaxed, and we 
turned and twisted around and around. The ballroom in the Luxem- 
bourg seemed a surging sea of lights, and I felt him kiss tlu:; top of 
niy head, 

'The Emperor flirted with you during the coronation —one, two 
three — I saw him distinctly,” Jean-Baptiste whispered, 

'T had the feeling that his heart wasn't in it,” I said, 

"In what.? Flirting with you?” Jean-BaptLste wanted to know. 
''Don’t be horrid. I mean the coronation, naturally,” I .said, 

"You must keep time, little one.” 

"A coronation should touch a man’s heart,” i insisted. "For iN.i- 
poleon, it was only a formality'. He had himself crowned an .Emperor 
— and took the oath of the Republic. . . . One, two three — ” 

Someone shouted, "A toast to the Emperor!” Glasses clinked, 
"That w'as your brother Etienne,” said Jean-Baptiste, 

"Let’s go on dancing,” I w'hispered, "on and on—” 
jean-Baptiste kissed my hair again. The cry.stal chaiideiiers 
sparkled in a thousand colours and seemed to sway. The wdiole ball- 
room revolved around us. As though from far away, I heard the 
voices of the many guests, sounding like cackling hens. One. two 



three — don’t think back, but only of Jean-Baptiste's lips and dancing 
the wait'z. ... 

On our way home we drove past the Tuileries. They were bril- 
liantly lighted in honour of the occasion. Pages with glowing red 
torches w^ere on guard. Someone told us that the Emperor had dined 
ail alone with Josephine. Josephine had to keep her crown on be- 
cau.se he thought it very becoming to her. After the meal, Napoleon 
retired to his study and unrolled general stalf maps. "He’s working 
on his next campaign,” Jean-Baptiste explained to me. It had begun 
to snow' and many of the torches died out. 


Pam, two weeks after the EmperoPs coronation I 

A few days ago the Emperor distributed the eagle to every regi- 
ment. We all had to assemble on the champ de Mars. Napoleon : 

wore his coronation robe again and put on the large crown. Each ; 

regiment held a standard on which perched a golden eagle. Under 
the eagle flew the tricolour. These eagles must never fall into enemy 
hands, the Emperor said, and promised our troop.s new victories. We 
stood for hours on a platform and watched the regiments pass by. 

Etienne, next to me, shouted himself hoarse and almost deafened me 
in hi.s entiiusiasrn. It started to snow again, the parade seemed end- 
less, and wn all got wnt feet. I had time to think over the prepara- 
tions for the marshals’ ball, i 

The Master of Ceremonies had hinted to the marshals that the}' 
arrange a ball in honour of the Emperor. It was to be the most 
magnificent ball ever, and they had requisitioned the Opera House 
for the occasion. 

We marshals’ wives held many meetings and checked the gue,st 
list so no one w’-ould be forgotten and offended. M. Montel lectured 
us on how we were to advance to greet the Imperial couple and how' 
to escort Napoleon and Josephine to the ballroom. Despreaux in- 
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formed us that the Emperor would offer his arm to one of the mar- 
shals’ wives, and one of the marshals would escort the Empress to 
her throne. We debated for hours on end which marshal and which 
wife were worthy of this honour. Finally Murat, as the husband of 
an Imperial princess, was selected to accompany the Empress. As to 
which lady was to take the Emperor’s arm, however, they vacill.-itcri 
between Mme Berthier, the oldest marshal’s wife, atid me, the sister 
of the Imperial Princess Julie. But I succeeded in conviticiofi the 
others that fat Berthier was the only proper person to welcome the 
Emperor. I was actually furious with Napoleon because he was still 
letting Jean-Baptiste wait for the independent command far away 
from Paris. 

The afternoon of the bail, Paulette called on me unexpectedly, 
flanked by an Italian violin virtuoso and a French captain of 
dragoons. She sat them both down on the sofa in my salon, and then 
came back upstairs with me to the bedroom. 

"Which of them do you think is my lover she asked and laughed. 
Gold powder glittered in her dark-blond hair under a little black- 
velvet hat, Emeralds, from the Borghese family jewels, .sparkled in 
her tiny ears. Her light-green velvet skirt fitted snugly acros.s hei 
hips, and the black velvet jacket showed off, with startling frankness, 
the points of her breasts. Her eyebrows were as black as when she 
was fifteen, but she now used a fine pencil instead of pieces of coal 
from her mother’s kitchen. Under her lustrous eyes, which always 
reminded me of the eyes of Napoleon, there were deep shadow, s. 

"Well, which of them is my lover,?” she asked again. 1 didn’t 
know. "Both of them,” cried Paulette triumphantly and sat down at 
my dressing table. The gold jewel box was still there. 

"Who had the bad taste to send you a jewel box liecorated w-ith 
these dreadful Imperial eagles?” she demanded, 

"Now, you must guess,” 1 replied. 

Paulette frowned. This guessing game intrigued hei. She rackcxl 
her brains. Suddenly she gasped, "Was it — tell me, w-as it--?" 

I didn’t move a muscle. "I have the infinite graciousness ni oiu 
sovereign to thank for the box.” 

Paulette let out a long low whistle. Then, excitedly, "What do vuu 
knowc' At the moment, he’s supposed to be cheating on Josephine- 
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with Mme Duchatel — you kno-w, the kdy-in-waiting with the violet 
eyes and the long nose.” 

I blushed. "On the day of his coronation, Napoleon paid back an 
old debt from the Marseilles days. Nothing more.” 

Paulette stretched out her small hands, loaded with diamonds also 
from the house of Borghese. "God forbid, little one — naturally 
nothing more.” She paused, then looked thoughtful. "I want to 
talk to you about Mother,” she began, in a conciliatory tone. "Mother 
arrived yesterday. Secretly. I don’t think even Fouche knows she’s 
in Paris. She’s staying with me. And you must help them,” 

"Help whom?” I asked in bewilderment, 

"Both of them — Madame Mere and Napoleon, too — her royal 
son and heir.” Paulette laughed, but it didn’t ring true. 

"Fm worried,” she continued. "Napoleon insists she stand on 
ceremony and wait upon him at the Tuileries to advise him of her 
arrival. Just imagine — -Mother curtsying and all those grand opera 
goings-on — ” I tried in vain to visuali2e Mme Letizia bowing low 
in a court curtsy before Napoleon. "You see, he’s angry because she 
purposely travelled in slow stages so as not to be here for the corona- 
tion.” Paulette gnawed her low^er lip. "And he’s hurt because Mama 
didn’t want to see his triumph. He truly longs to see her and — 
Eugenie, Desiree, madame la marechaie, please get them together. 
As though by chance, you understand? And leave them alone at the 
moment of meeting so it won't matter whether there’s any ceremony 
not. Can you fix that?” 

"You really are a dreadful family!” I exploded. 

But Paulette didn’t turn a hair. "You’ve always known that. And 
do you know Fm the only one of his brothers and sisters Napoleon 
really likes?” 

"Yes, I know,” I said, and thought of an afternoon when Pauiettc 
vv'ent with me to see the Commandant of Marseilles. 

"I'he others only w^ant to be his heirs,” Paulette remarked, and 
began to polish her nails. "Joseph, by the way, isn’t recognized as 
successor to the throne now that Napoleon has adopted Louis and 
iiortense’s two little boys. Josephine nagged him night and day to 
make her grandchildren crown princes. And do you. know tl.ie lowest 



thing?” Paulette’s eyes widened in indignation. "She tells him he's 
to blame for their childless marriage! I ask you — Napoleon!” 

‘'I’ll bring Mme Letizk and the Emperor together,” I said cpuictl)'. 
"At the marshals’ ball. I’ll send word to you by Marie. You have 
only to see that your mother comes to the box I choose.” 

"Y^ou are a darling, Eugtaiie. Am I relieved!” 

She ran her finger around my small jar of pomade and began 
earnestly dabbing it on her upper lip. Then she pressed her lip.s 
together to colour the lower lip, too. 

'The other day,” she said, "an English newspaper published a 
scandalous article about me. My little long-haired violinist translated 
it for me. The English call me 'the Napoleon of Love.’ Such non- 
sense.” She turned to me. "We have an entirely different technique, 
Napoleon and I; he wins offensive wars— I lose my defensive bat- 
tles.” A forlorn little smile flickered over her face. "Why does he 
always make me marry men who don’t interest me? First, Leclerc; 
and then Borghese. Both my sisters have it ea.sier; and, beside.s, 
they’re ambitious. They don’t care anything about people except a.s 
useful connections, Elisa can’t forget that horrible cellar ajid is beset 
with fears of being poor again. So she grabs everything she possibl) 
can. Caroline, on the other hand, was so young when we lived in tlie 
cellar she doe.sn’t remember it at all. And to wear a crown on het 
head, Caroline's ready to stoop to any meanness. Now I , . 

"I think your two cavaliers must be getting impatient,” 1 s.iid. 

Paulette jumped right up. "You’re right, I must go. I’ll wait foi 
your message and then send our to the opera. Agreed?” 

I nodded, "Agreed!” 

What if my own little rascal, my Oscar, .should ever demand c 
court curtsy of me! 

Aliens enf ants de la patric, 

Le jour de gloire est arrive, . . . 

'I he voices of the violins were drowned out by the jubilant wind 
instruments. On Jean-Baptiste's arm, I slowly descended tlie st.nr.s 
to the bottom step where I was to welcome the Emperor of the Freneij 
as a guest of his marshals. 



Aux armes dtpyens! 

Formez vos bataillons! 

The anthem. The song of Marseilles, song of my girlhood. Once 
1 stood in my nightgown on the balcony of our white villa and tossed 
roses down to our volunteers; to Franchon, the tailor, and to the 
shoemaker’s bowlegged son, and the Levi brothers in their Sunday 
suits — citizens all, marching away to defend the young Republic 
against the whole world; the Republic which then hadn’t money- 
enough to buy boots for her soldiers. 

Formez VOS bataillons! 

Marchons, marchons. ... 

Silk trains rustled, dress swords clanked, we bowed down to the 
ground; Napoleon appeared. When I first saw Napoleon, I couldn't 
understand why the Army accepted such short officers. Now he had 
played up his small stature, had surrounded himself with the very 
tallest aides he could find, and wore a simple, general’s uniform. 

Josephine dropped his arm, the diamond tiara nodded in greeting. 
Murat bowed over her hand. 

"How are you, madame.^’’ said the Emperor to the fat Berthier 
and, without giving her time to answer, turned to the next marshal's 
wife. "I’m delighted to see you, madame. You should always wear 
nile green. The colour suits you. Flowever, the Nile isn’t really 
green at all but yellow. Yellow ochre — it flows in my memory,’’ 

On the cheeks of the lady addressed burned hectic red blotches, 
"Your Majesty is too kind," she lisped. I w^ondered if all crowned 
heads were as crushing as Napoleon, or if he uses these short, curt 
sentences because he assumes this is how monarchs habitually con- 
verse with their subjects. 

Josephine, meanwhile, had turned her artfully painted smile on 
the marshals’ wives. "Flow are you? . , . Your little daughter has 
whooping cough? I was so upset when I heard it — ’’ Every single 
one got the impression that the Empress, wdth every fibre of hex- 
being, had been waiting for days just to sec her. In Josephine’s v/ake 
came the Imperial Princesses: Elisa and Caroline, their eyes in arro- 
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gant slits; Paulette, slightly drunk after, some supper party or other; 
Hortense, tense but making an anxious effort to be friendly. And 
my Julie, pale and fighting desperately against her shyness. 

Then Murat and Josephine walked slowly through tiie ballroom, 
Napoleon followed, Mme Berthier, panting with excitement, on liis 
arm. We others dosed in behind. A thousand silk skirt.s rustled a.s 
the women curtsied. Josephine stopped constantly to say a few 
friendly words to someone. Napoleon addressed his remarks chiell)’ 
to the gentlemen. Innumerable officers from the provinces had been 
invited to represent their regiments. Napoleon que.stioned them 
about their garrisons. He seemed to know the number of lice in 
every single military barracks in France! How could I lure him to 
Box 17 , 1 wondered hopelessly. First he must drink a few glas.ses of 
champagne, I decided, Then 1 would dare it — 

Champagne was passed around. Napoleon refused. He stood on 
the stage next to his chair of state, letting Joseph and Talleyrand 
talk to him. 

Josephine called me over to her and said, "I couldn't find the 
.sapphire earrings the other day. Tin so sorry.” 

”Your Majesty is very kind, but I couldn’t wear blue, anyway.” 

"Are you satisfied with Le Roy’s gowns, madame!'” 

I didn’t answer the Empress, in the crowded room, i'd spotted a 
square red face. I knew that face. The short neck above the coihu 
of a colonel’s uniform. 

"With the gowns of Le Roy’s.-'” the Empress repeated sharpi}'. 

"Yes, of course, very satisfied,” I said. Next to the .square red 
face was a lady’s head with hair dyed lemon yellow and an impossible 
coiffure. Provinces, I thought; a colonel from some provincial gar- 
rison, whose wdfe 1 don’t know, but the man himself . . . 

Later on I succeeded in crossing the ballroom alone. Not recogni;;- 
ing the colonel bothered me, and I decided to try to move incon- 
spicuously a little closer to them. Ail the guests stood re.spectfu!!y 
aside for me and whispered, "Madame la marechale Bernadotie.” 
Officers bowled deep, ladies smiled fixedly. I smiled back, smiled and 
.smiled until my mouth ached. By this time, I was quite near ms- 
colonel, and I heard the lady with the unbelievable coiffure whisper 
to him, "It is, too, the little Clary.” Ail at once I knew- who the 
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colonel was. He had discarded the wig with the pigtail, but other- 
wise the years seemed to have rolled uneventfully over him. He was 
probably still Commandant at Marseilles. The little Jacobin general, 
whom he had arrested ten years ago, in the meantime had become 
Emperor of the French. 

"Do you remember me, Colonel Lefabre?” I heard myself ask. 

The woman wdth the extraordinary hair bowed awkwardly. 
"Madame la marechale," she whispered. 

"Francois Clary’s daughter,’’ Square Face said at the same time. 
Then they both w^aited, embarrassed, for my next remark. 

"I haven’t been in Marseilles for a very long time,” I said. 

"Madame wmuid be very bored there, a dull provincial hole,” said 
the lady with the hair, shrugging her scrawny shoulders. 

"If you want to be posted elsewhere, Colonel Lefabre — ” I began, 
looking into his watery blue eyes. 

"Could you speak to the Emperor about us?” cried Mme Lefabre, 
all excited. 

"No, but to Marshal Bernadotte,” I answered. 

"I knew your papa very well — ” the Colonel murmured. 

At that moment, I pulled myself together. The Polonaise! 

I forgot the Lefabres and wdthout a word gathered up my train 
and scurried away. Looking scandalized, people frowned as they 
made w^ay for me. Once again I was behaving impossibly. 

Murat was opening the Polonaise with Julie. The Emperor had 
escorted Mme Berthier through the ballroom and I should have been 
with Prince Joseph. The dance had already begun. Joseph stood by 
himself on the stage near the chairs of state, waiting for me. 

"I couldn’t find you, D&iree,” he hissed angrily. 

"Forgive me,” I murmured as w^e hurried to join the other couples. 
From time to time my brother-in-law scowled at me. 

"I’m not used to waiting,” he growled. 

"Do smile,” I w’hispered angrily. "Smile!” So many eyes were 
on the oldest brother of the Emperor and the wife of Marshal Berna- 
dotte, 

After two contradances, the guests swooped down on the buffet. 
Napoleon had retired to the back of the stage and was talking to 
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Duroc. 1 waved to a lackey passing around champagne and ap- 
proached the Emperor. 

Napoleon immediately interrupted his conversation. "1 have some- 
thing to tell you, madame,” 

"A little refreshment?” I asked, waving toward the champagne, 
with one of M. Montel’s fanciest gestures. Napoleon and Duroc 
each took a glass. 

''A votre sante, madatne/-' the Emperor said politely, took a tiny 
sip and put his glass back. "What I started to say, madame— ” 
Napoleon stopped and looked me up and down. "Have I ever told 
you, madame la marechale, that you are very pretty?” 

Duroc smiled broadly, clicked his heels together and said, "If 
Your Majesty will permit, I should — •” 

"Go along, Duroc, devote yourself to the ladies!” the Emperor 
called after him. Then he began again to appraise me, in silence, 
Slowly a smile played around his mouth. 

"Your Majesty had something to tell me?” I said, and plunged on, 
"If I may ask it, I’d be very grateful to Your Majesty if we could 
meet in Box Seventeen.” 

It was apparent that Napoleon at first thought he couldn’t have 
heard me correctly. He leaned forward, rai.sed his eyebrows and 
repeated, "Box Seventeen?” 

I nodded eagerly. 

Napoleon glanced at the other people on the stage. Josephine was 
chattering to hordes of ladies, Joseph was holding forth to Talley- 
rand and the peevish Louis. The marshals' uniforms gleamed among 
the dancers. 

'Would that be proper, little Eugenie?” 

"Sire, please don’t misunderstand me.” 

Box Seventeen — the meaning’s clear, isn’t it?” I’hen quickly, 
"Murat will escort us, it looks better.” 

Murat, like the rest of the Emperor’s entourage, had been watching 
us ever}' minute out of the corner of his eye. One wave and he came 
on the double, 

"Mme Bernadotte and I wish to be together in a box. Show us 
the w'ay.” 

A trio, we left the stage. We passed through the respectful lines 
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that automatically form whenever the Emperor approaches. On the 
landing, as we neared the box, several couples leapt hastily apart. 
Young officers sprang from an embrace to rigid attention. I found 
it very funny, but Napoleon remarked, "The younger generation have 
no morals. I shall discuss this with Despreaux. I want only those 
beyond reproach around me.” The next minute we were at the 
locked doors of the boxes. "Thank you, Murat." Murat’s spurs 
jingled and he disappeared. Napoleon kept looking for the number. 

"Your Majesty had something to tell me,” I said. "Is it good 
news.^” 

"Yes, we have approved Marshal Bernadotte’s request for an in- 
dependent command with widespread civil responsibilities. Tomor- 
row your husband will be appointed Governor of Hanover. I 
congratulate you, madame. It is an important and very responsible 
post.” 

"Hanover — ” I whispered, having no idea where Hanover was. 

"When you visit your husband in Hanover, you will live in a 
royal palace and be the First Lady of the land. And here we have 
Box Seventeen.” 

It was only a few steps to the door of the box. "You go in first 
and be sure the curtains are drawn,” Napoleon said. I opened the 
door and dosed it behind me swiftly. I knew quite well that the 
curtains were drawn, > 

"Well, my child.?” Mme Letizia said as I came in. 

"He’s outside. And he doesn’t know that you're here, Madame 
Mde.” 

"Don’t get so excited. It doesn’t mean your head,” said Mme 
Letizia firmly. 

No, but it could mean Jean-Baptiste's appointment, I thought. "I’ll 
call him now, madame,” I said softly, 

"The curtains are drawn,” I announced outside, at which I’d hoped 
to let the Emperor go first into the box and for me to disappear, 
But Napoleon shoved me into the little room. I flattened out against 
the side wall to let him by. Mme Letizia had risen. Napoleon 
stopped, as though he'd taken root at the door. Through the heavy 
curtains wafted strains of a sweet Viennese waltz. 

"Son, won’t you say good evening to your mother.?” asked Mme 
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Letizia quietly. She took a step toward him. If she only bows the 
least bit, I thought, everything will be all right. The Emperor didn’t 
budge. Mme Letizia took another step. 

"Madame Mere, what a beautiful surprise,” Napoleon said, not 
moving. 

A last step, and now Mme Letizia stood before him. She bowed 
her head slightly — and kissed his cheek. Disregarding court eti- 
quette, I slid past the Emperor, Brushing by him, I may have given 
him a tiny push which landed him, quite naturally, in his mother’s 
arras. 

As I re-entered the ballroom, Murat came right over, Like a 
bloodhound on the trail, he sniffed. "Back so soon, madame?” I 
looked surprised. "I told the Empress that Bernadotte would be 
pleased if she would have a word with him, and I gave Bernadotte 
the wink that the Empress wanted to see him. So neither of them 
suspected what was going on in the box.” Murat grinned, 

"Going on in the box? What do you mean, Marshal Murat.^’’ 

Murat was so intent on our conversation that he didn’t notice tlie 
astonished outcry throughout the room. "I meant a very special box, 
The box to which you took His Majesty,” he said confidentially. 

"Oh, Box Seventeen! But why shouldn’t Jean-Baptiste and the 
Empress know what happened in this box? The entire ballroom 
knows by now.” I laughed. 

The sheepish look on Murat’s face was priceless. Lie raised his 
head, followed the eyes of the other guests and saw — yes, .saw the 
Emperor pull aside the curtains of Box 17. Right beside him was 
Mme Letizia. Despreaux signalled to the orchestra, a loud "Hush!” 
echoed through the hall, followed by wild applause. 

"Caroline didn't know her mother was back in Paris.” said Murat., 
obviously bewildered, and looked at me anxiously. 

"I believe Madame Merc will stand by the son who needs her 
most,” I said thoughtfully. "First the exiled Lucien and now the 
reigning Napoleon. ...” 

We danced until dawn. While jean-Baptiste waltzed me arcjund. 

J asked, "Where is Hanover?” 

In Germany, he answered., "The English royal family came 
from Hanover. The population suffered terribly during the war.” 
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"Do you know who's to rule in Hanover? As French Governor?’' 

"No idea,” said Jean-Baptiste. “And it — ” He stopped, smack 
in the middle of a three-quarter beat. .He bent his head so that he 
looked straight into my eyes. "Is that true?” is all he asked. 

I nodded. 

"Now I’ll show them!” he muttered, and danced on. 

"Whom will you show what?” 

"How to run a country. I’ll show the Emperor and all his gen- 
erals. Especially the generals. And Hanover will like it.” 

Jean-Baptiste spoke very quickly and I knew that he was happy, 
happy for the first time in so many long years. Strange that at this 
moment he didn’t think about France at all, but only about — Han- 
over. Hanover — somewhere in Germany. 

"You’ll live in the royal palace,” I said. 

"Naturally, that should be the best quarters,” he said indifferently. 
He wasn’t a bit impressed. 

I suddenly realiized that to Jean-Baptiste the best quarters are only 
just good enough for him; the English King’s palace in Hanover is 
only just good enough for former Sergeant Bernadotte, Why does 
it ail seem to me so monstrous? "I’m dizzy, Jean-Baptiste, I’m dizzy 
— ” But Jean-Baptiste didn’t stop dancing until the violinists packed 
up their instruments and the marshals’ ball was over. 

Before Jean-Baptiste left for Hanover, he granted my wish and 
had Colonel Lefabre come to Paris. The story of Napoleon’s under- 
drawers gave him the idea of assigning the Colonel to the Quarter- 
master’s department. Here Lefabre was responsible for the uniforms, 
boots and underclothing of our troops. The Colonel and his wife- 
called to thank me. The Colonel, of course, rumbled, "Knew your 
papa very well. A very honourable man, your papa—” 

My eyes filled, but I smiled. "You’re right, Colonel. 'A Bona- 
parte is no match for a daughter of Francois Clary — ’ ” 

Flis wife sucked in her breath in horror. Lese-majeste! The 
Colonel turned purplish-blue in embarrassment but he met my eyes. 
"You’re right, madame la mar&hale,” he mumbled. "Your late 
father would have preferred Bernadotte.” 

Napoleon always knew of the promotion of senior officers; and 
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vvhen he saw Colonel Lefabte’s name on a list, he thought for a 
moment, then laughed aloud. "Overlord of the Underwear! Berna- 
dotte has made him supervisor of all the underclothing worn in the 
Army. To please his wife. Murat, he is the Overlord of the Under- 
wear." 

Murat spread the Emperors quip in strictest confidence, and to 
this day that’s what everyone calls poor Lefabre. 


In a stagecoach between Hanover in Germany 
a 72 d Paris , September, 180 ^ 

[The E}?iperor has forbidden our Republican calendar. 

My late mama would be pleased — she 
never could get used to it) 

We v’ere very happy in Hanover — Jean-Baptiste, Oscar and 1. The 
valuable parquet floor in the royal palace was the only real bone of 
contention. "That Oscar thinks the polished floor in the big room 
was built for the son of the Military Governor to slide on doesn't 
surprise me. He is a six-year-old child. But that you — " He’d shake 
his head but his eyes would smile. And every time, I’d promise never 
again to take a running start and slide with a swish acro.ss the shining 
floor in the ballrom of the former kings of Hanover, now occupied 
by Msgr. Jean-Baptiste, Marshal of France, Governor of the King- 
dom of Hanover. 

Again and again I promised and next day couldn’t resist the temp- 
tation. Away we’d go sliding, Oscar and 1. It was really scandalous; 
for, after ail, I was the First Lady of the Kingdom of Hanover and 
had a small court consisting of a reader, a lady-in-waiting, and the 
wives of my husband’s officers. Unfortunately, I sometimes forgot. 

Yes, we were happy in Hanover. And Hanover was happy with 
us. That sounds odd, for Hanover was conquered territory, and Jean- 
Baptiste the commander of an army of occupation. From six o’clock 
2yo 



in the morning until six in the evening, and after supper until late 
at night, he pored over files of documents at his desk. 

Jean-Baptiste began his “rule” in this Germanic country by intro- 
ducing the Rights of Man. In France much blood had flowed to 
establish equality among citizens. In Hanover, an enemy country, a 
stroke of the pen was enough: the signature Bernadotte. Corporal 
punishment was ruled out. The ghettos were abolished and the Jews 
permitted to choose any careers they wished. Not in vain did the 
Levis of Marseilles march into battle in their Sunday suits. A former 
sergeant knows very well what to feed the troops, so requisitions on 
the citizens of Hanover to maintain our troops weren’t oppressive, 
Jean-Baptiste set the tax rate and every officer must abide by it. Be- 
sides, the citizens’ earnings increased. Jean-Baptiste also did away 
with customs barriers; and Hanover is like an island in the middle 
of war-devastated Germany, trading in every direction. When the 
citizens of Hanover became really w'ealthy, Jean-Baptiste raised their 
taxes a little. With this extra revenue he bought grain and sent it 
to northern Germany where there was a famine. People of Hanover 
were puzzled, our own officers touched their foreheads, but no one 
can long resent anyone who treats him like a decent human being. 

Finally Jean-Baptiste advised the Hanover merchants to get on 
friendly terms with the Hanseatic towns and through this friendship 
earn much more money. The deputation w'as speechless at this advice. 
For it’s an open secret that the Hanseatic towns aren’t in sympathy 
with the Emperor’s plans for a Continental system, and that their 
ships go back and forth to England. But when a Marshal of France 
gave liis poor conquered enemies this advice they got right in the 
swing of it and filled the State Treasury of Hanover. Jean-Baptiste 
was able to send large .sums to the University of Gottingen, where 
some of the most distinguished scholars in Europe are now^ profes- 
.sors. Jean-Baptiste was naturally very proud of “his” University. 
And he was happy working on his documents. 

Occasionally I’d also find him reading fat volumes. “How much 
an uneducated sergeant has to learn,” he’d say, not looking up but 
holding out his hand. I’d go to him and he would lay his hand on 
my cheek. “You govern an awful lot,” I’d say. But he w'ould just 
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shake his head. ''I’m learning, little girl. And I want to do my best. 
It’s not hard if things stay quiet—” 

We both knew what Jean-Baptiste meant. 

I gained weight in Hanover. We didn’t dance ail night nor stand 
for hours at parades — at least no longer than two hours. For my 
sake, Jean-Baptiste cut down on the parades. After supper our 
officers and their ladies usually sat in my salon while we discussed 
the news from Paris. The Emperor was apparently still preparing 
his invasion of England; his squadrons were at Boulogne. And 
Josephine was running up more debts, but this was only mentioned 
in w'hispers. Sometimes Jean-Baptiste also invited professors from 
Gottingen, who tried to explain their ideas to us in atrocious French. 
One of them read a play to us in German, by the author of that 
night-table novel, The Sorrows of Werther, which once enthralled 
Julie so. The author is named Goethe. I signalled to Jean-Baptiste 
to put us out of our misery; we understood so little German. 

Another told us about a great physician in Gottingen who has 
lestored many people’s hearing. This particularly interested Jean* 
Baptiste because a number of our soldiers have been deafened by 
the booming of their own cannon. And suddenly he exclaimed, ”1 
have a friend who must see this professor. He lives in Vienna. I’ll 
write him, he must go to Gottingen. He can also visit us, Desiree, 
you must meet him. Fle’s a musician I met in Vienna w'hen I was 
Ambassador. A friend of Kreutzer — you remember him!” 

This threw me into a panic, of course. Under the pretext of hav- 
ing so many new obligations, I’d announced to Jean-Baptiste that 
I had no time any more for my piano or deportment lessons. And 
he was too busy to make me. I don’t miss the piano playing; and as 
for deportment, I simply sweep my guests from the dining room into 
the salons with the few graceful gestures M. Montei taught me. And 
for a silk merchant’s daughter, transplanted to the royal palace at 
Hanover, I did it very well. Now I was horrified that I would have 
to play the piano for this musician from Vienna. 

But it didn’t happen. Never wilf I forget the evening the Viennese 
musician spent with us. The evening began wonderfully, . , . 

Oscar, who gets starry-eyed whenever he hears music, plagued me 
so long I gave in and let him stay up. And Oscar also knew more 
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about the imminent concert than I. The Viennese musician’s name is 
— I thought i remembered it— very foreign name, probably German 
— yes, his name is Beethoven. Jean-Baptiste had given instructions 
that ail the members of the former royal Hanover orchestra be placed 
at this Beethoven’s disposal and must rehearse with him three whole 
mornings in the great hall. On these days Oscar and I weren't per- 
mitted in the hall and therefore couldn’t slide across the parquet 
floor. So I maintained my dignity without difficulty. 

Oscar was really terribly excited. “How long may I stay up, Mama? 
Until after midnight.? How can a deaf man write music.? Do you 
think he never can hear his own music? Has M. Beethoven an ear 
trumpet? Does he ever blow on it?” 

Mornings I usually went for a drive with Oscar; and in the yellow- 
green shade of the long lime-tree avenue from the palace to the vil- 
lage of Herrenhausen, I tried to answer all his questions. As I had 
not yet seen M. Beethoven, or whatever his name is, I knew nothing 
about his ear trumpet. I did assume that although he’s a musician he 
probably used it to hear and not to blow. 

"Papa says he's one of the biggest men he knows. How big can 
he be? Taller than a grenadier in the Emperor’s bodyguard?” 

"Papa doesn’t mean physically big, but spiritually. He is — yes, 
probably he’s a genius. That’s what Papa means by a big man.” 

Oscar thought this over. Finally, "Bigger than Papa?” 

f took Oscar’s sticky little hand, which turned out to be clutch- 
ing a half-sucked piece of candy. "That I don’t know, darling.” 

"Greater than the ExTQperor, Mama?” 

At that tlie footman, riding beside our coachman, half-turned and 
looked at me curiously. I didn’t move a muscle. "No one is greater 
than the Emperor, Oscar,” I said quietly. 

"Perhaps he can’t hear his own music — ” mused Oscar. 

"Perhaps,” I answered, absent-mindedly, and felt suddenly sad. f 
wanted to bring my son up differently, I thought; as a free man, as 
Papa would have wished. The new tutor, whora the Emperor per- 
sonally recommended and who had been with us a month, had tried 
to teach the child the amendment to the catechism, which is now 
compulsory in ail French schools: "We owe our Emperor, Napoleon 
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I, God’s image on earth, respect, obedience, loyalty, military serv' 
ice—”," 

Recently I happened to visit Oscar’s schoolroom and thought at 
first I’d heard it wrong. But the narrow-chested young tutor, for- 
merly head boy at the Brienne Cadet School, who folded up like a 
jackknife if he saw Jean-Baptiste or me (but vented his spleen on 
the poor puppy Fernand brought home, when he thought no one was 
looking) — well, this tutor, Napoleon’s choice, was reciting the words. 
No doubt about it — "Emperor Napoleon I, God’s image on 
earth ...” 

"I don’t want the child to learn that. Leave out the amendment to 
the catechism,” I said. 

"It is taught in all the schools of the Empire. It is the law,” said 
the young man, and chanted without inflection. "Flis Majesty is very 
much interested in the education of his godson, and I have instruc- 
tions to report to His Majesty regularly. The boy is the son of a 
marshal of France.” 

I looked at Oscar. His thin little neck craned over a copybook. 
He was scrawling. First the nuns taught me, I thought; and tlien the 
nuns were imprisoned or thrown out. We children were told there 
was no God, only pure Reason. We were to worship this pure Rea- 
son, and Robespierre had an altar erected. Next came a time wfiien 
no one bothered about our thoughts and everyone was allowed to 
think what he wished. When Napoleon became First Consul he re- 
instated priests, who swore allegiance not to the Republic but to the 
Holy Roman Church. Finally Napoleon forced the Pope to travel 
from Rome to Paris to crown him and made Catholicism the official 
state religion. And now he enforces this amendment. This amend- 
ment must be learned. ... 

Peasants’ sons are called from the fields to march in Napoleon’s 
armies. It costs eight thousand francs to buy a man out of military 
service, and eight thousand francs, is a great deal of money for a 
peasant. So they hide their sons, and the police arrest wives, si.sters, 
and fiancees as hostages. Even though French deserter.s are no longer 
a problem. France has enough soldiers. The defeated rulers must 
raise regiments to prove their loyalty to the Emperor. Thousands, 
tens of thousands, will be dragged from their beds and will march 



for Napoleon, Jean-Baptiste complains so often that his soldiers 
don’t understand our language at all, and his officers must issue com- 
mands through interpreters. Why does Napoleon make them march, 
these young men, into still more new wars, still more new victories? 
The frontiers of France have not needed to be defended for a long 
time. France has no frontiers any more. Or is he no longer con- 
cerned about France but only about himself, Napoleon, tlie Em- 
peror — ? 

1 don’t know how long we stood facing each other, the young 
tutor and I. I suddenly felt as though I’d sleep- walked through the 
last few years. I finally wheeled around and walked to the door. 
And said again, "Leave out the amendment to the catechism. Oscar is 
still too young. He doesn't know what it means.’’ With that I closed 
the door behind me. 

The corridor was empty. Weakly I leaned against the wall and began 
to cry uncontrollably. Too little, I wept, to know what it mean.s. . . . 
And that’s why you make the children learn it, Napoleon, that’s 
why — you destroyer of faith! For the Rights of Man a whole nation 
suffered and bled; and when it was exhausted, and the Rights of Man 
proclaimed, you put yourself in command of the nation. . . . 

I don’t remember how I got to ray bedroom. I only know I was 
suddenly lying on my bed, crying into the pillows. These proclama- 
tions! We’re all used to them. They always cover the hrst page of 
the Momteur. Always the same old diatribes as the one before he 
left for the Pyramids, that he’d tried out on us at the dinner table in 
Paris — high-sounding phrases that dragged the Rights of Man into 
every order of the day. Joseph, who really hates him, had said ma- 
liciously, "The Rights of Man weren’t your invention, Napoleon. 
. . .’’ Instead, he applied them to his own devices, paying lip-service 
to freedom while he enslaved the nation' — condoning bloodshed in 
the name of the Rights of Man. ... 

Someone’s arms were around me; gold epaulettes scratched my 
cheek. "Desiree — ?" 

"Do you know the amendment to the catechism that Oscar has to 
learn?’’ I sobbed. Jean-Baptiste held me close. "I’ve forbidden it." 
I whispered. "Is that ail right with you, Jean-Baptiste?’’ 
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"Thank you. Otherwise I would have forbidden it myself,” he 
said. He stili held me tight 

"Jean-Baptiste, I nearly married that man. Just imagine!” 

His laugh released me from the prison of my thoughts. "There 
are things I don’t want to imagine, little one,” 

A few' days later w^e were ready, Oscar and Jean-Baptiste and I, for 
our concert by the Viennese musician. M. Beethoven is a middle- 
sized, thick-set man with the wildest hair ever seen in our dining 
room. His face is round, and tanned by the sun. He has pockmarks 
and a flat nose, and sleepy eyes except when anyone speaks to him. 
Then his eyes wake up and he pays strict attention. Since I knew 
the poor man w^as deaf, I shouted right at him how very pleased I 
was to have him with us. Jean-Baptiste slapped him on the back 
and asked him for the latest news from Vienna. He asked, naturally, 
only out of politeness. But the musician answered earnestly, “Vienna 
is prepared for war. It expects the Emperor’s armies to attack 
Austria.” 

Jean-Baptiste wrinkled his brow and shook his head. He hadn't 
wanted to be taken so literally. "How do the musicians in my or- 
chestra play?” he put in quickly. 

The stocky man merely shrugged his shoulders. Jean-Baptiste re- 
peated the question as loudly as possible. The musician raised his 
heavy eyebrows, the sleepy eyes blinked mischievously. “I under- 
stood you perfectly, Ambassador — excuse me, Marshal — you’re called 
that now, aren’t you? The members of your orchestra play very 
badly, Marshal Bernadotte.” 

"But you will, nevertheless, conduct your new' symphony, w'on’t 
you?” Bernadotte shouted at him. 

M. Beethoven looked pleased. “Yes, because I w'ant to know w'hat 
you’ll .say about it, Ambassador.” 

"Monseigneur,” screamed my husband’s aide into M. Beethoven’s 

; ear. ' 

"Just call me Herr van Beethoven, I’m no .seigneur,” said our 

'guest. 

"The Marshal is called ’mon.seigneur,’ ” yelled the aide de.s- 
perateiy, 

I held my handkerchief over my mouth because I had to laugh. 
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Ou.r guest fastened his deep-set eyes seriously on Jean-Baptiste. "It’s 
difficult to get ail these new titles straight if one has none oneself, 
and is deaf besides,” he said. "Thank you, monseigneur, for intro- 
ducing me to this professor in Gottingen.” 

"Can you hear your music?” sang out someone dose to the stranger. 
Beethoven looked searchingly around. He had heard the high cffild- 
ish voice. Someone tugged at his coat^ — Oscar. 

I wanted to say something quickly to make him forget the heart- 
less childish question, but the large unkempt head was already bend- 
ing over. "Did you ask me a question, little boy?” • 

" — If you can hear your own music,” Oscar shouted at the top of 
his voice. 

M, van Beethoven nodded seriously. "Yes, very well. Here, 
within." He beat on his chest. "And here.” He touched his wide, 
bulging forehead. And with a broad smile, "But I can’t always hear 
the musicians very well who play my music. And sometimes that’s 
fortunate; for example, when the musicians are as bad as your 
papa’s.” 

After supper we all took our seats in the great ballroom. The 
members of the orchestra uneasily tuned their instruments and peered 
at us shyly. "They're not accustomed to playing a Beethoven sym- 
phony,” Jean-Baptiste said. "Ballet music is simpler.” 

Three red silk armchairs, decorated with the gold crowns of the 
royal House of Hanover, had been placed in front of the regular rows 
of chairs. Here sat Jean-Baptiste and I, with the child between us — 
almost out of sight in his deep chair. Herr van Beethoven walked 
among the musicians, giving them final instructions in German. With 
va.st sweeping gestures, he emphasized every word. 

"What is it?” I asked Jean-Baptiste. 

"A symphony he wrote last year,” 

At the same time, Herr van Beethoven turned from the ordie.stru 
and came over to us. "I had intended dedicating this symphony to 
General Bcrnadotte,” he remarked thoughtfully, "but I now believe 
it might be more correct to dedicate it to the Emperor of the French, 
But — ” He paused, stared dreamily into space, apparently forgetting 
us and the audience. Suddenly he remembered where he was and 
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pushed a heavy lock of hair from his forehead. “We shall see,” he 
said and then, “May we begin, General?”: 

“Monseigneur,” hissed Jean-Baptiste’s aide, from right behind us. 

Jean-Baptiste smiled. “Please — do begin, my dear Beethoven.” 

The awkward figure climbed up on the podium. We saw only the 
broad back. The wide hand, with curiously slender fingers, held a 
baton. He rapped on the music stand. It was dead still. He spread 
out his arms, swung them up and — it began. 

I’m no judge of whether our musicians played well or badly. I 
only know that that average-looking man with his outstretched arms 
inspired them to make such music as I have never heard before. It 
swelled like organ music and stilP was sweet as a violin, it rejoiced 
and shouted, it enticed and it promised. The music had nothing to 
do with the song of Marseilles. So must it have been before, back 
when they fought for the Rights of Man and France still had 
frontiers. Like a prayer and like a cry of triumph. ... I leaned for- 
ward to look at Jean-Baptiste. Jean-Baptiste s face was stony, His 
lips were drawn tight, his nose stern and straight, his eyes shone. 
His right hand gripped the arm of the chair so hard the veins stood 
out. 

None of us had noticed that a courier had appeared at the door. 
Nor that Colonel Villatte, the aide-de-camp, got up quietly and took 
a letter from the courier. Nor that the aide-de-camp looked only 
fleetingly at tire sealed message and then w'ent immediately to Jean- 
Baptiste. When Villatte tapped Jean-Baptiste’s arm, my husband 
jumped. For a fraction of a second he looked bewildered, then he 
met the eyes of his aide-de-camp. Jean-Baptiste took the letter and 
motioned to him. Villatte stood still beside him. The music soared 
again, the walls of the great hall fell away. I felt myself floating, 
hoping, believing as I had once, holding my father’s hand and hav- 
ing faith. ... 

In the brief silence between two movements of the symphony, we 
heard paper rustling. Jean-Baptiste first broke the seal and then 
unfolded the letter. Herr van Beethoven turned around and looked 
at him questioningly. Jean-Baptiste nodded. “Play on.” Herr van 
Beethoven raised his baton, spread out his arms, the violins rcjoiccH!. 

Jean-Baptiste read. Once he looked up briefly. It was as though 
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he longed to eavesdrop on this heavenly music. Then he took the 
pen his aide-de-camp offered him and wrote a few words on the 
pad he always carries with him. The aide-de-camp disappeared with 
the message. Noiselessly another officer took his place beside Jean- 
Baptiste. 

He also vanished with a message on a piece of paper, and a third 
stood at attention next to the red silk armchair. This third one 
ciicked his heels together so hard that the noise jarred the heavenly 
music. Jean-Baptiste’s mouth twitched in irritation but he went on 
writing. And not until this third officer had disappeared did he listen 
again. Jean-Baptiste was no longer erect, his eyes shining with rap- 
ture, but stooped slightly, with half-closed eyes, and gnawing on his 
lower lip. Only at the end — once again the music sang of freedom, 
equality and brotherhood — did Jean-Baptiste lift his head and listen, 
not to the music, I knew very well, but to a voice within himself. I 
don’t know what this voice said to him; it merged wnth Beethoven’s 
music and Jean-Baptiste smiled bitterly. 

There was a storm of applause. I took off my gloves so I could 
dap louder. Herr van Beethoven bowed awkwardly, obviously embar- 
ras.sed, and indicated the musicians, of whom he had been so scorn- 
ful. They rose with a great clatter and bowled, and we applauded 
some more. Beside Jean-Baptiste now stood all three aides. Their 
faces were terribly tense. But Jean-Baptiste walked forward and held 
out his hand to help Herr van Beethoven, clumsier and younger than 
he, down from the platform, just as he would a high dignitary. 

"Thank you, Beethoven," he said. "With all my heart, I thank 
you." 

The pock-marked face looked smoother, more composed; the deep- 
set eyes shone happily. 

"Do you still remember, General, how' one evening at your Em- 
bassy in Vienna you played ’La Marseillaise’ for me?” 

"On the piano, with one finger. That’s all I can do,” laughed Jean- 
Baptiste. 

"That was when I first heard it. The anthem of a free people — ” 
Beethoven’s eyes never left Jean-Baptiste’s face, Jean-Baptiste tow- 
ered over him, and Beethoven had to look up. "I often thought of 
that evening while I was w’riting this symphony. That’s w'hy I 
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wanted to dedicate it to you. A young general of the French people.” 

"I am no longer a young general, Beethoven!” When Beethoven 
said nothing, Jean-Baptiste shouted louder. "I said, 1 am no longer 
a young general — ” 

Still Beethoven didn’t answer. I noted the three aides beliind 
Jean-Baptiste begin to squirm with impatience, 

"Then came a younger man who carried the message of your peo- 
ple beyond the frontiers,” said Beethoven wearily. "So 1 thought i 
should dedicate the symphony to him. What do you think, General 
Bernadotte?” 

' 'Monseigneur!” cried the three aides behind Jean-Baptiste, in 
unison. Jean-Baptiste waved them angrily away. 

"Beyond all frontiers, Bernadotte — ” Beethoven repeated seriously. 
His smile was sincere, almost childlike. "That evening in Vienna you 
told me about the Rights of Man, Before that I had known little 
about them. I don’t concern myself with politics. But that — yes, 
that had nothing to do with politics — ” He smiled. "You played 
the National Anthem for me with one finger, Bernadotte!” 

"And this is what you created from it, Beethoven,” said Jearu 
Baptiste, deeply moved. There was a short pause. 

"Monseigneur — ” one of the aides whispered. 

Jean-Baptiste drew himself up and passed his hand across his face 
as though to wipe away a memory, "Herr van Beethoven, I thank 
you for your concert. I wish you a pleasant journey to Gottingen and 
sincerely hope that the professor will not disappoint you.” 

He turned toward our guests, the officers of the Hanovtjr garrison 
with their wives and the social leaders of Hanover. "1 must bid you 
farewell — tomorrow morning early I ride with my troops to the 
front.” Jean-Baptiste bowed and smiled. "The Emperor’s orders. 
Good night, ladies and gentlemen,” 

He offered me his arm. 

Yes, we were happy in Hanover. The yellow light of the carullcs 
fought back the grey of the dawn when Jean-Baptiste took leave of 
me, 

"You and Oscar must return to Paris today,” he said. 

Fernand had long since packed Jean-Baptiste’s field kit. The gold- 
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embroidered marshal’s uniform was carefully laid between special 
covers in his big travelling bag. He travels with table silver for 
twelve people, and a wretchedly narrow' camp cot. Jean-Baptiste 
wore the plain held uniform with the general’s epaulettes. 

I held his hand against my face. “Little girl, don’t forget to write 
often. The Ministry of War will 

Forw'ard my letters. I know,” I said. “Jean-Baptiste, wdli this 
never end. ^ Will it always go on, always and always.^” 

“Give Oscar a big kiss from me, little one!” 

"Jean-Baptiste, I asked you whether this would go on forever.” 

"The Emperor’s orders: to conquer and occupy Bavaria. You are 
married to a marshal of France, it shouldn’t surprise you.” His voice 
w'as expressionless. 

"Bavaria — And when you’ve conquered Bavaria? Do you come 
back to me in Paris, or do we both return to Hanover?” 

A big shrug. "From Bavaria, we march against Austria.” 

"And then? There are no more frontiers to defend. France has 
no more frontiers, France — ” 

"France is Europe,” said Jean-Baptiste, "and France’s officers 
march, my child. The Emperor’s orders.” 

"When I remember how often they asked you to take control. If 
you had only ...” 

"Desiree!” Fie was cross, forbidding. Then more gently, "My dar- 
ling, I began as an ordinary recruit and never attended the War Col- 
lege, but I could not imagine ever fishing a crown out of the gutter. 
I don’t fish in the gutter. Don’t forget that, never forget it!” 

He blew out the candles. 

Just before I climbed into my travelling carriage, Herr van Bee- 
thoven was announced. I already had my hat on my head and Oscar 
was beside me, proudly clasping his own little travelling bag. Bee- 
thoven moved toward me slowly. His walk w'as awkward and he 
bowed clumsily. 

"I’d be pleased if you™” he stuttered a little but soon he pulled 
himself together " — ^would tell General Bernadotte that I cannot, 
after all, dedicate the new symphony to the Emperor of the Frencli. 
Him least of all.” He paused. “I will call the symphony Eroka — to 
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the memory of a hope whidi was never fulfilled.” He sighed. "Gen- 
eral Bernadotte will understand.” 

"rii tell him, and I’m sure he'll understand,” I said, and held out 
ray hand to him. 

"Do you know, Mama, what I want to be?” asked Oscar, as our 
coach rolled along the endless country roads. "I want to be a mu- 
sician.” 

"I thought a sergeant, or a marshal like your papa. Ur a silk 
merchant like your grandpapa," I said absently. At last I had niy 
diary out and, bracing it against my knees, was w^riting. 

"I’ve thought it over. I w'ant to be a musician, a composer like this 
Herr van Beethoven. Or — a king!” 

"Why a king?” 

"Because a king can do good for a lot of people. One of tlie 
lackeys at the palace told me so. They used to have a king in 
Hanover, Before the Emperor sent Papa there. Did you know that?" 

Now even my six-year-old son has discovered how uneducated I 
am. 

"A composer or a king,” he persisted. 

"Better be a king,” I advised. "]t’.s easier.” 


exj) 

Paris, June 4, 1806 

it’s spring and jean-Baptiste still hasn’t come home. His letters arc- 
short and tell me nothing. He’s governing in Ansbach and trying to 
introduce there the reforms he did in Hanover, I was to join him a.s 
soon as Oscar was all well, but when he recovered from w'hooping- 
cough, he came down with measles. He still has them. Josephine 
called on me once. She said I was neglecting my roses and sent me 
her gardener from Malmaison. The gardener demanded enormous 
wages and attacked my roses so viciously there is almost nothing left 
of them. In between Oscar’s illnesses, Hortense invited him to play 
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with her two sons. Since Napoleon adopted these sons, Hortense 
and Louis Bonaparte are counting on the older boy’s inheriting Na- 
poleon’s Imperial crown. Joseph is ecjually sure that he’s the heir 
to the throne. (Why Joseph should be expected to survive his 
younger brother, and w'hy Napoleon doesn't choose a son of his 
own as his heir, I'll never understand. Only last December, Jose- 
phine’s reader, Eleonore Revel, "very quietly,” but with a lot of 
talk, gave birth to little "Leon.” Perhaps the Empress may yet suc- 
ceed; she did in her first marriage. Fortunately it’s none of my busi- 
ness.) 

Every day was just like every other. Until the moment Julie took 
me unawares. Since Oscar caught the measles, she hadn’t even come 
as dose as the dining room. Instead she was always sending her 
maid over to ask how' we were. One spring afternoon, however, 
there she was in the salon in a great state of excitement. I appeared 
at the door that leads out into the garden, but she quickly clamoured; 
"Don’t come any nearer — you’ll infect me. And my children are so 
delicate. I only want to be the first to tell you the big news. It’s 
unbelievable — ’’ 

Her hat was crooked, tiny beads of perspiration dampened her 
forehead, she was very pale. 

"What on earth has happened to you?” I asked in alarm. 

"I have become a queen. Queen of Naples,” said Julie tonelessly. 
She looked as though she’d seen a ghost. 

First I thought, she’s sick. She’s feverish. She’s already caught the 
measles somewhere, but definitely not at our house. "Marie!” 1 
called. "Marie — come quickly, Julie isn’t w'dl.” 

Marie hurried to her but Julie pushed her away., "Leave me alone. 
There’s nothing wrong with me, I only have to get used to the idea, 
A queen. I am a queen. The Queen of Naples. Naples is in Italy, 
as far as I know. My husband — ^His Majesty, King Joseph. And I 
am Her Majesty, Queen Julie, , . , Oh, Desiree, it’s terrible. We’ll 
have to go to Italy again and live in one of those monstrous marble 
palaces ...” 

"Your late papa, bless him, wouldn’t have approved of this at 
all, Mile Julie,” Marie .scolded. 

"Shut up, Marie!” Julie said angrily. I had never heard Julie 
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speak like that to out Marie. Marie snapped her mouth shut and 
stamped out of the room. The door slammed behind her. llie next 
momenh however, it opened again and in came my ioogdost com- 
panion. Mme ia Flotte wore her best dress, and sank into a court 
curtsy before Julie, as before the Empress, , . . “May I congratulate 
Your Majesty.?” 

Julie had collapsed when Marie left the room in a fury. Now she 
sat bolt upright, with her hand to her forehead. Her mouth twitched. 
Then she got control of herself and made a face like a bad actress try- 
ing to put on a queenly act. 

"Thank you. How did you know what has happened,?” Julie said 
in a new, strange voice. 

My companion was still crouched in front of Julie. “They talk of 
nothing else in the city. Your Majesty.” And quite irrelevantly, 
"Your Majesty is too kind.” 

“Leave me alone with my sister,” Julie commanded in the same 
queer new voice. Whereupon my companion, with her back to tlie 
door, tried to find the way out. I watched this maneuver with interest, 

When she finally managed to wiggle out of the door, I remarked, 
“She seems to think she’s at court” 

“In my presence, from now on, people are expected to conduct 
themselves as at court,” said Julie. “This afternoon Joseph is assem- 
bling a retinue.” Julie huddled her narrow shoulders as though .she 
were freezing. "Desiree, Tm so scared.” 

I tried to cheer her up. “Nonsense, you won’t change.” 

But Julie shook her head and hid her face in her hands. “No, no, 
it’s no use, you can’t talk me out of it. I’ve actually become a queen.” 

She began to cry harder, and I went over to comfort her. “Don’t 
touch me, go away — measles!” she shouted. 

I went to the garden door. "Yvette, Yvette!” My maid appeared. 
When she saw Julie, she, too, sank into a court curtsy. Fortunately 
Julie was too busy weeping to notice. “Bring us a bottle of cham- 
pagne, Yvette.” 

“I’m just not equal to the task,” Julie said. “More receptions, 
more court balls, and in a foreign country. We’ll have to leav'-e 
Pari.s — ” 

Yvette returned with champagne and two glasses, and another 
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court curtsy. I waved her out of the room; then filled a glass for 
Julie and one for myself. Julie took hers and began to drink in 
hasty, thirsty gulps. 

“To you, my dear. I take it congratulations are in order,” I said. 

“It’s all your fault. You brought Joseph to our house in the first 
place,” and she smiled at me. I laughed, too, through my tears. 

I thought of the whispered rumours that Joseph is unfaithful to 
Julie. Little affairs, nothing serious. "I hope you’re happy with 
Joseph,” I said. J 

“I rarely see him alone,” Julie replied, staring past me into the 
garden. “I suppose I’m happy. I have the children — my Zenai'de, 
and little Charlotte Napoleone. ...” 

“Your daughters are princesses now, and everything will be for 
the best.” I smiled and I also tried to imagine it all. Julie is a queen, 
her daughters are princesses, and Joseph, the little secretary in the 
Town Hall, who married Julie for her dowry, is King Joseph I of 
Naples. ; 

“The Emperor has decided to change the occupied territories into |! 
independent states that can be ruled by the Imperial princes and 
princesses. These states will, of course, be bound to France by trea- 
ties of friendship. We — Joseph and I — will rule Naples and Sicily. 

Elisa is Duchess of Lucca. And Louis, King of Holland. Murat, 
just imagine, Murat will be Duke of Cleve and Berg.” 

“Do the marshals have a turn, too?” I asked, horrified. f 

“No, but Murat is married to Caroline, and Caroline would be 
offended if she didn’t get the revenue from some country or other.” 

I sighed with relief. “Someone has to rule these countries we’ve con- 
quered,” said Julie. 

“Who’s conquered them?” I asked pointedly. 

Julie didn’t answer. She poured herself another glass of cham- 
pagne, gulped it, .and said, “I wanted to be the first to tell you all 
about it. I have to go now. Le Roy is making my robes of state. So 
much purple — ” i 

“No — ” I was very firm— “You can’t. It won’t be becoming to 
vou. Let them m.ike you a green coronation robe. Not purple.” 

“And I must pack, I want to look glamourous to Joseph, in 
Naples,” she moaned. “Will you come with me?” 
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"No, I must get my child well, and besides--"'’ Why pretend to 
Julie? "And besides, I’m waiting for my husband. Sometime he has 
to come home, doesn’t he?” 

I heard no more about Julie for days. But then on the society 
page in the IMoniteur appeared all kinds of accounts of bails, recep- 
tions, and bon voyage parties for Their Majesties, the King and 
Queen of Naples. This morning Oscar was allowed to get up for 
the first time and sit by the open window. It was an enchanting May 
morning and my garden was beautiful even though my rosebushes 
had very few buds. In my neighbour’s garden the lilac was in bloom. 
Lilacs, and my longing for Jean-Baptiste, made me feel empty and 
heavy of heart. 

A carriage drove up. My heart stopped as it does every time an 
unexpected carriage stops in front of my house. But it w^as only 
Julie. 

"Is madame la mar&hale at home?" 

The salon door flew open, my companion and Yvette collapsed 
into a court curtsy. Marie, who had wanted to dust the .salon, marched 
out into the garden with an uncompromising look. She doesn't want 
to see Julie any more. 

Julie's regal twist of the wrist — undoubtedly learned from M. 
Montei — encompassed the room, Oscar got up and ran to her. 
"Aunt Julie, I’m well again.” Without a word, Julie took the child 
in her arms. She hugged him, then looked at me over his curly 
head. "Before you read it in the Moniteur — and it will be announced 
tomorrow morning — I wanted to tell you, Jean-Baptiste has been 
made Prince of Ponte Corvo. Congratulations, Princess!” She 
smiled. "Congratulations, little Crown Prince of Ponte Corvo!” She 
kissed Oscar, 

"I don’t understand, Jean-Baptiste . is not a brother of the Em- 
peror.” It was the first thing I thought of. 

"But he’s governing Ansbach and Hanover so magnificently, the 
Emperor wants to honour him,” exulted Julie. She let Oscar go. 

' Aren’t you pleased, Highness? You — Pnnces.s, you!” 

"I suppose ...” I interrupted myself. "Yvette, champagne!” 
Yvette danced in, "I get a little drunk if I drink champagne in the 
morning,” I remarked. "But since you made Marie so mad she 
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never serves any diocolate when you come to see me. So — and now 
tell me, where is Ponte Corvo?” - ; , 

Julie looked blank. “Stupid of me, I should have asked Joseph! I 
don’t know, darling- — but what does it matter?” 

"Perhaps we’ll have to go there and rule it,” I suggested. "That 
wmuld be awful, Julie.” 

The name sounds Italian, so it must be near Naples,” said Julie 
hopefully. “Then you’d at least live near me. But — ” Her face fell. 
"Too good to be true,” she said. "Your Jean-Baptiste is still a 
marshal, the Emperor needs him for his campaigns. No, you’ll 
surely be allowed to stay here, and I have to go to Naples alone 
with Joseph.” 

"Someday these dreadful wars must surely end," I said. "We are 
killing ourselves with victories.’ ” Who told me that? Jean-Bap- 
tiste. France has no more frontiers to defend. France is practically 
all Europe. And is ruled by the Emperor and by Joseph, by Louis 
and Caroline and Elisa. And now the marshals, too. 

"Good health, Princess!” Julie raised her champagne glass. 

"Good health, Majesty.” I smiled back. 

Tomorrow it will all be in tho. Moniteiir. The champagne prickles, 
pleasantly sweet. Where is Ponte Gorvo? And when will my Jean- 
Bapti.ste ever come home? 


CJCJ? 

Stinwier, 1 807, in a travelling coach 
somewhere in Europe 

Marienburg — my destination’s called, but unfortunately I’m not 
sure where Marienburg is. However, a colonel, assigned to me by 
the Emperor, is sitting next to me with a map on his knees. From 
time to time he calls directions to the coachman, so I a.ssume we' 11 
ultimately reach Marienburg, Marie, sitting opposite, grumbles con- 
tinually about the muddy roads in which we often get stuck. I think 
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we’re driving straight through Poland. When we stop to change 
horses, I hear a language that doesn’t sound German. “A short 
cat,” the colonel told me. "We could drive through North Germatiy 
but it would be roundabout and Your Highness is in a hurry. ...” 

Yes, I’m in a hurry, a very great hurry. 

"Marienburg is not far from Danzig,” the colonel informed me. 
That tells me very little because I don’t know where Danzig i.s. 

"They were fighting on these roads just a few w’^eek.s ago,” the 
colonel said. "But now, of course, we’re at peace.” 

Yes, Napoleon has once again concluded a peace treaty. This 
time in Tilsit. Led by the Prussians, the Germans had risen and 
tried to drive our troops from their country. And the Russians sup- 
ported the Germans. The Moniteur had told us all about our glorious 
victory at Jena. And Joseph told me privately that Jean-Baptiste had 
refused to obey the Emperor’s orders. For "strategic reasons.” And 
he then told the Emperor he could go on and have him court mar- 
tiailed, But before it came to that, Jean-Baptiste had encircled 
General Bliicher with his army in Lubeck (wherever that is) and 
taken the town by storm. 

Then followed the endless winter when I had so little news from 
him. Berlin fell and the enemy troops were pursued across Poland. 
Jean-Baptiste commanded the left wing of our army. At Mohrungen 
he won a great victory although his troops were greatly outnumbered. 
With this he not only inflicted a final defeat on the enemy, but saved 
face for the Emperor as well. This personal success so irnprcssed tlie 
enemy’s high command that they sent back his travelling bag witli 
his marshal’s uniform and his camp cot, both of whicii they’d cap- 
tured. All this was months ago. Again and again Jean-Baptiste’s 
regiments threw back flank attacks against our army. The Emperor 
won the Battles of Jena and Eylau and Friedland, collected rep- 
resentatives of the European States in Tilsit and dictated hi.s peace 
conditions to them. Then, quite unexpectedly, Napoleon returned 
to Paris, And it was somewhat surprising, too, when his lackeys in 
their green uniforms — green is the Corsican colour, as Mme Letizia 
explained — rode from house to hou.se inviting people to aiteiid a 
huge victory celebration at the Tuilerie.s. 

I took my new dress from Le Roy— -rose-coloured satin, dark- red 
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scalloped roses — out of my wardrobe, Yvette arranged my unruly hair 
and 1 wore the pearl and ruby tiara Jean-Baptiste had sent by special 
messenger last August on our wedding anniversary. It’s so long 
since we’ve seen each other — such a terribly long time. 

"Your Highness will have a wonderful time,” my companion said 
enviously, staring at the gold jewel box with the eagle in which I 
kept my jewels. The jewel box I was presented on Coronation Day. 

I shook my head. 'I’ll feel very lonely in the Tuileries without 
Queen Julie.” Impossible! Julie is now in Naples, as lonely as can 
be. 

The reception in the Tuileries was not at all what Fd expected. 
We assembled in the great ballroom, of course, and waited until the 
folding doors were opened and "La Marseillaise” trumpeted forth. 
At that we curtsied low and the Emperor and the Empress entered. 
Napoleon and Josephine made the rounds slowly, engaging some 
guests in conversation and making others miserable by ignoring them. 

At first I couldn’t see Napoleon very well. His tall gold-encrusted 
aides surrounded him. But suddenly he stopped near me to speak to 
some Dutch dignitaries, as I remember it. 

"Evil tongues, I hear, are saying that my officers send their troops 
into the front lines while they themselves stay behind the lines — ” 
he began. And thundered; "Well — is that not what you say in 
Holland.^” 

I’d heard that the Dutch are very dissatisfied with the French 
Government in general, and especially with sluggish Louis and his 
melancholy Queen Hortense. I, therefore, rather expected the Em- 
peror to scold the Dutch so I hardly listened to him. Instead I stud- 
ied his face. Napoleon had changed a great deal. The sharp face 
under the short hair had filled out, the smile on his pale mouth was 
no longer both solicitous and demanding, but only supercilious. 
Besides, he’d put on weight, I noticed, and looked as though he had 
been laced into his trim general’s uniform. He wore no decorations 
except the Order of the Legion of Honour which he had founded 
himself. He was definitely getting fat. This rotund image of God 
on earth spoke with sweeping gestures except now and then when 
he folded his hands behind his back as he used to in moments of 
great stress. 



His supercilious smile was disdainful. “Gentlemen, I think our 
Grand Army has given outstanding evidence of bravery. One of our 
highest ranking officers voluntarily risked his life. In Tilsit, I was 
informed that one of the marshals of France had been wounded.” 

Did anyone hear my heart thud in the deep silence,? 

After an effective pause, Napoleon said, "It is the Prince of 
Ponte Corvo.” 

“Is-— that—true.?” My voice cut through the fog of etiquette that 
blankets the Emperor. A frown, so deep it started at his nose, fur- 
rowed his face. One doesn’t shout in the presence of His Majesty. 
One . , , well, well, there’s Marshal Bernadette’s little wife. . . . 
The frown disappeared, and at that moment I knew^ Napoleon had 
already seen me before. This was the way he wanted me to hear the 
news; in the presence of a thousand strangers. He wanted to punish 
me. For what? 

“My dear Princess," he began, and I dipped into a deep curtsy. 
He took my hand and drew me up. “I deplore the necessity of im- 
parting such sad news to you,” he said, looking beyond me and over 
my head, “The Prince of Ponte Corvo, who has distinguished him- 
self repeatedly during the campaign, and whose conquest of Liibeck 
we admired enormously, was slightly w'ounded in the throat at 
Spandau. I hear that the Prince is already much improved. I beg 
you, dear Princess, not to worry.” 

"And I beg for the opportunity to go to my husband, Sire," I 
said faintly. Only then did the Emperor actually look at Xxie. Mar- 
shals’ wives just don’t follow their husbands to their headquarters. 

“The Prince has been transferred to Marienburg for better nursing 
care. I advise you, Princess, not to undertake this journey. The 
roads through North Germany, and especially in the Danzig district, 
are ver}' bad. Also very recently there’s been fighting in these prov- 
inces. It is not a sight for beautiful women. . . .” He spoke coolly, 
but he watched me all the time with interest. This is his revenge, 
1 thought, because I went to him the night before the execution of 
the Duke of Enghien. Because I eluded him that night. Because 1 
love Jean-Baptiste. Jean-Baptiste, a general he hadn’t chosen for me. 

' Sire — I beg you with all my heart, for permission to go to my 
husband. I haven’t seen him for nearly two years.” 
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Napoleon’s eyes never left my face. "Nearly two years . . . You 
see, gentlemen, that the marshals of France do sacrifice themselves 
for their country. If you wish to venture on this journey, dear Prin- 
cess, you will be provided with a pass. For how many persons?" 

"For two. rii take Marie with me." 

"I beg your pardon, Princess — who?" 

"Marie. Our faithful Marie from Marseilles. YourMajestymay 
perhaps still remember her," I flung back. 

At last. The marble mask vanished, and an amused smile took its 
place. "Of course, the faithful Marie — Marie of the marzipan cakes." 

And to one of his aides, "A pass for tlie Princess of Ponte Corvo 
and one woman companion.” He looked searchingly around, and his 
eyes lighted on a tail grenadier colonel "Colonel Moulin! You will 
escort the Princess and be responsible to me for her safety.” And 
then to me, "When do you plan to leave?” 

"Tomorrow morning, Sire.” 

"Please convey my warm regards to the Prince and tell him you 
bring a gift from me. In recognition of his services in this victorious 
campaign — " Napoleon’s eyes glistened, his smile was almost a 
sneer. Here it comes, I thought. "I present him with the residence 
of the former General Moreau in the rue d’ Anjou. I recently bought 
it from his wife. I’m told that the general has chosen America for 
his exile. It’s a pity, a capable soldier, but unfortunately a traitor 
to France. A great pity. ...” 

As I curtsied I saw only his back. The hands clasped convulsively 
behind his back. The bouse of General Moreau, that Moreau who, 
just like Jean-Baptiste, would not betray the Republic on the eight- 
eenth of Brumaire, and who was arrested five years later in connection 
with a Royalist conspiracy and sentenced to two years’ imprisonment. 
It was ridiculous to arrest this faithful general of the Republic as a 
Royalist. The First Consul changed his sentence to exile for life. 
And now the Emperor has bought his house and is giving it to 
Moreau’s best friend, Jean-Baptiste, whom he hates but cannot do 
without 

That’s how i come to be travelling along country roads, through 
battlefields strewn with horses, their stomachs distended and all four 
legs stiddng out stijffly. Past little mounds of earth on which are 
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warped, hastily put together wooden crosses. It’s raining, raining all 
the time. 

"And they all have mothers,” I said irrelevantly. 

The colonel beside me, who had been asleep, sat up. "Whoi' 
Mothers.^” 

I pointed to the mounds of earth on which the rain rustled down. 
"The dead soldiers. They’re all sons!” 

Marie drew the curtains in front of the carriage windows. In be- 
wilderment the colonel peered from one to the other of us. We 
were silent. He shmgged and closed his eyes again. 

"I miss Oscar,” I said to Marie. I have left Oscar for the first time 
since he was born. In the early morning hours before my departure, 
I drove with the child to Mme Letizia in Versailles. The Emperor’s 
mother lives in the Trianon. She had just returned from early Mass. 

'T’ll take good care of Oscar,” she promised. "Remember, I’ve 
brought up five sons.” 

Brought up — but badly, I thought. But one doesn’t say any such 
thing to the mother of Napoleon. She stroked the child’s forehead 
with her rough hand which, in spite of care and creams, will never 
lose the traces of heavy housework. "Go without anxiety to your Ber- 
nadette, Eug&ie. ril take good care.” Oscar — I feel cold without 
my little son. When he’s sick, he always sleeps in my bed. 

"Should we not stop at an inn?” asked the colonel. I shook my 
head. It was now late night and Marie put a bottle, filled with hot 
water at a coach station, under my feet. The rain rattled on the 
carriage roof. The soldiers’ graves and their poor crosses were 
drenched. And so we drove toward Marienburg. 

"Now I’ve seen everything,” popped out as our carriage finally 
drew up in front of Jean-Baptiste's headquarters. I’d gradually got 
used to palaces, but the Marienburg is no palace. It’s a fortress. A 
medieval, grey, hideous castle, dilapidated and unhomelike. Soldiers 
swarmed around the entrance. Such heel-clicking and excitement 
when Colonel Moulin showed my pass. The Marshal’s wife in 
person. 

"I want to surprise the Prince; please don’t announce me,” I said 
as I alighted. Two officers led me through the gateway and into a 



badiy paved courtyard. I looked ^ in Horror at the thick, crumbling 
walls, and expected any moment to meet minnesingers, knights and 
tJ-jeir ladies. But I saw only soldiers from the different regiments. 

"Monseigneur is nearly well. Monseigneur usually works at this 
hour and doesn’t like to be disturbed. What a surprise!” said the 
younger of the two officers and laughed, 

"Couldn’t you find any better headquarters than this.?” I asked 
tactlessly. 

"At the front, the Prince doesn’t care where he lives. And here 
we at least have room for our offices. This way, if you please. 
Princess.” 

He opened an unimpressive door, and we walked along a cold 
and stuffy corridor. Finally we came to a little anteroom, and Fer- 
nand hurled himself at me. ^’Madame!” 

I almost didn’t recognize him, so splendidly was he turned out. A 
wine-red lackey’s uniform with huge gold buttons adorned with a 
strange coat of arms. 

"How elegant you’ve become, Fernand.” I laughed. 

"We are now the Prince of Ponte Corvo,” he explained solemnly. 
"Please look at these buttons, madame.” He stuck out his stomach 
to show me ail the buttons on his coat. "The Ponte Corvo coat of 
arms. Madame’s coat of arms!” he announced proudly. 

"At last I have a chance to see it,” I said as I studied the intricate, 
design with interest, "How is my husband, Fernand?” 

■'We are now quite w'dl again, but the new skin over our wound 
still itches,” Fernand informed me. I put my finger on my mouth, 
"Shh.” Fernand understood and very quietly opened the door. 

Jean-Baptiste didn’t hear me. Fie w'as sitting at the desk, chin in 
hand, studying a huge volume. The candle beside the book cast a 
light only on his forehead. His forehead w^as clear and very calm. 
I looked around. Jean-Baptiste was surrounded by a strange con- 
fusion of familiar objects. In front of the fireplace with a crackling 
fire .stood the desk with files and leather volumes. Next to the fire- 
place hung a huge map, on which the flickering flames cast red lights, 
hi the background I saw Jean-Baptiste’ s narrow camp cot, a tabk- 
with his silver washbowl, and bandage material. Otherwise the big 
room was empty, I went a little nearer. The log in the fireplace 
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crackled so jean-Baptiste didn’t hear me. The collar of his dark- 
blue uniform was open, and he was wearing a white neckcloth. Un- 
der his chin the cloth was loose, and I saw a white bandage. He 
turned a page in the fat volume and made a note in the margin. 

I took off my hat. It was very warm beside the fireplace, and for 
the first time in days I felt warm and safe. But I was tired, so dread- 
fully tired. But that didn’t matter now, I was at last at my destina- 
tion. 

"Your Highness,” I said. "Dear Prince of Ponte Corvo . . 

At the sound of my yoke, he jumped up. ''My God— -Dtb'/Vtk,''' 
He was beside me in two rapid strides. 

"Does the wound still hurt?” I asked between kisses. 

"Yes, especially when you press against it so hard,” he admitted 
ruefully. Alarmed, I let my arms fall. "Fll kiss you without putting 
my arms around you,” I promised. 

"Could you? Splendid — ” 

I sat on his lap. I pointed to the heavy volume on his de.sk. 
"What are you reading?” 

"Law. An uneducated sergeant must learn many things if he’s to 
administer all of North Germany and the Hanseatic towns,” he said. 
"And don't forget that I’m also to continue governing Hanover and 
Ansbach.” 

I closed the book and clung to him desperately. "Oscar wa.s ill,” 
I whispered. "And you left us alone. You were wounded, and far 
away—” 

His mouth was gentle. "Little girl, little girl—” he said and held 
me close. 

Until the door suddenly was flung open. It was definitely embar- 
rassing. Naturally I sprang from his lap, and smoothed my hair. In 
the doorway stood only Marie and Fernand. 

"Marie asks where the Princess will sleep. She wants to unpack 
the travelling bags,” Fernand said accusingly. I realized he resented 
my bringing Marie. 

"My Eugenie can’t spend the night in this bug-infested fortress,” 
cried Marie. 

"Bugs? Not one,” Fernand cried back, "These damp walls kill all 
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ariimai life. In the quartermaster’s stores there are beds, even 
princely beds with canopies,” he declared, 

"Bug-burg,” Marie replied bitterly. 

"Hearing those two quarrel takes me right back to the me Cisal- 
pine.” Jean-Baptiste laughed. With a shock I remembered the Em- 
peror’s gift After supper I would tell him we’re to take over 
Moreau’s house. First we’ll dine and wdne— and then— • 

"Fernand, you are to see that, within half an hour, a bedroom and 
a salon are ready for the Princess," Jean-Baptiste ordered. "And not 
with that damp furniture from the store. The aide on duty is to 
requisition furniture for the Princess from the surrounding estates. 
Good furniture.” 

"Without bugs,” Marie hissed. 

"The Princess and I wish to dine alone. Here in my room — in 
an hour,” 

We heard them quarrelling a little while longer in the anteroom. 
We remembered the bridal bed adorned with roses and thorns. We 
laughed a great deal, I sat on his lap again and told him a wild mix- 
ture of news: Julie’s queenly qualms, Oscar’s v/hooping cough and 
measles, and Beethoven’.s message. 

"I was to tell you that he cannot, after ail, dedicate tlie new sym- 
phony to the Emperor. He is simply calling it 'Eroica.’ In memory 
of a hope w^'hich he once had,” I said. 

"Which we all once had.” Jean-Baptiste nodded. "Eroica. Why 
not?” 

Fernand set a small table. While we supped — Jean-Baptiste’s cook 
at the Bug-Burg served us a delicious spring chicken, and Fernand 
poured heavy Burgundy into our glasses — -I substantiated something. 
"You’ve bought some new silver— with the initials of the Prince of 
Ponte Corvo. At home I'm still using ours with the simple B." 

"Have the B removed and the new coat of arms engraved on it, 
Desiree. You needn’t economize, darling. We are very rich," 

Fernand finally left us alone. I took a deep breath. 

"We are wealthier than you know,” 1 began. "The Emperor lias 
given us a house.” 

Jean-Baptiste raised his head. "You, have many messages for me, 



little one. My old friend Beetlioyen calls a buried hope ‘Eroica.’ 
My old enemy, the Emperor, gives me a house. Which house?” 

"General Moreau’s house. In the rue d’ Anjou. He bought it from 
Mme Moreau.” 

"I know. For four hundred thousand francs. Several months ago, 
and it’s been much discussed among the officers.” 

Jean-Baptiste slowly peeled an orange. This orange had travelled 
through all of Europe. It might very well have been grown in the 
kingdom of my sister — to become a tiny part of the rations of the 
Grand Army now occupying the whole Continent, I drank a liqueur. 
Jean-Baptiste seemed suddenly depressed. 

"Moreau’s house,” he murmured. "Comrade Moreau has gone 
into exile. To me, on the contrary, the Emperor gives fine presents. 
I had a letter today in which the Emperor informs me he will present 
me with estates in Poland and Westphalia which will guarantee me 
an annual income of over three hundred thousand francs. He did not 
mention Moreau’s house or your visit. It’s not easy to take tlie joy 
out of a man’s reunion with his wife. But the Emperor of the French 
has done it.” 

"He said he greatly admired your attack on Liibeck.” 

No answer, Jean-Baptiste frowned. 

"I’ll get the new house all ready and comfortable. You have to 
come home. The child always asks for you,” I said helplessly. 

"Moreau’s house will never be home to me, merely quarters, where 
I sometimes visit you and Oscar. ...” He stared into the fire, then 
he smiled. "I shall write Moreau.” i 

"You can’t get in touch with him. We have the Continental .sys- 
tem,” I .said. 

"The Emperor assigned me to administer the Hanseatic towns. 
From Liibeck one can write to Sweden. And Sweden wants to stay 
neutral. From Sweden letters are sent on to England and to America. 
And in Sweden I have friends.” 

My memory stirred, a memory half- forgotten but suddenly very 
clear. Stockholm up near the North Pole, the sky like a white 
sheet . . . "What do you know about Sweden?” 

Jean-Baptiste roused from his reverie, and spoke wfith animation, 
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"When I took Liibeck, I found .Swedish troops in the town. A 
squadron of Swedish dragoons." 

"Are we at war with Sweden, too.?*’ 

■'With whom are we not at war.? That is, since Tilsit established 
so-called peace. But at that time the Swedes were fighting with our 
enemies. Their mad young King thought himself chosen by God to 
destroy Napoleon. A religious maniac." 

"What’s his name?” 

"Gustavus — the Fourth, I think. In Sweden all the kings are either 
Charles or Gustavus, His father, the third Gustavus, had so many 
enemies that he was killed by his own nobles at a masked ball." 

"Oh, how horrible. And barbaric — at a masked ball." 

"Once upon a time our guillotine took care of such things," said 
jean-Baptiste ironically. "Is that any less barbaric? It’s hard to judge, 
but harder to condemn.” He gazed again into the fire, his happier 
mood returned. "The son of this murdered Gustavus — another 
Gustavus, the Fourth— also sent his dragoons to fight against France, 
and that’s how I happened to find a Swedish squadron in Liibeck. 
Sweden interests me for a very particular reason, and I seized this 
opportunity to learn more about it. I invited the captured officers to 
supper, and that’s how I met Morner and — ’’ He stopped, "Wait, 
I wrote down the names somewhere," He walked over to the de.sk, 

"It’s not important — ” I said. "Go on with the story." 

"No, it 'is important. I must know the names." 

He rummaged in a drawer, found a piece of paper, and came back 
to me, "They were M.ssrs. Gustav Morner, Flach, De la Grange, and 
the Barons Leijonlijclm, Baner and Friesendorfif." 

"No one can pronounce such names.” 

"'rhe.se officers explained the situation to me. Gustavus broke with 
us in this war against the wall of his people. He probably counted on 
winning the Tsar's support by this move. The Swede.s are always 
afraid Russia might take Finland away from them." 

"Finland? Where is Finland?” I asked, confused again. 

"Come here, I’ll show you the whole thing on the map," said 
jean-Baptiste, and so 1 had to look at the map. He held up the 
candlestick. "There you have Denmark, connected with the main- 
land by Jutland. Geographically it can never be defended against 



attacks from the Continent, so the Danes have made a pact of friend- 
ship with the Emperor. You understand, don’t you?” 

1 nodded. 

"Here you have the strait called Oresund. Here Sweden begin.s. 
Sweden doesn’t want to ally itself with the Emperor. Up to now 
Sweden could count on the Tsar’s help. Now it’s too late. By the 
treaty of Tilsit the Tsar joined with the Emperor. And Napoleon is 
leaving the Tsar a free hand in the Baltic States. What do you think 
this Gustavus is up to now?’’ 

I had no idea, naturally. 

"This madman has declared war on Russia, because of Finland. 
See — here, on the map: There you have Finland. Finland belongs 
to Sweden ..." 

"How could the Swedes ever hold Finland if the Tsar decides 
to occupy it?” I was studying the map, 

"You see, even an ignorant Httie girl like you asks this (]|ue.stion. 
Naturally they couldn’t hold Finland. The Finns, and with them the 
Swedes, wdll be bled to death in such a struggle, Finland will, of 
course, be ceded to Russia. And so — ’’ Jean-Bapti.ste tapped the 
map — " And so Sw'eden should try to unite with Norway. It could be 
achieved with comparatively little difficulty." 

"Who rules Norway?’’ 

"The King of Denmark. But the Norwegians don’t like him. 
These Norwegians must be peculiar people. No nobles, no court. 
The Norw?egians are now more discontented than ever because, since 
the Danish King is also the King of Norway, Norway is considered 
committed to Napoleon. If I w^ere asked to advise the Sw'edes, I 
would suggest ceding Finland to Russia, and wmrking toward union 
w'ith Norw'ay. Such a union would at the very least have a .sound 
geographical basis." 

"Did you explain this to the Swedish officers in Lubeck?" 

"Very dearly. At first they wouldn’t hear of ceding Finland. 
None of their reasons seemed to me well-founded. Finally I said, 
'Gentlemen, I am entirely objective. A Frenchman, who studies the 
map, a marshal who knows something of strategy, tells you that 
Russia needs Finland to safeguard her frontiers. If you really have 
the interests of the Finnish people at heart, work for an independent 
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Finland. But I have the impression that you’re not actually con- 
cerned about the Finns but for the Swedes who live in Finland. Even 
so, it must be clear to you that the Tsar will secure his frontiers, and 
that your country will be ravaged if you don’t give in on the question 
of Finland. As to your second enemy, the Emperor of France, I can 
assure you that we will very soon be sending French troops into 
Denmark. Whether Sweden can defend herself against these troops 
depends on you yourselves. Norway, on the contrary, can be con- 
quered by Napoleon only through Sweden. Save your country by 
armed neutrality! And if you want a union of states, gentlemen, 
stand by Norway.’ ” 

”You expressed it very well, Jean-Baptiste. , How did the Swedes 
reply?” 

"By staring at me as though I’d invented gunpowder. 'Don’t look 
at me,’ I said, 'but at the map.’ ” Jean-Baptiste paused. "Next morn- 
ing I sent them home. Now I have friends in Sweden.” 

“Why do you need friends in Sweden?” 

"Friends are useful everywhere and at all times. And if the 
Swedes don’t stop fighting both France and Russia, I wdll have to 
occupy their country. We expect the English to seize Denmark and 
then attack us from there. That’s why Napoleon is sending French 
troops to Denmark. Since I’m to govern the Hanseatic towns, the 
Emperor will also give me command of our troops in Denmark. 
And if the Swedish Gustavus continues to feel he’s an instrument of 
God destined to destroy Napoleon, the Emperor will one day take 
the obvious step. He’ll order the conquest and occupation of 
Sweden. From Denmark I simply cross the narrow strait, Oresund. 
and land in Schonen, in southern Sweden. Come, look at the map 
again.” 

Once more 1 had to trot over to the map. But I didn’t look. I'd 
been travelling day and night to take care of my husband, and insteati 
1 had to have a geography lesson. 

"The Swedes can’t defend Schonen. Strategically untenable. 1 
assume that here — ” he beat on the map — "they would fight, arnl 
hope to hold.” 

"Tell me, did you tell these Swedish officers that ycai would prcjb- 
ably be conquering their country? And that, since they can't hold — 
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what is it — Schone or Skone, they’d better take a stand farther 
north?” 

"Yes. You can’t imagine how nonplussed they were when I did. 
Especially one of them, this Morner, with the round face and long 
curls. He got very excited. 'You’re betraying your secret plans, 
monseigneuf,’ he kept saying, 'How can you divulge your plans to 
us?’ Do you know what I said?” 

"No,” I said, getting a little closer to the narrow camp cot. 1 was 
so tired I could hardly keep my eyes open. "What did you say, Jean- 
Baptiste?” 

*' 'Gentlemen, I can’t believe Sweden can be defended if it’s at- 
tacked by a marshal of France.’ That’s what I said. Little girl, are 
you asleep?” 

"Almost-—” I murmured and tried to make myself comfortable on 
the narrow camp cot. 

"Come, I’ve had a bedroom prepared for you. 1 suppose everyone 
else has gone to bed. I’ll carry you to your room; no one will see 
us,” Jean-Baptiste whispered. 

"But I don’t w'ant to get up, I’m so tired — ” 

Jean-Baptiste leaned over me. "If you want to sleep here, I can 
go back to my desk. I have so much to do.” 

"N-no, you’re wounded, you must lie down— •” I muttered. Hesi- 
tantly Jean-Baptiste sat down on the edge of the bed. "You must 
take off my shoes and my dre.ss— I’m so tired — ” I said. 

"I believe that the Swedish officers will speak to their mini.sters 
and give them no rest until the Swedish King abdicates. His unde 
would succeed him — ” 

"A Gustavus — ” 

"No, a Charles. Charles the Thirteenth. I’his unde has, unfor- 
tunately, no children. He’s also said to be somewhat senile. Why 
are you wearing three petticoats, darling?” 

"Because it rained ail the time during the journey. I wa.s cold. 
Poor Morner. Senile and childless . . .” 

"No, not Morner, the thirteenth Charles of Sw'eden.” 

"If I make myself as thin as possible and get 'way over to one 
side, there’ d be room for both of us in the camp cot. We could 



''Yes, we could try, my darling. ” 

Sometime during the night I woke up. 1 lay on Jcan-Baptiste's 
iirrn. 

"Are you uncomfortable, little girl?" 

■’I’m marvellously comfortable. Why aren’t you asleep, Jcan- 
Baptiste?" 

"I’m not tired. So many thoughts are going through my head. 
But you mu.st sleep, darling.” 

"The Malar flows through Stockholm, and on the Malar float 
green ice floes,” I said softly. 

"How do you know that?” 

"I just know it. I knew a man named Persson, Hold me closer, 
Jean-Baptiste, so I’m sure Fm really with you. Otherwise I’ll think 
it’s all a dream. ...” 

Not until autumn did I return to Paris. Jean-Baptiste and his 
officers went to Flamburg, and his administration of the Hansea:tic 
towns began. i-Ie also planned to visit Denmark and inspect the 
fortifications on the Danish coast opposite Sweden. 

I had good weather on my return trip. Plot bottles were not neces- 
sary. A tired autumn sun shone on our carriage, and on the high- 
ways and the fields, from which this year there was no harvest. We 
saw no more dead horses. And only a few graves. The rain had 
beaten down the mounds of earth and the crosses had been knocked 
down by the wind. One could forget that the route led across battle- 
fields, One could forget that here thousands of men lie buried. But 
i did not forget. 

Somewhere Colonel Moulin got hold of an old copy of the 
Moniteuf, We discovered that Napoleon’s youngest brother Jerome 
— that dreadful child who ate too much at Julie’s wedding and threw 
up his insides — had become a king. The Emperor had united several 
of the conquered German principalities and established tiie Kingdom 
of Westphalia. Jerome I, King of Westphalia, Besides, Napoleon 
managed to marry ofl twenty-three-year-old Jerome I of Westphalia 
to the daughter of an ancient German dynasty. Catherine of Wiirt- 
teraberg was now Julie’s sister-in-law. Does Jerome ever let himself 
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remember the Miss Patterson in America whom he so cheerfully 
divorced on Napoleon’s orders? / 

"Marie, the Emperor’s youngest brother has become a king!" 

"Now he can eat too much every day, if no one’s watching him,” 
Marie said. Colonel Moulin stared at her in horror. It was not tlic 
first she’d committed in his presence. 1 dropped the old 

number of the Monhetir out of the carriage window to flutter over 
the recent battlefields. 


cjea) 

In out new home tn the rue Anjou 
In Paris. July, 1809 

The church bells woke me up. Tiny dust particles danced in the 
rays of the sun, slariting into the room through the closed shutters. 
It was awfully hot although it was still very early. I tossed off the 
covers, crossed my hands behind my head and remembered. The 
bells of Paris. ... 

Perhaps it’s the birthday of one of the many kings in the Bona- 
parte family. Napoleon has, of course, allowed all his relatives to 
rule something. Joseph, incidentally, isn’t King of Naples any more 
but of Spain. Julie has been on her way to Madrid for months. 
Literally months. 

The Spaniards wanted no part of Joseph so they ambushed his 
troops, encircled and annihilated them. Therefore, instead of King 
Joseph, the opposition entered Madrid. At which point the Emperor 
dispatched fresh troops to rescue Joseph’s people from these mis- 
guided patriots. Murat, however, is ruling peacefully in Naples vvitii 
Caroline. That is, Caroline is ruling since Murat is also a marshal 
and finds himself constantly at some front. 

Caroline doesn’t bother much with her kingdom or her .son. She 
prefers to visit Elisa, Napoleon’s oldest sister, who rules in Tuscany, 
gets fatter every year and at the moment is having an affair with a 
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court musician, a certain Paganini. JuUe toid me all about it when 
she spent a few weeks here before leaving for Spain so she could 
have some new clothes made. Purplish-red, of course, to please 
Joseph, The church bells. ... 

Which Bonaparte could be having a birthday.? Not King Jerome, 
nor Eugene Beauharnais, Viceroy of Italy. That backward young 
man has changed since his marriage. Napoleon married him to a 
daughter of the King of Bavaria, and Eugene now opens his mouth 
occasionally in society. I suppose Eugene is happy. 

Again the bells. The deep voice of Notre-Dame, When is King 
Louis’s birthday? He’ll probably last forever, he only imagines he’s 
sick. Except for his flat feet he’s perfectly healthy. Napoleon has 
taken good care of this brother from the very beginning. Put him in 
the Army so he’d have a profession, then appointed him his aide, and 
married him to his stepdaughter Hortense. Finally he installed dear 
old Louis on the Dutch throne— What do they call the Dutch ad- 
herents who persist in rebelling against Louis and his troops? Oh, 
yes, Saboteurs — because they wear "sabots,” shoes made of wood like 
our fishermen’s in Marseilles. They hate Louis mainly because Na- 
poleon made him King of Holland. They couldn’t possibly know 
that Louis can’t stand his brother. Louis closes both eyes when mer- 
chant ships secretly leave his home port for England, Actually Louis 
is a super-saboteur when it comes to annoying Napoleon. Napoleon 
should at least have allowed him to choose his own wife. Who was 
just talking about Louis to me? Paulette, yes, Paulette. The only 
Bonaparte who doesn’t care a fig for politics, but only for her amuse- 
ment and her lovers. On Paulette's birthday no bells are rung. Nor 
on Lucien’s. Lucien is still in exile, although Napoleon offered him 
the Spanish crown. Naturally, on condition that he leave his red- 
haired Mme Jouberthou. Lucien sensibly ducked that and tried to 
take his family to America. But en route his ship was captured b)' 
the English, Now Lucien lives as an "enemy alien” in England. 
Always watched but still — free. He recently wrote just that to his 
mother in a letter he had smuggled into France. And that’s Lucien 
who oi.ce helped Napoleon to the Consulate to save the Republic of 
France. Lucien, the blue-eyed idealistv : No bells for Lucien. . . . 
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The door opened a crack. "X thought the bells might have wak- 
ened you. I’ll have your breakfast brought up,” Marie said. 

"Why are the bells ringing, Marie?” 

"Why are they ever rung? The Emperor has won a great victory.” 

"Where? When? Is there anything in the paper?” 

'Tli send you your breakfast and your reader,” said Marie. "No, 
first your breakfast, then the fine young lady who reads to you.” 

Marie is always amused because, like the other court ladies, I must 
employ the young daughter of an old impoverished aristocratic family 
to read the Monitem and novels to me. I’d rather read them alone 
and in bed. The Emperor insists that we marshals’ wives be waited 
on as if we were all eighty years old. I am twenty-nine. 

Yvette brought my morning chocolate. She opened the windows 
and sun and the fragrance of roses filled the room, although I’ve 
only three rosebushes. The garden here is very small, the house is 
right in the city. Most of Moreau’s furniture we found here I gave 
away and bought some new — ^white-gold, luxurious, terribly expen- 
sive. In the salon there was a bust of the former owner. At first I 
didn’t exactly know what I ought to do wfith it. I couldn’t leave it 
in the salon. Our friend Moreau is unfortunately in disgrace these 
days. But I didn’t want to throw it out. I finally put it in the hall. 

In the salon opposite I had to hang a portrait of the Emperor. I 
succeeded in getting a copy of the portrait showing Napoleon as First 
Consul. In it the face of God’s image' on earth is thin and tense as 
before in Marseilles. The hair is long and tangled the way it was 
then, and the eyes are neither hard as glass nor unnaturally glittering. 
The eyes lost in thought but intelligent have a faraway look, and the 
mouth is that of the youthful Napoleon who once leaned against a 
summer hedge and said that there were men destined to make world 
history, , 

The bells. . . . They still give one a headache, although we’re well 
used to victory chimes. "Yvette,” I asked between two sips of choco- 
late, "what have we won, where, when?” 

"At Wagram, Princess, on the fourth and fifth of July.” 

"Send in Mademoiselle and Oscar.” 

The child and my reader came at the same time, I arranged my 



pillows, and Oscar sat beside me. ’’Mademoiselle will read to us 
horn the Moniteur, We've had another victory.” 

That’s how Oscar and I learned a great battle had been fought at 
Wagram near Vienna. An Austrian army of seventy thousand men 
was completely destroyed. Only fifteen hundred Frenchmen were 
killed and three thousand wounded. Details followed. The names 
of most of the marshals were given. Jean-Baptiste wasn’t mentioned. 
And yet I knew that he and his troops were in Austria. Napoleon 
had given him command of all the Saxon regiments in his army. 

"If only nothing terrible has happened.” 

"But, Princess, I’ve just been reading that it was a very great 
victory,” Mademoiselle assured me. 

"Isn’t there anything about Papa in the paper.^” asked Oscar. 

Mademoiselle studied the report again. "No, nothing at all,” she 
said finally. At that moment there was an urgent knock at the door. 
Mme la Fiotte poked her bewitchingly painted face in. 

"Princess, His Excellency, Minister Fouche, begs to be received!” 

Police Minister Fouche had never before called on me. The victory 
bells are silent at last. Perhaps I misunderstood Mme la Fiotte. 

"Whom did you announce?” 

"M. Fouche! His Excellency, the Minister of Police,” Mme la 
Fiotte repeated. She tried to seem casual, but her pop eyes practically 
rolled out of her head from excitement. 

"Run along, Oscar. I must dress quickly. Yvette — Yvette!” 
Yvette was already beside me with the lilac-coloured day dress. 
Yvette is right, lilac looks well on me. "Mme la Fiotte, show His 
Excellency into the little salon.” 

"I have already taken him to the little salon.” 

"M^ademoiselle — go down and ask Flis Excellency to wait a min- 
ute. I’m still dressing, but IT! soon be ready. Tell him that. Or 
no — tell him nothing. Give him the Moniteur to read.” 

A smile flitted across Mme la Flotte’s pretty face. "Princess, the 
Minister of Police reads the Moniteuf before it goes to press. It’s 
part of his job.” 

"Yvette, we have no time to fix my hair. Get me the rose-coloured 
muslin scarf, tie it like a turban around my head.” 

The La Fiotte and the reader vanished. 



"Mme Ja Fiotte — ’* There she was again. "Tell me, does this 
turban make me look like poor Mme de Staei? The author, the one 
the Minister of Police banished from Paris.?’* 

"Princess, the De Staei is pug-faced and the Princess isn't." 

"Thank you, Mme la Fiotte. Yvette, I can’t find my rouge." 

"In a drawer of the dressing table. The Princess uses it .so sel- 
dom.” 

"Yes, because Fm already too rosy-cheeked for a princess. 
Princesses are pale. It’s more genteel. But right now I am too pale. 
Is it really so hot today or is it just me.?’’ 

"It’s very hot, Princess, It’s always hot in Paris in midsummer," 
Yvette said. 

With which I went reluctantly downstairs. Fouche — Someone 
called him the bad conscience of the nation. People fear him because 
he knows too much. During the Revolution, they named him 
"Bloody Fouche,” because no other deputy signed so many death 
.sentences. Fie finally got too bloodthirsty for even Robespierre. 

Fouche has his own idea of the responsibilities of a Minister of 
Police. Offices and ministries, officials and ministers, oflicers and 
civilians all come under his observation. This is not too difficult if 
one’s generous. And the Minister of Police has a .secret fund out of 
w'hich he pays his spies. Who is in his pay? Or rather — who is not? 

“What does he want from me?” 1 asked myself for the last time 
as 1 stood at the door of my little salon. The mass-murderer of 
Lyons, Etienne had called him when the death sentence.s he’d ordered 
in Lyons during the Revolution were discussed. How silly to think 
of that now. He doesn’t look a bit like a murderer. I met him often 
at receptions in the Tuileries, Fouche is always carefully turned out 
and strikingly pale. Probably anemic. He speaks courteously and 
softly with his eyes half-closed. . . . The communique doesn’t 
mention Jean-Baptiste, I know perfectly well what’s happened. But 
1 have no guilty conscience, M. Fouche! Fm |u.st v/ortied, terribly 
worried. 

When I came in he jumped right up. "I come to congratulate you, 
Princess — we’ve won a great victory, and I read that the Prince of 
Ponte Corvo and his Saxon troops were the first to storm Wagrarn. 
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I also read that the Prince, with seyeii----oearly eight thousand soldiers 
beat back forty thousand men to do so/’ 

"Yes, but — there was nothing about it in the paper,” I stammered, 
and asked him again to be seated. 

"I only said that I had read it, dear Princess, not where I read it. 
Mo, it’s not in the newspaper, but in an Order of the Day your 
liusband addressed to his Saxon troops, praising them for their 
valour.” 

Fouche paused, selected a piece of candy from a Dresden china 
box on a little table between us. He looked at the box thoughtfully, 
"Incidentally, I have read something else. The copy of a letter from 
His Majesty to the Prince of Ponte Corvo, in which the Emperor 
expresses his complete disagreement with the Prince’s Order of the 
Day. His Majesty explains that this Order contains many things 
contrary to fact. For instance, Oudinot seized Wagram, and the 
Prince of Ponte Corvo could not possibly have been the first to storm 
the town. Furthermore the Saxons under your husband’s command 
could hardly have distinguished themselves since they did not fire a 
single shot. In conclusion the Emperor made the statement that the 
Prince of Ponte Corvo is to be informed that in this campaign he 
in no way distinguished himself.” 

"That — Has the Emperor written that to jemi-Baptiste?” 1 asked, 
considerably upset. 

Fouche carefully put the bonbon dish back on the table. "No 
doubt about that. A copy of his letter was enclosed in a note to me. 
I have received an order to—” Again that ominous pause. He 
looked me right in the eye, in what I suppose he thought was a 
friendly way. " — to watch the movements of the Prince of Ponte 
Corvo and censor his correspondence.” 

"That will be difficult, Your Excellency. My husband is still with 
his troops in Austria.” 

"You are mistaken, dear Princess. The Prince of Ponte Corvo is 
expected momentarily in Paris. After this excliange of letters with 
the Emperor, he resigned command of his troops and, becau.se of his 
health, reejuested leave. Leave for an indefinite period has been 
granted him. I congratulate you. Princess. You haven’t seen your 
husband for a long time and in a very short time he’ll be here.” 



Why not play out the comedy? That*s what they ail. do. VC-^hat can 
you lose? "May I think a moment?'’ 

He looked amused. "Think about what, honoured Princess?" 

1 put my hand to my head. "Everything. I’m not very clever. Your 
Excellency — please don’t contradict-— I must think about what’s hap- 
pened. You say that my husband writes hi.s Saxon troops di-stin- 
guished themselves — is that right?" 

"They faced the enemy bold as brass. At least .so the Prince wroi.c 
in his Order of the Day." 

"And why does this annoy the Emperor?" 

"In a secret circular letter to all his marshals, the Emperor ex- 
plained, 'His Majesty the Emperor personally commands his troops, 
and it is his prerogative to praise any of them. Besides, our French 
Army is responsible for our victories and not any foreign troops. It 
would not otherwise be consistent with our politics or our honour.’ 
Anyway, that’s the way it went in the Emperor’ .s letter to the mar- 
shals.” 

"Someone or other just told me that my husband had complained 
to die Emperor because he’s always assigned these foreign troop.s. 
Jean-Baptiste has always wanted to command Frendi troops and not 
these poor Saxons.’’ 

"Why — poor Saxons?" demanded Foudie. 

"The King of Saxony sends them into battles they care nothing 
about. Why, as a matter of fact, are the Saxons fighting at Wagram?" 

"They are allies of France, Princess. Don’t you see yourself how- 
wise the Emperor was to put the Prince of Ponte Corvo in command 
of these Saxon troops?" 

I didn’t answer. 

"They held like iron. The Saxons, 1 mean, under your husband's 
command, Princess. Or so at least says their .supreme commander, 
the Prince of Ponte Corvo.” 

"But the Emperor says it’s not true?” 

"No, the Emperor merely says that he alone has the right to com- 
mend the troops. And that it's politically unwise and inconsistent 
with our honour to praise foreign troops. You didn’t pay proper at- 
tention, Princess," 

I must get his rooms in order, I thought, he’.s coming home, I 
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stood up. "Excuse me, Your Excellency, I want to get things ready 
for Jean-Baptiste’s return. And thank you so much for your call. I 
don’t quite know — ” 

He was very dose to me. Of medium height, narrow-chested, a 
little stooped. The long pointed nose with the sort of bloated nostrils 
seemed to sniffle. "What don’t you know, dear Princess?" 

"Why you ever came to see me. Did you want to tell me that you 
have my husband under observation? I can’t stop you. It’s not im- 
portant anyway, but — why have you told all this?" 

"Can’t you really guess, honoured Princess?" 

A thought. I suppose I turned red with rage, but my voice was 
loud and clear, 

"Your Excellency, if you thought I would help you spy on my 
husband, you made a great mistake.” I wanted to make a marvellous 
grandiose gesture, flick my hand and shout, "Get out.” Unfortu- 
nately I just don’t have it in me. 

"If I thought so, I was indeed mistaken, that’s all,” he said 
calmly. "Perhaps I did think so, perhaps not. At this moment, 
Princess, I’m not sure myself.” 

What’s it all about, I wondered — why has he come? If the Em- 
peror wants to exile us, he will exile us. If he wants to court martial 
Jean-Baptiste, he will court martial him. If he wants grounds for 
anything, his Minister of Police will provide them. ... 

"Most women have unpaid bills at their dressmakers,” Fouche 
ventured quietly, 

I lost my temper. "Now you have gone too far, monsieur.” 

"Our revered Empress, for example, always has overdue bills at 
Le Roy. I am naturally at Her Majesty's service at all times.” 

What? Is he implying that he — ^pays the Empress? For what 
.services? It’s unbelievable, I thought. And knew of course that 
it was true. 

"Sometimes it is not unrewarding to read a man’s correspondence. 
There are frequent surprises. Surprises that don’t interest me, but 
perhaps a wife ..." 

"Don’t go to too much trouble,” I said in disgust. "You will find 
that for years Jean-Baptiste has been writing to Mine Recamier, and 
receives affectionate letters from her. Mine Recamier is a clever, 
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well-read woman, and for a man like my jean-Bapfciste it’s a treat 
to correspond with her.” 

I’d give a lot to be able to read the inteilectuai love letters ]ean- 
Baptiste must write to Mme Recamier, I suddenly realized. 

"And now you must really excuse me. I must straighten up jean- 
Baptiste’s room.” 

"Just a moment, honoured Princess. Would you he kind enough 
to give the Prince a message from me?” 

"Certainly. What about?” 

"The Emperor is at Schonbrunn in Vienna. It is clearly impossible 
to warn him that the English troops are massed, ready to land at 
Dunkerque and in Antwerp. From the Channel coast they plan to 
march directly to Paris, I have therefore, on my own responsibility 
and solely for the defence of the country, decided to call up the 
National Guard. I want Marshal Bernadotte, as soon as he returns, 
to assume command of these forces and to defend France, That is 
all, madame.” 

My heartbeats slowed down. I tried to imagine what it migiit be 
like. Landing by the English. Attack by the English, March to 
Paris. All the marshals are at some foreign front. For all practical 
purposes there are no troops in France. And England is attacking 
France. ... 

Fouche toyed with the bonbon dish again. I said, "The Emperor 
distrusts him—and you — ^you would give him command of the Na* 
tional Guard which must defend our frontiers?" 

Fouche shrugged his shoulders. "To w^hom should 1 give the com- 
mand, Princess? I am a former mathematics teacher and was never a 
— sergeant. Heaven sent me a marshal to Paris, and heaven be 
praised. Will you deliver my message to the Prince?” 

I just nodded, saw him to the door. Suddenly I had a new idea. 
Fouche is so sly, perhaps the whole thing is a trap, "But I don't 
know whether my husband will consider this command if it‘s with- 
out the knowledge of His Majesty,” I said. 

Fouche stood all too close to me. He must have stomach trouble, 
his breath is awful. "Don’t worry, madame, if it involves the de- 
fence of France, Marshal Bernadotte will accept the command,” 
And, very quietly, "As long as he is a Marshal of France.” 



Whereupon he kissed my hand and departed. 

That same evening Jean-Baptiste’s coach stopped before our house. 
Jean-Baptiste was accompanied only by Fernand. Fie hadn’t even 
brought his personal aides. Two days later away he went again. 
Headed for the Channel coast. 
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H Hla la Grange, near Parts, Autumn, 1 809 

1 have very little time to write anything in my diary, I spend the 
whole day with Jean-Baptiste and try to cheer him up. 

Fouche didn’t exaggerate the danger back in July. The English 
really did land on the Channel coast and took Vlissingen. Within a 
few days Jean-Baptiste accomplished a miracle. He fortified Dun- 
kerque and Antwerp so well that not only were all the English at- 
tacks beaten ofi:, but countless English soldiers and quantities of 
booty fell into his hands. But the English rallied with courage and 
dispatch and got their ships out of Dunkerque. 

This news reached the Emperor at Schonbrunn and infuriated him. 
In his absence, a minister had dared to call up the National Guard, 
and to name as supreme commander the very marshal who was under 
police supervision. At the same time Napoleon had to acknowledge 
publicly that Fouche wdth the help of Jean-Baptiste had defended 
France. Without this unanticipated mobilization and without the 
foresight of a marshal who made an array out of untrained peasant 
boys who for over ten years had never handled firearms, France 
would have been lost. 

Fouche has been elevated to the aristocracy, and is now Duke of 
Otranto. That sounds almost as romantic as Ponte Corvo and 
Fouche is about as familiar with his duchy as we are with our Italian 
principality. The Emperor of course couldn’t forgo the pleasure of 
personally designing Fouche s coat of arms: a gold column witf) a 
snake coiled around it. 


The gold column caused great mertiment, The former president 
of the Jacobin Club, who used to confiscate as anti- Republican every 
fortune he heard about, is today one of the richest men in France. 
One of his best friends is Therese TalHen’s former lover, Ouvrard. 
the arms contractor. Ouvrard is also a banker, and often goes security 
for Fouche. Under the circumstances, no one mentions the anal:e 
coiling around the column. Napoleon is indebted to his Minister of 
Police and he’s also seized this opportunity to toil liim what he 
thinks of him. 

Naturally everyone waited to see if Jeaa-Baptiste would be hon- 
oured, and perhaps given a new high command. But the Emperor 
didn’t even write him a word of thanks. 

"Why should he,^ I didn’t save France for liim,” said Jean- 
Baptiste. 

We now live in La Grange, a great big beautifui villa near Paris, 
which Jean-Baptiste has bought. He hates tire house in the rue 
d’ Anjou. Even though I had the room.s freshly papered, he says 
"shadows” lurk in every corner. 

*Ts it all right with you to put Moreau’s bust in the hall?” I asked 
cautiously when Jean-Baptiste first saw the house. 

Jean-Baptiste looked at me, "You couldn’t have found a better 
place. I want all our guests to realize as soon as they enter that we 
will never forget we live in Moreau’s former house, vStrange that you 
always anticipate my every wish, little one.” 

"Why strange? I love you.” I enjoy each single day that Jean- 
Baptiste is out of favour and we can be together c^uietly in the 
country. From Julie, of course, I hear what’s going on in the big 
outside world. 

She and Joseph have returned. The Emperor had sent jemot and 
his armies to Spain to help Joseph finally get to Madrid. Junot’.s 
army was practically annihilated by the Spanish patriots, backed by 
the English. Junot blames Joseph for this disaster because as King 
of Spain he assumed entire command and wouldn’t listen to Junot's 
advice. Things have come to a pretty pass if Joseph can command 
armies. Only to prove to Napoleon that he can fight as wxdi as "my 
little brother, the General.” 

Odd that Julie hasn’t yet seen through Joseph. 1 wonder whether 
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they would all desert Napoleon, as they did in Marseilles, if things 
svent badly for him? No, not all of them. Josephine would be loyal. 
But he will soon leave her, I hear./ The rumour is that he intends to 
divorce her. Because he hopes to found a dynastj^ with the help of 
an Austrian archduchess, a daughter of the Emperor Franz. Poor 
Josephine, she’s been unfaithful to him but she would never desert 
him. 

Yesterday we had an unexpected visitor: Count Talleyrand, Prince 
of Bepevent. The Prince called it a “neighbourly call,” and laughed. 
The duchy of Benevent lies next to Ponte Corvo. Talleyrand and we 
were presented with our small principalities at the same time. After 
Fouche, Talleyrand is the most powerful man in the service of Na- 
poleon. A year ago Talleyrand resigned as Minister of Foreign 
Affairs, presumably after a heated argument with Napoleon, during 
which Talleyrand warned against further wars. It seems, however, 
that Napoleon cannot forgo his diplomatic services, Talleyrand was 
appointed Grand Seigneur of the Empire, and is consulted before 
any important decision is made by the Ministry of Foreign Affairs. 

I’m really fond of the lame “Grand Seigneur.” He’s witty and 
charming and never talks to ladies about war and politics. I can 
hardly realize he was once a bishop. He was the first bishop to take 
the oath to the New Republic. But because he comes from an old 
aristocratic family even that wouldn’t have saved him from arrest 
by Robespierre if he hadn’t fled to America in time. A few years 
ago Napoleon forced the Pope to excommunicate Talleyrand. Na- 
poleon wanted him to marry and disapproved of his changing mis- 
tresses so often (Napoleon has become somewhat strait-laced, espe- 
cially about members of his court) . But Talleyrand always excused 
himself by saying he really couldn’t marry, he had to remain celibate. 
However, his excuses were fiinaliy of no avail and he had to marry 
his last mistress. As soon as he married her, he was never seen wdth 
her again. I would never expect this from a former bishop. FIow- 
ever that may be, this influential man was our unexpected caller 
yesterday. “Why haven’t F seen you in Paris for so long a time, dear 
Prince?” he asked. 

And Jean-Baptiste politely, “That shouldn’t surprise Your Excel- 
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lency. You may have heard that, because of my health, I am on 
leave." 

Talleyrand nodded seriously, and asked solicitously whether Jean- 
Baptiste was feeling any better. And as Jean-Baptiste rides for hours 
every day, and is very tanned, he had to admit that his Jieaith was 
considerably better. 

"Have you recently had any interesting news from abroatl.?” Tal- 
leyrand next inquired. That was a foolish cjuestion. In the lirst 
place, Talleyrand knows better than anyone else what is happening 
abroad. And secondly ... 

"Ask Fouche, he reads all my mail. Before I do," Jean-Baptiste 
said quietly. "However, I haven’t heard anything worth mention- 
ing.” 

"Not even greetings from your Swedish friends.?" 

i saw nothing peculiar in this question. Everyone knows that Jean- 
Baptiste very magnanimously sent some Swedish officers home from 
Eubeck instead of imprisoning them there. Naturally, he now and 
then gets letters from them, these people with the unpronounceable 
names. Nevertheless the question did seem to be significant, Jean- 
Baptiste looked at Talleyrand and nodded, "Yes, I’ve had greetings. 
Hasn’t Fouche shown you the letter?" 

"The erstwhile mathematics teacher is a very conscientious man 
and has naturally shown me the letter. But I wouldn’t call the greet- 
ings exactly casual. Nor on the other hand particularly promising." 

"The Swedes last March deposed their mad King Gustavus and 
proclaimed his uncle, the thirteenth Charles, King," Jean-Baptiste 
remarked. 

This began to interest me. "Really? This king destined by heaven 
to defeat the Emperor has already been deposed?" 

I got no answer. Talleyrand and Jean-Baptiste still looked each 
other straight in the eye. The silence was oppressive. "Don't you 
believe, Excellency, that this Gustavus is really mad?" said I, to break 
the silence. 

"It’s hard to be sure from here," and Talleyrand smiled at me. 
"But I’ve been told that his uncle is very important to the future of 
Sweden. This unde is old and sickly. And childisli, isn’t he, if I’m 
not mistaken, Prince?" 



"He has adopted a young relative to succeed him. Prince Chris- 
tian Augustus von Holstein-Sonderburg-Augustenburg.” 

"How easily you speak these foreign names," mused Talleyrand. 

"I lived long enough in the North to accustom myself to these 
names,” Jean-Baptiste replied, 

"Have you interested yourself in the Swedish language, my 
friend?” 

"No, Excellency, I’ve had no occasion to do so." 

"I wonder ... A year ago when you were stationed in Denmark 
with your troops, the Emperor left to your discretion the invasion 
of Sweden. I remember writing to you about it. But you were satis- 
fied just to look from Denmark across to Sweden — and do nothing. 
Why was this? I’ve wanted to ask you for some time." 

"You’ve said yourself that the Emperor left it up to me. At that 
time, he wanted to help the Tsar conquer Finland. Our help was not 
needed. It was enough, as you so rightly pointed out, Excellency, to 
look across at Sweden from Denmark." 

"And — the lookout? How did you like what you saw, dear 
friend?” 

Jean-Baptiste shrugged his shoulders. "On dear nights one can 
see the lights along the Swedish coast. But the nights were mostl) 
misty. I seldom saw the lights." 

Talleyrand leaned forward and tapped his chin speculatively with 
the gold top of the cane he always carries because of his lameness. 
Why this conversation amused him, I couldn’t imagine. "Were there 
many lights in Sweden, dear friend?” 

Jean-Baptiste cocked his head to one side and smiled. He, too, 
seemed entertained by the conversation. "No, very few lights. Swe- 
den is a poor country. A great power of day-before-yesterday." 

"Perhaps also a great power of-— tomorrow?" 

Jean-Baptiste shook his head. "Not politically. But perhaps in 
other ways. I don’t know. Every nation has potentialities if it can 
bring itself to forget its great past.” 

Talleyrand smiled. “Every man has potentialities too, if he — ^can 
forget his less influential past. We know e.xampie.s, dear Prince. ’ 

"Things have been easy for Your Excellency. You come of an 
aristocratic family, and in your youth were allowed to study many 
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subjects. Easier, far easier for you than for the examples to which 
you refer.” 

That struck home. Talleyrand suddenly stopped smiling. "I de- 
served that reprimand, my Prince,” he said quietly. "The former 
bishop olfers his apologies to the former sergeant.” Was he waiting 
for Jean-Baptiste to smile? Probably. But Jean-Baptiste leaned for- 
ward in his chair, his chin in his hand, and didn’t even look up. 

'Tm tired, Excellency,” he said, "tired of your questions, tired of 
the Police Minister’s observation, tired of suspicion. Tired, Prince of 
B&event, very tired.” 

Talleyrand immediately stood up. "Then I shall make my request 
quickly and go.” 

Jean-Baptiste had risen, too, "A request? I can’t imagine what a 
marshal, fallen into disfavour, could do for the Foreign Minister.” 

"Look here, dear Ponte Corvo: — ^it concerns Sweden. Curious co- 
incidence that we have just been talking about Sweden. ... I 
learned yesterday that the Swedish Council of State has sent some 
gentlemen to Paris to discuss the resumption of diplomatic relations 
between their country and ours. And it was to further this mission 
that the Swedes exiled their young and doubtless mad King, and put 
his decrepit and doubtless senile uncle on the throne. These gentle- 
men — I don’t know whether their names mean anything to you — a 
M. von Essen and a Count Peyron — asked after you in Paris at 
once.” 

Jean-Baptiste frowned deeply. "These names mean nothing to 
me. Nor do I know why the gentlemen asked about me.” 

"The young officers with whom you supped after the conquest of 
Liibeck spealc of you often. You are considered a friend of-—- mm — of 
the Far North, dear Ponte Corvo, And these gentlemen, in Paris as 
Sweden’s representatives, probably hope that you will say a good 
word for their country to the Emperor.” 

"As you see, people in Stockholm are ill-informed,” Jean-Baptiste 
murmured. 

"I should like to ask you to receive these gentlemen,” said Talley- 
rand evenly. 

Jean-Baptiste’s frown deepened. "Why? . Can I help these gentle- 
men with the Emperor? No. Or do you want to persuade the Em- 
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perof to ask me to interfere in foreign affairs which are none of ray 
business? I’d appreciate it, Your Excellency, if you w^ouid come right 
out vvdth what you want.” 

"It’s very simple,” Talleyrand said calmly. ”1 should like you to 
receive these Swedish gentlemen and say a few friendly words to 
them. The choice of these words I naturally leave to you. Is that 
too much to ask?” 

"I don’t think you realize what you’re asking,” said jean-Baptiste 
tunelessly. I’d never heard him speak quite like that before. 

"I shouldn’t like the Swedes to get the idea that the Emperor is at 
present not — let’s say — not availing himself of the services of one of 
his most famous marshals. It would create an impression abroad 
that the Emperor’s close associates are not in complete accord. You 
see, the reason for my request Is very simple.” 

"Too simple,” Jean-Baptiste said. "Far too simple for a diplomat 
like you. And — far too complicated for a sergeant like me.” He 
seemed troubled. "I don’t understand you. I really don’t, Excel- 
lency.” With that he put his hand on Talleyrand’s shoulder. "Do 
you mean to tell me that a former bishop is less eager to do his duty 
than a former mathematics master?” 

Talleyrand with an elegant gesture pointed his stick at his stiff 
foot "The comparison limps, Ponte Corvo. Just as I do. It’s only a 
question of to whom one feels duty-bound.” 

Then Jean-Baptiste laughed. Heartily and much too loud for a 
prince, the laugh of his young army days. "Don’t tell me that you 
feel any obligation to me. That I couldn’t believe." 

"Of course not. Allow me to think on a somewhat grander 
scale. . . . You knov/ that we former bishops really didn’t have an 
easy time during the Revolution. I escaped these perilous difficulties 
by going to America. This journey taught me to think not only of 
separate states, but of whole continents. I feel in duty bound i:u 
one continent. And that is ours, dear Ponte Corvo. To Europe as a 
whole, and naturally especially to France. I kiss your hand, beautiful 
Princess. Good-by, dear friend— -it was a very stimulating conversa- 
tion!” 

Jean-Baptiste spent all afternoon riding. In the evening he helped 
Oscar with his arithmetic and had the poor child multiplying and 
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adding until his eyes ached, and I tried to carry my tired youngster 
off to bed. But Oscar has grown so, much I can’t carry him any more. 
... We didn’t mention Talleyrand’s visit again, because before 
we went to bed we had an argument over Fernand. Jean -Baptiste 
.said, "Fernand complains that you are too open-handed with tips. 
He says you give him money every few minutes." 

"You told me your own self that we're rich now and I don’t have 
to be so economical. And if I want to give pleasure to Fernaiul, 
your old school friend, truest of the true, why should he complain 
to you behind my back that I’m extravagant.^’’ 

"No more tips. Fernand gets a monthly salar}' from Fouche, and 
so earns more than enough,’’ 

"What — ’’ I was dumfounded. "Has Fernand given you some- 
thing to make you tipsy?” 

"Little girl, Fouche asked Fernand to keep an eye on me, and 
Fernand accepted because he thought it would be silly to lose the 
money. But he came right to me and told me how much Fouche is 
paying him, and suggested that I give him that much less, .Fernand 
■ is the most decent fellow under the sun.” 

"And what does he tell the Minister of Police about you?” 

"Every day there’s something to report. Today, for instance, I 
helped Oscar with his arithmetic. Very interesting for the former 
mathematics master. Yesterday , . ,” 

"Yesterday you wrote to Mme Recamier and I don’t like it.” We 
were off on a familiar theme. 

So we spoke no more of 'falleyrand. 


Pam, December 16, 1809 

It was horrible. 

Painful and embarrassing for ail who had to be there. I’he Em- 
peror ordered his entire family, his government, hi.s court, and his 
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marshals to assemble. In their presence he yesterday divorced 
Josephine, 

For the iirst time in ages Jean-Baptiste and I were asked to appear 
at the Tuiieries. We were to be in the throne room at eleven o’clock 
in the morning. At half -past ten I was still in bed. I had decided 
that come what might, I would not move from my pillow. It was a 
cold, grey day. I closed my eyes and pretended to be asleep. Come 
what might ... 

"What does this mean.? Still in bed.?” Jean-Baptiste’ s voice. I 
opened my eyes and saw the dress uniform. The high gold-embroid- 
ered collar gleamed, the stars of his orders shone. 

'Tve caught cold. Apologize for me to the Master of Ceremo- 
nies.” 

“Like before the Coronation. The Emperor will send you his 
personal physician. Get up at once and get ready. We’re already 
late.” 

'T don’t think the Emperor wdll send his personal physician this 
time.” I w-’asn’t worried. "Josephine might happen to look up as 
she reads out her consent to the divorce. And she might see me. 
I think the Emperor would at least want to spare her that,” I looked 
at Jean-Baptiste imploringly. "Don’t you understand? This — this 
hateful, this horrible cheap triumph I simply cannot bear.” 

Jean-Baptiste nodded, "Stay in bed, little one, you have a bad 
cold, And take care of yourself,” 

I looked up as the blue velvet cape, hanging in deep folds from his 
shoulders, disappeared. Then I closed rny eyes again. When eleven 
o’clock struck, I pulled the quilt up to ray chin. I, too, shall grow 
older, I thought, witii wrinkles around my eyes, and no longer able 
to bear children. ... In spite of the eiderdown I was chilly. I 
called Marie and asked for some hot milk. I felt as though I might 
really have a cold. She brought the milk, sat down on my bed, and 
held my hand. Before the clock struck twelve, Jean-Baptiste was 
hack, and Julie came wdth him. 

Jean-Baptiste promptly loosened his high embroidered collar and 
muttered, "The most painful scene I have ever witnessed. The 
Emperor expects too much from his marshals.” With that he left 
my bedroom. Marie follow^ed, because Julie liad come in. Marie 
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has never forgiven Julie. She is always horrid to her, though Julie 
is now a queen without a country. The Spaniards have thrown King 
Joseph out for good. But no one in Paris dares say so. 

Julie told me what had happened. "We all had to stand in the 
throne room,” she said. "Each person was assigned a place according 
to rank. We — I mean the Imperial family—were close to the 
thrones. The Emperor and the Empress came in together, behimi 
them the Grand Chancellor and Count Regnaud. Count Regnaud 
remained close to the Empress, The Empress wore white as usual. 
And she had powdered herself pale. Exactly right for a martyr , . 

"Julie, don’t be so unkind, it must have been terrible for her.” 

"Of course it was. But I never did like her; I can never forgive 
her on your account for . . .” 

“She had never even heard of me, and it wasn’t her fault,” I said 
quidcly. "And what happened next.?’’ 

"It was deathly still. The Emperor began to read a document. 
Something about the dear Lord alone knowing how hard this step 
was for him, but that no sacrifice was too great if made for the sake 

of France And that Josephine, for thirteen years, had made his 

life beautiful, that he had crowned her with his own hands, and that 
she was always to keep the title of an Empress of the French.” 

"What did he look like while he was reading?” 

"You know how he always looks at official functions. Carved in 
stone. Talleyrand calls it his 'Caesar mask.’ He’d put on the mask 
of Caesar and read so fast it was difficult to follow. He wanted it 
over with as quickly as possible.” 

"And then what happened?” 

"That’s when it got so dreadfully painful. Someone handed the 
Empress a document, and she began to read aloud. At first her voice 
was so low that no one could hear a word. Suddenly she burst into 
tears, and handed Regnaud the sheet. He had to read it for her. It 
was an awful moment ...” 

" What did her document say.?” 

"That, with the permission of her beloved husband, she hereby 
declared she could bear no more children. And that, for the sake of 
France, the greatest sacrifice was being demanded of her that any 
woman would ever be asked to make. That she thanked Napoleon 
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for his goodness, and is convinced that this divorce is necessary so 
that France can someday be ruled by direct descendants of the Em- 
peror, Bat the dissolution of her marriage could in no way change 
the dictates of her heart. . . , Regnaud read ail this about as pas- 
sionately as though he were, reading a prescription. And ail the 
time she was sobbing her heart out. . . .” 

"And afterward?” 

"Afterward all of us, members of the family, went to the Em- 
peror’s large study. Napoleon and the Empress signed the divorce 
decree and then we signed as witnesses. Hortense and Eugene led 
their weeping mother away, and Jerome said, 'I’m hungry.’ The 
Emperor looked at him as though he’d enjoy boxing his ears in front ' 
of us ail. But he only turned around and said, 'I believe that a 
luncheon has been prepared for my family in the great hall. I beg 
you to excuse me.’ Whereupon he disappeared and the others all 
rushed to the buffet. That’s when I saw Jean-Baptiste leaving. 
Naturally I asked where you were. He told me you were sick and I 
came home with him^ — ” Julie paused. 

"Your crown is crooked, Julie.” As always on official occasions she 
wears a tiara in the shape of a crown, and as always it was on a slant. 
She sat down at my dressing table, tidied her hair, powdered her 
nose, and chattered on, "Tomorrow morning she leaves the Tuileries 
and goes to Maimaison. The Emperor has given her Malmaison and 
paid all her debts. Be.sides, she’s to get an annual pension of three 
million francs; two million must be paid by the State, and one mil- 
lion by the Emperor. Napoleon has also given her two hundred 
thousand francs for the new plants she has already ordered for Mal- 
maison, and four hundred thousand francs for the ruby necklace a 
jeweller is making for her.” 

"Will Hortense go with her to Malmaison?” 

"She will probably drive with her there tomorrow. But Hortense 
is keeping her apartments in the Tuileries.” 

"And Josephine’s son?” 

"Eugene will continue as Viceroy of Italy. It seems he asked to 
resign, but the Emperor didn’t let him go. After all, he adopted 
Josephine’s children long ago. And imagine, Hortense still believes 
that her oldest son will be heir to the throne. She’s furious. The 



I-iapshurg Princess, whom the Emperor is marrying, is. eighteen years 
old, and will have masses of princes. The Hapsburgs are so horribly 
prolific, . , Julie stood up. "I must go now, dear.” 

"Where?” 

"Back to the Tuileries. The Bonapartes wouldn’t like it it 1 didn't 
celebrate with them.” She put her crown on straight. ”Ali revolt, 
Desiree, get v^ell soon.” 

I lay a long time wdth my eyes closed. A Bonaparte is not a suit- 
able match — for one of Francois Clary’s daughters. Julie is used to 
the Bonapartes and their crowns. She’s changed a great deal. How 
very much she’s changed! Am I to blame? I brought the Bonapartes 
to our home. To the home of honest, simple Citizen Clary. Papa, I 
never knew, Fve thought so often, I never dreamed it would be like 
this, 

A small table was set up by my bed. jean-Baptiste wished to dine 
with his sick wife. I was told to .stay in bed ail day, and went to 
sleep very early. So I had quite a shock when Marie and Mme la 
Flotte suddenly appeared at my bedside. "Queen Hortense begs to 
be received,” 

"Now? What time is it?” I was utterly confused, 

"Two o’clock in the morning.” 

"What does she want? Didn’t you tell her Fm .sick, Mme la 
Flotte?” 

La Flotte’s voice cracked, she was so excited. "Of course. But 
the Queen of Holland won’t be turned away. She asks you to see her 
regardless.” 

"Sh — not so loud. You’ll wake up the whole house.” J rubbed 
the sleep out of my eyes. 

"The Queen of Holland is very upset and weeping,” La Flotte 
informed me. She wore a very expensive dressing gown, the sleeve.-^ 
adorned with ermine. Perhaps Fouche pays her tailor's bills, shot 
through my mind, 

"Marie, give the Queen of Holland a cup of hot chocolate; that’ll 
calm her down,” I said. "Mme la Flotte, tell the Queen that Fm not 
feeling well enough to receive her.” 

"Yvette has already prepared chocolate for the Queen,” said 
Marie, and pulled the dark woollen coat she’d flung over her peasant- 
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like linen nightshirt together at her neck. “And you get up now. 
I have told the Queen you will receive her right away. Come, I’ll 
help you, don’t keep her waiting, she~is crying.” 

“Tell Her Majesty I’ll hurry,” I said to La Flotte. 

Marie brought me a plain blue dress. "Better get properly 
dressed,” she declared. "She will ask you to go with her.” 

"Where?” 

"Get dressed, you’re probably needed in the Tuileries,” Marie said 
firmly. 

"Princess, my mother sent me to ask you to have pity, and to 
come to her at once,” Hortense wept when we met. Tears streamed 
down both sides of her long nose, her nose was red from crying, and 
pale blonde locks of hair fell over her forehead. 

"I can’t help your mother,” I said, sitting down beside her. 

"That’s what I told Mama but she insisted that I ask you.” 

"Me?” I was really astonished. 

"Yes, only you. I don’t know why either — ” sobbed Hortense into 
her chocolate cup. 

"And now — in the middle of the night?” 

"The Empress can’t get to sleep,” Hortense moaned. "And she 
won’t see anyone — Just you.” 

"All right, I’ll drive there with you, madame,” I sighed. Marie 
was already at the door, holding out my hat, coat, and muff. 

The Empress' apartments were only dimly lighted. Shadows 
danced, I bumped into furniture. But when Plortense opened the 
door to Her Majesty’s bedroom the light nearly blinded us. 

On every table, on the mantelpiece, even on the floor stood can- 
dlesticks. Wide-open, half-packed trunks gaped at us. Everywhere 
lay clothes, hats, gloves, robes of state, and negligees in wild dis- 
order. Someone had been rummaging in a jewel box, A diamond 
tiara glittered under an armchair. The Empress was alone. She lay 
with outstretched arms on the wide bed, her thin shoulders shook 
convulsively as she sobbed into the pillow. We could hear hushed 
women’s voices from the next room. Probably they were packing in 
the dressing room. Josephine, however, was all alone. 

"Mama, I’ve brought the Princess Ponte Corvo,” said Hortense. 

Josephine didn’t stir. She just dug her fingernails deeper into the 
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silk coverlet. "Mama/’ Hortense repeated, "the Pnnces.s Ponte 
Corvo.’’ 

With quick decisive steps I went over to the bed. Grabbed the 
shoulders shaking with sobs and turned Josephine over. Now she 
lay on her back, staring at me with swollen eyes. She’s become an 
old woman, I realised with a start. In this one night she’s become 
an old woman. ... 

"Desiree — ’’ Her lips moved. Then fre.sh tears started. Un- 
checked, they streamed down her lyirouged cheeks. I sat on the side 
of the bed and tried to take her hands in mine. She twined her 
fingers around mine immediately. Her pale mouth was half -open, 
I saw gaps in her teeth; her cheeks were crinkly as tissue paper. She’d 
cried away her enamel make-up so I saw the large pores. Her child- 
like curls were very loose and damp on her temples. And the chin, 
her girlish, utterly charming and somewhat pointed chin had gone 
slack, showing the beginning of a double chin. Pitilessly the many 
candles bathed her poor face in uncompromising light. Had Napo- 
leon ever seen her not carefully made up? "I’ve been trying to 
pack," wept Josephine, 

"Your Majesty needs sleep above everything," 1 said. And to 
Hortense, "Blow out all these candles, madame." Horten.se obeyed, 
slipping like a shadow from light to light. Finally only a very small 
night light flickered, Josephine’s tears dried up. Short, hard sob.s 
shook her. It was worse than the weeping. "Your Majesty must go 
to sleep," I repeated, trying to get up. 

But she wouldn't let me go. "You must stay with me tonight, 
Desiree,” her lips trembled, "You know best how much he loves me 
— as he loves no one else, doesn’t he? Only me, only me . . . . " 

So that’s why she wanted to see me. Because I know better than 
anyone else how much he loves her. If only I could help hef . . . 
"Yes, only you, madame. When he met you, he forgot everyone else. 
Me, for example. Madame remembers?" 

An amused smile played around her mouth, "You threw .i cham- 
pagne glass at me. The spots could never be removed. It was a dress 
of transparent muslin, white with a red glow— and I had made you 
very unhappy, little Desiree. Forgive me, I didn’t mean to." 
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I stroked her hand and let her go on about earlier times. Ho\\' 
old was she then? Not much older than l am today. 

"Mama, you’ll like it at Malmaison. You’ve always considered 
Malmaison your real home,” from Hortense. 

Josephine winced. Who’d interrupted her memories? Oh, yes, 
her daughter. "Hortense is staying in the Tuiieries,” Josephine re- 
marked, trying to catch my eye. The amused smile had gone, she 
looked old and tired. "Hortense still hopes Napoleon will name 
one of her sons his successor. I should never have permitted her 
marriage to one of his brothers. The child has had so little out of 
life — a husband she hates and a stepfather whom she . . 

"—whom she loves,” Josephine would have said. She never got 
that far. With a hoarse scream Hortense flung herself at the wide 
bed. I pushed her back. Was she going to strike her mother? Hor- 
tense began to sob helplessly. This just couldn’t go on, I thought. 
Hortense was weeping already and the Empress would soon tune up 
again. "Elortense, get up immediately and pull yourself together.” I 
had absolutely no right to order around the Queen of Holland, but 
the Queen obeyed instantly. "Your mother must rest. And you, too. 
When does lier Majesty leave for Malmaison?” 

"Bonaparte wants me to drive there early in the morning,” Jos- 
ephine whispered. "He has already told the workmen that my rooms 
— The rest of her sentence got drowned out with sobs. 

I turned to Hortense. "Didn’t Dr. Corvisart leave a sleeping 
draught for Eler Majesty?” 

"Of course. But Mama won’t take it. Mama’s afraid someone 
will poison her.” 

1 looked at Josephine. She lay on her back again, and the tears 
were flowing down her swollen face. "He’s always known I couldn’t 
have another child,” she moaned. "I told him so. Because once I 
was pregnant and Barras — ” She stopped, then suddenly shrieked, 
"And that fool of a doctor B.arras sent me to ruined me. Ruined, 
ruined — ” 

"Hortense, ask someone to bring a cup of hot tea immediately. 
And then get some rest yourself. I’ll stay here until Her Majesty is 
asleep. Where is the sleeping draught?” 

Hortense fumbled among the bottles and jars on the dressing 
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table and finaliy handed me a small bottle, "Five drops, Dr. Cor- 
visart said.” 

"Thank you. And good night, madame." 

1 took ofi Josephine’s aumpled white dress, slipped the gold san- 
dals from her tiny feet, and covered her up. A maid brought in 
the tea. I took the cup and sent her right away. Then I carefully 
dripped the contents of the bottle into the tea. There were six drops; 
all the better, I decided. Josephine sat up obediently and drank in 
thirsty, greedy gulps. "Like everything else in my life — very sweet, 
with a bitter aftertaste.” She smiled and reminded me of the Jos- 
ephine I’d always known before. Then she fell back into the 
cushions. "You weren’t there this morning — for the ofl&cial cere- 
mony,” she said drowsily. 

"No, I thought you’d prefer me not to be.” 

"I did.” A brief pause. She breathed more regularly. "You and 
Lucien are the only Bonapartes who weren’t there.” 

"I’m no Bonaparte,” I said. "My sister Julie is married to Joseph. 
That’s as far as the relationship goes.” 

"Don’t desert him, Desiree!” 

"Who, Your Majesty?” 

"Bonaparte,” 

The drops had apparently confused her. But they were calming 
her. I stroked her hand slowly and, without thinking, stroked a hand 
with swollen veins, the hand of a delicate aging woman. . . . 

"When he loses his power — ’and why shouldn’t he lose it? — all the 
men I’ve ever known have lost their power, some even their heads, 
like my late husband De Beauharnais. When he lo.ses his power — ” 
Her eyes closed. I let go her hand. "Stay with me — I’m fright- 
ened-— ”■ 

"I’ll sit down in the next room and wait until Your Majesty wake.s 
up. Then I’ll accompany Your Majesty to Malmaison,” 

"Yes, to Malmai — ” 

She \va.s asleep. I blew out the candle and went into the next 
room. There it was pitch dark. All the candles had burned out, 1 
groped my way over to the window and pulled the heavy curtains 
apart. A gloomy winter morning dawned. By its faint light I found 
a deep comfortable chair. I was dead tired, and my head throbbed as 
306 



if it would burst. 1 took off my shoes, tucked my Jegs under me, and 
tried to sleep. The maid seemed to have finally finished packing. All 
was quiet. 

Suddenly I sat up. Someone was coming. The light of the candle 
was reflected on the walls. Spurs jingled. The candlestick was on 
the mantelpiece. I tried to look over the high back of my chair. 
Who entered the bedroom of the Empress without knocking.^ 

He. Naturally — he. 

He stood in front of the mantelpiece, peering round the room. 
Involuntarily I stirred. He looked quickly toward my chair. "Is 
someone here.?” 

"Only me, Sire.” 

”Who is 'me’?” He sounded angry. 

"The Princess of Ponte Corvo,” I stammered, trying to get my 
legs out from underneath me so that I could sit up and find my 
shoes. But my feet had gone to sleep and prickled something awful. 

"The Princess of Ponte Corvo?” Incredulously he came closer. 

"I beg Your Majesty’s pardon, my feet have gone to sleep under 
me — I can’t find my shoes — just a minute please ...” I stammered 
on. Finally I found my shoes, stood up and sank down into a deep 
curtsy. 

"Tell me, Princess, what are you doing here at this hour?” asked 
Napoleon. 

"I wonder myself, Sire,” I said, rubbing my eyes. He took my 
hand and driinlc with sleep I steadied myself. "Her Majesty asked 
me to stay with her tonight. Her Majesty has at last gone to sleep,” 
I whispered. Because he said nothing I felt I disturbed him, I con- 
tinued, 'Td better leave and not disturb Your Majesty here. If 1 
only knew how to get out — of this place. 1 mustn’t rouse the 
Empress,” 

"You don’t disturb me, Eugenie, sit down again.” 

It was already lighter. The grey, faint light of dawn picked up 
the furniture, the paintings, the pale-striped tapestries on the walls. 
I sat down again and tried to wake up a little more. 

"I couldn’t sleep, of course,” he said, apropos of nothing. "1 
wanted to bid farewell to this salon. Tomorrow — this morning the 
workmen come.” 
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1 nodded. It was very embarrassing for me to have to be here at 
this farewell . . . "Look, there she is, don’t you think she is beauti- 
ful, Eugenie?" 

He held out a snuffbox on which a miniature was painted, 
considered it and went quickly back to the mantelpiece, fetched a 
candlestick and held the portrait under the flickering yellow light. 
I saw a young girl’s round face with porcelain-blue eyes and very 
rosy cheeks. Above all a very rosy face. “It’s hard to judge these 
snufbox miniatures," I said. "They all look alike to me." 

“Marie Louise of Austria is very beautiful, I’m told," He opened 
the box, held some snuff to his nose, took a deep breath, and pressed 
his handkerchief over his face- — the very elegant and studied gesture 
of snuff-users. Handkerchief and portrait disappeared into his 
trouser pocket. He stared at me intently. “I still don’t understand, 
Princess, how' you happen to be here." Since he wouldn’t stay sitting, 
I tried again to stand up. He shoved me back into my armchair, 
“You’re exhausted, Eugenie, I can tell. But what are you doing 
here?” 

“The Empress wanted to see me. 1 reminded Her Majesty—’’ I 
swaliow’ed, it w'as so difficult to explain to him, “I reminded Her 
Majesty of the afternoon on wffiich she became engaged to' ’General 
Bonaparte. It was a very happy time in the life of Her Majesty." 

He nodded, and sat dowm unceremoniously on the arm of my 
chair. “Yes, it was a happy time in the life of Her Majesty. And 
in yours, Princess?” 

“I w'as very unhappy, Sire. But it’s so long ago and long since 
healed," I replied. I was so tired and so cold that I forgot w'ho 
was sitting beside me. When my head dropped to one side and onto 
his arm, I w^as startled, “I beg Your Majesty’s pardon." 

"Let your head stay, then at least I won’t be S(j alone," He tried 
to put his arm around my shoulder and to draw me to him. But 1 
made myself stiff and leaned my head against the back of the chair. 
"I’ve been ve.t'y happy here, Eugenie." I never moved. 

"The Hapsburgs are one of the oldest ruling families in the 
world, did you know?" he announced. “An Archduchess of Austria 
is worthy of the Emperor of the French,” I sat up straight because 
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I wanted to see his face. Was he serious? That a Kapsburg princess 
is good enough for the son of the Corsican lawyer Bonaparte? « 

Again he stared off into space. Then he asked, “Can you waltz?” 

I nodded. “Can you show me? Everyone in Austria waltzes, I heard 
in Vienna. But back there in Schonbrunn I had no time to tr}^ Show 
me how they waltz.” 

"Not now, not — here.” 

His face was distorted. "Now. And here.” 

Horrified, I pointed to the door of Jo.sephine’s bedroom. “Sire, 
you’ll wake her.” ;; 

He did not give in. Just lowered his voice, “Show me! At once! 

This is a command, Princess.” 

I rose. “It’s difficult without music,” I said. Then I began to ; 

revolve slowly. "One, two, three, and one, two, three — that’s how t 

one waltzes, Your Majesty.” I 

But he wasn’t w'atching me. He still sat on the arm of the chair, I 

staring into space. | 

"And one, two, three — and one, two, three — ” I said a little | 

louder. 'J 

He looked up. His heavy face looked grey and puffy in the | 

early light. “I was so happy with her, Eug&ie.” i 

“Is it — necessary, Your Majesty?” 

“I can’t make war on three fronts at the same time. In the south f 

I must c]uell riots, I must defend the Channel coast, and Austria. ...” 

Fie gnawed his lower lip. "Austria will make peace if the 
Emperor’s daughter is married to me. My friend, the Russian Tsar 
is arming, dear Princess. And with my friend, the Tsar of Russia, I 

can cope only when Austria is finally pacified. She will be my 

hostage, my sweet eighteen-year-old hostage — ” He took out the 
snuffbox again and gazed with considerable relish at the rosy por- 
trait. Fie got up suddenly and surveyed the room again. “So it used 
to be like this,” he murmured as though he wanted to impress on 
his memory forever the stripes in the tapestries on the wall and the 
shape of the lovely sofa. As he turned to leave, I curtsied low. He s 

put his hand gently on my head arid stroked my hair absent-mindedly. i: 

“Can I do anything for you, dear Princess?” 
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"Yes, if Your Majesty would be kind enough to send up some 
breakfast. Strong coffee, if possible.” 

He laughed. It sounded young, awakening memories, Then he 
cjLiickiy left the salon in rapid strides. His spurs clanking. 

At nine o'clock in the morning I e.scorted the Empress through 
the back door to the Tuileries. Her carriage awaited us. She wore 
one of the three magnificent sables the Emperor brought back frt)m 
Erfurt as gifts from the Tsar. The second the Emperor had draped 
around Paulette’s shoulders, but no one knew what had become of 
the third. Josephine was very carefully rouged and thickly pow- 
dered under her eyes. Her face looked quite sweet and only a little 
jaded, I hurried her down the stairs. Hortense was already waiting 
in the carriage, 

'Td expected Bonaparte would bid me farewell," said Josephine 
softly, leaning forward a little to see the rows of windows in the 
Tuileries. The carriage started up. Behind every window there were 
curious faces, 

"The Emperor rode to Versailles very early this morning. He's 
spending a few days with his mother," Hortense said, 

All the way to Malmaison, not another word was said. 


Piiris, enti of June, 1810 

Siie looks, unfortunately, just like a sausage, 

The new Empress, that is. The wedding festivities are over, and 
the Emperor spent five million francs without batting an eye to 
redecorate Marie Louise’s apartments in the Tuileries. First, Marshal 
Berthier was sent to Vienna in March: as matchmaker, llien came 
the proxy wedding in Vienna, at which the Emperor had the bride's 
uncle, Archduke Charles, whom Napoleon had once defeated at 
Aspern, stand in his stead. Finally, Caroline was dispatched to the 
frontier to welcome the Emperor’s bride. Near Courcelles, the ladies’ 



carriage was halted by two unknown horsemen. It was raining cats 
and dogs; the two strangers tore open the coach door and flung them- 
selves in. Marie Louise naturally screamed, but Caroline calmed her 
down. "It’s only your bridegroom, the Emperor, dear sister-in-law — 
and my husband, the considerate Murat.” 

They spent the night in the palace at Corapiegne and next morn- 
ing Napoleon breakfasted at Marie Louise’s bedside. When Uncle 
Fesch married the Imperial couple in Paris, the wedding night had 
long been over. 

During the first month, the Empress was not permitted to hold 
any big receptions. For some reason or other, Napoleon feels that 
women conceive more readily if they don’t exert themselves. At 
least, that’s his theory by day. But finally the receptions could no 
longer be postponed, and yesterday, along with all the other mar- 
shals, generals, ambassadors, dignitaries, and noble and ignoble 
princes, we were summoned to the Tuileries to be presented to the 
new Empress. 

It was exactly as it had been — last time. The great ballroom, the 
thousand candles, the crowd of uniforms, court gowns with long 
trains over which people stumbled. Striking up of “La Marseillaise,’’ 
flinging open of the folding doors, entrance of the Emperor and 
Empress. 

In Austria it’s apparently customary for youthful brides to wear 
pink. Marie Louise had been squeezed into a tight-fitting pink satin 
gown, hung ail over with diamonds. She is much taller than the 
Emperor, and, in spite of her youth, she has plenty of bosom, wdiich 
she obviously straps in. Her face is pink, too, and very full, and 
she uses almost no make-up. She looks very natural next to the 
painted court ladies, but a little more powder on her shiny nose and 
red cheeks wouldn’t have hurt. Her eyes are pale blue, large, and 
somewhat protuberant. Her hair is lovely, golden brown, very 
thick, and artfully arranged. Did anyone else remember Josephine’s 
downy-soft childlike curls.^ 

Marie Louise smiled incessantly. Without any noticeable effort. 
But then she’s the daughter of a genuine Emperor and probably’s 
been brought up to smile at two thousand people all at once. She 
watched her father’s armies march off to fight against Napoleon and 



lived through the occupation o£ Vienna. She must have hated the 
Emperor from childhood, but her father made her marry him. At 
Compiegne he was a stranger and insensitive to the feelings of a 
young girl brought up by elderly governesses in a palace. . . . 

The Emperor and Empress stood before us. I curtsied. "And this 
is the Princess of Ponte Corvo, my brother Joseph’s si.ster-in-]a\v." 
Napoleon sounded bored. "The Prince of Ponte Corvo is a marsiiaJ 
of France," 

I kissed her jasmine-scented glove. I could have sworn she 
would prefer jasmine to all other scents. Her pale-blue eyes met 
mine. They were like porcelain, and they didn’t smile. 

When the Imperial couple had taken their places on their thrones, 
the orchestra played a Viennese waltz. Julie came over to me. 
"Charming — ’’ she whispered, examining my new dress critically. 
She wore purple velvet and the crown jewels of Spain. Naturally 
her crown sat on the bias. "My feet hurt," she complained, "Come 
on, let’s go sit down in the next room." 

At the door I humped into Hortense. She now wears white, 
her mother used to. Hortense was v\'ith Couth Flahault, her 
equerry, and gazing deep into liis eyes. Julie made for a sofa and 
straightened her crown. We thirstily lapped up the champagne some- 
one brought us. 

"Do you suppose she realizes her aunt once lived here in the 
Tuileries.^" I’d suddenly remembered it myself, 

Julie looked startled, "Now, really, in this Emperor's entire court 
you’ll find no one who had an aunt who ever lived in the Tuilerics." 

. "Yes, the new Empress, She is the great-niece of Queen Marie 
Antoinette.’’ 

"Queen Mane Antoinette," said Julie, and her eyes opened wide. 

"Yes, Julie Clary, also a queen. A toast, my dear, and don’t 
think about her,’’ I drank to her. Marie Louise has many reasons 
for hating us, I thought. "Tell me, does the Empress always sinile.^"’ 
I asked Julie, who had already seen her new sister-in-lav' several 
•'.times..'" 

"Always." Julie nodded seriously. "And I shall train my daugh- 
ters always to smile, too. Real princesses never stop smiling.” 

A bittersweet, sophisticated perfume drifted by — Paulette. vShe 


put her arm around my shoulder. '‘The Emperor has decided Marie 
Louise is pregnant.” Paulette shook with laughter. 

"Since when.?” Julie asked excitedly, 

"Since yesterday.” The exotic perfume wafted away. 

Julie stood up, "I must go back to the throne room. The Em- 
peror wants the members of his family near the thrones,” she an- 
nounced solemnly. 

My eyes sought Jean-Baptiste. He was leaning against a window, 
watching the crowd indifferently. I went over to him. "Can we go 
home soon.?” He nodded and took my arm. Suddenly Talleyrand 
barred our way. 

"I’ve been looking for you, dear Prince. These gentlemen have 
asked me to present them to you.” Behind him stood several enor- 
mously tail officers in foreign uniforms. Dark blue, with blue and 
yellow sashes. 

"Count Brahe, a member of the Swedish Embassy. Colonel Wrede, 
who has recently arrived to convey to the Emperor on the occasion 
of his marriage the felicitations of His Majesty the King of Sweden. 
And Lieut. Baron Karl Otto Morner, who arrived here from Stock- 
holm this morning with tragic news. He is, by the way, dear Prince, 
a cousin of the Morner who was once your prisoner in Liibeck. You 
still remember him.?” 

"We continue to correspond,” said Jean-Baptiste quietly, glancing 
from one to the other of the Swedes. "You are one of the leaders of 
the so-called Unionist Party in Sweden, are you not, Colonel Wrede?” 

The tall man bowed. Talleyrand turned to me. "You see, dear 
Princess, how well informed your husband is about the situation in 
the North. The Unionist Party is striving for a union between 
Norway and Sweden.” 

A polite smile played around Jean-Baptiste’s mouth. He still held 
my arm. Lie looked contemplatively at Morner. The dark-haired, 
undersized man, with his hair slicked back from his forehead and 
temples, caught his eye. "I am here on a tragic mission, Prince,” 
Morner said in fluent but rather harsh French. "I bring the news 
that the Swedish heir to the throne. His Royal Highness, Prince 
Christian Augustus of Augustenburg, has been killed in an accident.” 

Jean-Baptiste’s fingers dug suddenly and so painfully into my arm 



I wanted to scream. Only for a fraction of a second. "How terrible," 
he said calmly. "I extend my sincere sympathy to you gentlemen." 

There was a pause. A few measures of the waltz drifted in. Why 
don’t we leave.? It has nothing at all to do with us. Now the chikh 
less Swedish King must simply look for another successor. Let’s go 
home. 

"Has a successor to the late heir already been cho.sen?’’ Talleyrand 
•isked. He sounded casual, polite, interested. 

I happened to look at Morner. How odd: he kept staring at 
jean-Baptiste with a peculiar expression. As though he wanted to 
work some thought-transference on Jean-Baptiste. What can they 
possibly want of my husband,? He can’t bring their dead Augusten- 
burg back to life. The accident is no concern of his. We have 
enough troubles of our own; we’re in disfavour here in Paris. 1 
looked at the tali Colonel with the blue and yellow sash, this Wrede 
Of some such name. He, too, was watching Jean-Baptiste, Finally 
the short man, the Baron Morner, said, "On the twenty-first of 
August, the Swedish Parliament will meet to decide on a succes.soi 
to the throne." 

Another incomprehensible pau.st. 

"I fear we must take leave of these Swedish gentlemen, jean-Bap- 
tiste,’’ I said. The officers promptly bowed. 

"I beg of you again to express my sympathy to the King ol 
Sweden, and tell him how deeply I mourn with him and hi.s people," 
Jean-Baptiste said. 

"Is that the only me.ssage.?’’ Morner burst out, 

Jean-Baptiste, already turning to go, looked again tmst at one and 
then the other. Finally he considered the young Count Brahe, wlio 
couldn’t have been more than nineteen years old. 

"Count Brahe, I believe you belong to one of the most di.s- 
tinguished families in Sweden. And so I ask you to remind youj 
friends and fellow officers that I was not always Prince of Ponte 
Chrvo and also not always a marshal of France, In your aristocratic 
circles I would be called a former Jacobin general. And I began as a 
simple sergeant. In a word — a parvenu. I a.sk you to remember this, 
so that you — ’ he took a deep breath, again his fingers clutched 
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painfully at my arm — "so that you will not reproach me later." And 
very hastily, "Farewell, gentlemen," 

We met Talleyrand a second time that evening in a most remark- 
able way. By chance his carriage stopped next to ours in front of the 
Tuileries. Just as we were getting in, I saw him limping up to Jean- 
Baptiste. 

"Dear Prince,” he said, "the gift of speech was given man to 
conceal his thoughts. But you, my friend, make no use of this gift. 
No one could truly maintain that you concealed your thoughts from 
the Swedes.” 

“Must I then remind a former bishop that it is written in the 
Bible; 'But let your communication be, Yea, yea; Nay, nay; for 
whatsoever is more than these cometh of evil!’ ” 

Talleyrand bit his lips. "I never knew you were a wit, Prince," 
he murmured. "You amaze me." 

Jean-Baptiste laughed aloud. "Don’t overrate the modest witti- 
cisms of a sergeant who used to sit around a campfire with his com- 
rades,” Suddenly he was .serious. "Have the Swedish officers told 
you what member of the Swedish Royal House has been proposed as 
heir to the throne?" 

"The brother-in-law of the deceased heir, the King of Denmark, 
is one candidate.” 

Jean-Baptiste nodded. "And who else?" 

"The younger brother of the lad who was killed, the Duke of 
Augustenburg. Also, the former King, who now lives in exile in 
Switzerland, has a son. But as the father is considered mad, no one 
expects much of the son. So, we shall see. The Swedish Parliament 
will be convened. The people can decide for themselves. Good 
night, dear friend.” 

"Good night, Your Excellency." 

Back home, Jean-Baptiste rushed right to his dressing room and 
tore open his high richly embroidered collar. "I've told you for years 
you should have your collars made larger, the marshal’s uniform is 
too .small for you." 

"Too small," he muttered. "My dear, innocent little girl, who 
never knows what she’s saying. Yes, much too small.” Without 
paying any more attention to me he marched oli to his bedroom'. 



I’m writing, because 1 can’t sleep. And 1 can’t sleep because I am 
worried. Very worried about something that’s about to happen and 
that I can’t run away from. JeamBaptiste, don’t you hear me, I am 
really anxious. ... 
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OUR LADY OF PEACE 





Paris, September, 1810 


Someone shone a light in my face, “Get up at once, Desiree, and 
dress quickly!" 

Jean-Baptiste stood with a candlestick by my bed. Then he put 
.down the candle, and began to button the tunic of his marshal’s 
uniform, 

“Have you gone mad, Jean-Baptiste.^ It’s still night,’’ 

“Hurry, I’ve had Oscar waked, too, I want the child to be 
present,” 

Voices and footsteps sounded on the ground floor, Yvette shuflled 
in. In her haste she’d pulled her maid’s dress over her nightgown. 
It was one of my discarded nightgowns and it trailed after her 
across the door. “Hurry, please. Help the Princess,” impatiently 
from Jean-Baptiste. 

“Has something happened?” I demanded. 

"Yes — and no. You’ll hear it all yourself. Just hurry now.” 

“What shall I wear?" I asked, completely distraught. 

“The most beautiful dress you own. The most fashionable, the 
most expensive, do you understand?” 

“No, I understand nothing.” I was angry. "Yvette, bring me the 
yellow silk, the one I wore at court the other day. Will you ne^-er 
tell me, Jean-Baptiste — ” 

But he had already left my room. With flying fingers I fixed 
my hair. 



'The tiara, Princess?" Yvette asked. 

"Yes, the tiara,” I said indignantly. "Bring me my jewel box.” 
ni wear everything I own. If no one will tell me what's going on, 
how can I tell what to wear. And the child awake, in the middle 
of the night ... 

"Are you ready at last, Desiree?” 

"If you don’t tell me, Jean-Baptiste ..." 

" A touch of rouge on the lips," Yvette whispered, 

In the dressing table mirror, my sleepy face yawned at me, 
"Rouge, powder, quick, Yvette." 

"Come on, Desiree! We can’t keep them waiting any longer." 

"Whom can’t we keep waiting? All I know' is it’s the middle of 
the night, all I w'ant is to go back to sleep ..." 

Jean-Baptiste took my arm. "Pull yourself together, little one." 

"What’s it ail about? Will you please be kind enough to tell me?" 

"The greatest moment of my life, Desiree!” 

I wanted to stop and just look at him, but he had an iron grip on 
my arm and propelled me down the stairs. At the door of the large 
hall, Fernand and Marie shoved Oscar at us. Oscar’s eyes gleameci 
with excitement. "Papa, is there a war? Papa, is the Emperor com- 
ing to see us? How beautifully Mama’s dressed ...” 

They’d arrayed the child in his best suit and flattened his stubborn 
hair with water. Jean-Baptiste took Oscar by the hand. 

The salon was brightly Ht. Every candelabra we possess was 
aglow. Several gentlemen awaited us. Jean-Baptiste took my arm 
and slowly, betw^een the child and me, he approached the expectant 
group. 

Foreign uniforms, blue and yellow .sashes, shining stars on their 
orders. And a young man in a dusty tunic, his high boots spattered 
from top to toe with mud. His bright hair hung all disheveled almo.sr 
to his shoulders. He held a very large sealed document in his hand. 
At our entrance, the gentlemen bowed most deferentially. It was 
quiet as the grave, Then the young man w'ith the scaled document 
stepped forward. He must iiave been riding for many days and 
nights wdthout a break. . Under his eyes were deep shadows. The 
hand holding the document shook. 

"Grustaf Fredrik Morner of the Upland Dragoons, ray prisoner 



from Lubeck," said Jean-Baptiste meditatively, ''I’m happy to see 
you again. Extremely happy.” ; ^ 

So this was that Morner with whom Jean-Baptiste had discussed 
the future of the North a whole night through. 

With a sliaking hand he held out the document to Jean-Baptiste. 

"Your Royal Highness — ” 

My heart missed a beat. Jean-Baptiste let go my arm and calmly 
took the document, 

"Your Royal Highness — as Chamberlain of His Majesty, King 
Charles XIII of Sweden, I have the honour to report that the Swed- 
ish Parliament has unanimously elected the Prince of Ponte Corvo 
heir to the throne. His Majesty King Charles XIII wishes to adopt 
the Prince of Ponte Corvo and to receive him in Sweden as his be- 
loved son.” 

Gustaf Fredrik Mdrner swayed. "Forgive me, I’ve been in the 
saddle for days,” he murmured. An older man, his chest bristling 
with orders, leapt to support him. But Morner rallied, "May I 
present these gentlemen to the Prince of Ponte Corvo?” 

Jean-Baptiste nodded almost imperceptibly. "Colonel Wrede and 
Count Brahe I have already met.” 

"Our Ambassador Extraordinary in Paris, Field Marshal Count 
Hans Henrik von Essen,” 

The older man clicked his heels together, his face rigid, Jean- 
Baptiste nodded, "You were Governor General in Pomerania. You 
defended Pomerania excellently against my attacks, Field Marshal,” 

"Baron Friesendorff, Aide to Field Marshal Count von Essen.” 

"Also one of your prisoners in Lubeck, Highness.” Friesendorff 
smiled, 

Morner, Friesendorff and young Brahe gazed with shining eyes 
at Jean-Baptiste. Wrede waited, looking stern. The face of Count 
von Essen was without expression. Only his tight-pressed lips 
sJiowed his bitterness. It was so still we could hear the candles drip. 

Jean-Baptiste took a deep breath. "I accept the decision of the 
Swedish Parliament.” 

His eyes fastened on von Essen, the defeated candidate, the aging 
servant of an aging, childless king. Deeply moved, very impressively 
he continued; 


“I thank His Majesty, King Charles XIII, and the Swedish people 
for their trust in me. I swear to do everything in my pov'er to justify 
this trust.’’ 

Count von Essen bowed his head. Bowed his head lower, finally 
really bowed from the waist. And when he did, the other Swedes 
bowed with him. At thi.s moment something very strange happened, 
Oscar, who until then had been so quiet, stepped forward and stood 
alongside the Sw'edes. Then he turned and his little hand grasped 
the hand of young Brahe, who can’t be more than ten years older 
than he. Right in the midst of the Swedes stood Oscar, bowing his 
head as respectfully as they, bowing to his papa and mama. 

Jean-Baptiste reached for my hand, protectively his fingers covered 
mine. "The Crown Princess and I thank you for bringing this mes- 
.sage directly to us.” 

Then many things happened fast. Jean-Baptiste said, ‘‘Fernand, 
bring the bottles I laid down in the cellar when Oscar w'as born.” 
I tried to find Marie. The members of our household w'ere at the 
door. Mine la Flotte, in an elegant negligee (paid for perhaps by 
Fouche), did a court curtsy. Next to her, my reader did likewise. 
Yvette sobbed. Only Marie seemed normal. She had on her wool 
dressing gown over her old-fashioned linen nightshirt. She’d dressed 
Oscar and had had no time to think about herself. So she stood in 
a corner anxiously trying to hold her dressing gown together. 

"Marie — ” I .said in a stage whisper. ‘‘Did you hear? The Swedish 
people offered us the crown. It’s not like Julie and Joseph. It’s — 
entirely different. Marie — I’m frightened, Marie.” 

‘‘Eugenie — ” vehemently, hoarsely — and then Marie forgot to 
hold her dres.sing gown together. A tear rolled down her cheek, 
while she — Marie, my dear Marie — curtsied to me. 

Jean-Baptiste leaned against the mantelpiece and studied the docu- 
ment Morner had brought. The austere Field Marshal, Count von 
Essen, went over to him. “Those are the conditions, Your Royal 
Highness,” he said, 

Jean-Baptiste looked up. "I take it you yourself heard about my 
election less than an hour ago. You’ve been in Paris the whole time, 
Field Marshal. I regret — ” 
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Field Marshal von Essen raised his eyebrows in astonishment. 
"What do you regret, Your Royal Highness?’ 

"That you had no time to, become actmstomed to the idea. I'm 
sincerely sorry. You have defended every policy of the House of 
Vasa with great loyalty and courage. That was not always easy, Count 
von Essen.’’ 

"It was extremely diffiailt. And the battle I once fought against 
you I have unfortunately lost, Your Royal Highness.’’ 

"We will build up the Swedish armies together,’’ Jean-Baptiste 
answered. 

"Before I send Prince Ponte Corvo’s answer to Stockholm tomor- 
row morning, I must draw your attention to one paragraph in the 
document,” said the Field Marshal. He sounded almost menacing. 
"It concerns nationality. The adoption requires that the Prince of 
Ponte Corvo be a Swedish subject.” 

Jean-Baptiste smiled. "Had you thought I would succeed to the 
throne of Sweden as a French citizen?” 

An incredulous smile dawned on the face of Count von Essen. But 
I thought that I hadn’t heard Jean-Baptiste correctly. 

"Tomorrow I shall apply to the Emperor of France and ask His 
Majesty to allow me and my family to relinquish our French citizen- 
ship. , . . Oh, the wine! Fernand — open all the bottles!” 

Triumphantly Fernand set the dusty bottles on a small table. I 
had shepherded these bottles from Sceaux to the rue de Rocher and 
from there to the rue d’ Anjou. 

"Whenl bought this wine, I was Minister of War,” Jean-Baptiste 
said. "At that time Oscar came into the world and I said to my wife, 
'We shall open these bottles on the day on which the youngster 
joins the French Army — ’ ” Fernand had uncorked the first bottle. 

'Tm going to be a musician, monsieur.” That was Oscar’s child- 
ish voice. He still clung to young Brahe’s hand. "Though Mama 
hopes I’ll be a silk merchant. Like Grandfather Clary.” 

Even the weary Morner laughed. Field Marshal von Es.sen’s face 
remained expressionless, 

Fernand filled the glasses with the dark wine. 

"Your Royal Highness will now learn his first Swedish word. 
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It’s ’SkM/ and means to your good health,” said the young Count 
Brahe. "I should like to propose the health of His Roy ...” 

He got no further. Jean-Baptiste held up his hand. "Gentlemen, 

I ask you, empty this glass to the health of His Majesty the King 
of Sweden, my kind adopted father.” 

They drank slowly and seriously. I’m dreaming, I thought, and 
drank the superb wine. I’m lying in my bed and dreaming. Then 
someone shouted, ”To His Royal Highness, Crown Prince Karl 
Johan!” 

'*lian shall leva — ” they cried to each other. What does that 
mean.^ Is it — Swedish? I sat on the small sofa by the fireplace. 
They’d waked me up in the middle of the night to inform me that 
the Swedish King wants my husband to be his son. That makes my 
husband Crown Prince of Sweden. Fd always thought one could 
adopt only small children. Sweden, close to the North Pole! Stock- 
holm, the city over which the sky lies like a white sheet. Tomorrow 
Persson will read it ail in the newspaper. And won’t know that the 
Princess of Ponte Corvo, wife of the new Crown Prince, is the little 
Clary girl of long ago. 

"Mama, the gentlemen say that my name is now Duke of Soder- 
rnanland,” said Oscar, his cheeks flushed with excitement. 

"Marie — the child may not have undiluted wine,” I said. "Add 
some water to Oscar’s glass.” But Marie had vanished. La Flotte 
took Oscar’s glass, with a curtsy to boot. "Why Duke of Soderman- 
land, darling?” 

"In Sweden the brother of the Crown Prince usually has this title,” 
young Baron Friesendorff explained eagerly. "But in this case — ” 
he stopped and blushed. 

"But since the Crown Prince won’t be taking his brother with him 
to Sweden, his son will be given this title,” said Jean-Baptiste quietly. 
"My brother lives in Pau. I wouldn’t want him to move from his 
home.” 

"I thought Your Royal Highness had no brothers,” declared Ciouni 
Brahe. : 

"I urged my brother to study law, so that he wouldn’t be a clerk 
all his life like my late papa. My brother is a lawyer, gentlemen.” 

At that point Oscar asked, "Will you enjoy Sweden, Mama?” 
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Silence all around me. They all wanted to hear my answer. Wait- 
ing for me — no, they can’t expect that. This is my home, I am still 
a Frenchwoman, I . . . Then I remembered. Jean-Baptiste wishes us 
to relinquish our French citixenship. I am the Crown Princess of a 
country I know nothing of, in which there is a very old and genuine 
nobility, not like the parvenus of France. I'd seen how they smiled 
when Oscar said my papa was a silk merchant. Only Count von 
Essen didn’t smile, he’d been ashamed. Ashamed for the Swedish 
court ... 

"Tell me that you’ll like it, Mama,’’ Oscar insisted. 

"I don’t know Sweden yet, Oscar,’’ I said. "But Tm looking for- 
ward to seeing it.’’ 

"The Swedish people can ask no more. Your Royal Flighness,’’ 
said Count von Essen gravely. 

His harsh accent reminded me of Persson. I wanted so much to 
say something friendly. "Someone I knew in my youth lives in 
Stockholm. His name is Persson and he’s a silk merchant, Do you 
happen to know him, Field Marshal.?’’ 

"I regret not, Your Royal Highness.’’ Very curt. 

"Perhaps you know him, Baron Friesendorff?’’ 

"I deplore it. Your Royal Highness.’’ 

"Possibly Count Brahe knows a silk merchant named Persson in 
Stockholm.?’’ 

At least Count Brahe smiled. “Truly not, Your Royal Highness.’’ 

I persisted. "And Baron Morner.?’’ Morner, Jean-Baptiste’s first 
friend in Sweden, would surely help me. 

"There are many Perssons in Sweden, Your Royal Flighness. It’s 
a very common name there.” 

Someone put out the candles and pulled back the curtains. The 
.sun had long since risen. Jean-Baptiste’s marshal’s uniform sparkled. 
"I w^ouldn’t think of signing a manifesto of any party, Colonel 
Wrede,” he declared, "not even the Unionist Party.” 

Next to Wrede, stood Morner, dirty and dishevelled. "But Your 
Royal Flighness said in Liibeck ...” 

"Yes, that Norway and Sweden constitute a geographical entity. 
We must strive to achieve a union. It’s the concern of the entire 
Swedish Government, not that of a single party. In addition, the 
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Crown Prince is above all parties. Good night, or rather, good morn- 
ing, gentlemen,” 

I don’t remember how I got up to my bedroom. Perhaps Jean- 
Baptiste carried me upstairs. Or Marie, with Fernand’s help. "You 
shouldn’t have spoken so grufHy to your new subjects, Jean-Baptiste.” 

M.y eyes were closed, but I sensed he was there, beside my bed. 
"Try to pronounce 'Karl Johan,' ” he urged. 

"Whyr 

"That’s what I’ll be called. Karl after my adoptive father, the 
Swedish King, and Johan is the Swedish form of Jean. Charles Jean 
in our language.” He rolled the words around on his tongue happily. 
"Karl Johan . . . Karl XIV Johan. On coins, it will be Karolus 
Johannes. And Crown Princess Desideria.” 

I sat up with a start. "You — that’s too much! I won’t be called 
Desideria. Under any circumstances whatever, do you understand.^” 

"It is the wish of the Swedish Queen, your adoptive mother-in- 
law. Desiree is too French for her. Besides, Desideria sounds more 
impressive. That you must admit.” 

I fell back on my pillow. "Do you believe one can suddenly for- 
get who one is, what one was, and completely deny one’s real self? 
Go to Sw'eden — and play Crown Princess? Jean-Baptiste, I think 
I’m going to be very unhappy.” 

But he wasn’t listening. Just kept playing with new' names. 
"Crown Princess Desideria — In Latin, Desideria means, the desired 
one. Could there be a more beautiful name for a crown princess 
whom the people themselves chose?” 

"No, Jean-Baptiste, the Swedes didn’t choose me. They need a 
strong man. But a w'eak woman, who is also the daughter of a silk 
merdiant, and know's only a M, Persson — no, I am sure they could 
not w'ant me.” 

Jean-Baptiste got up. "Now I’ll take a cold bath and dictate rny 
request to the Emperor.” I didn’t move. "Look at me, Desiree — 
look at me. I shall ask that my wife and my son and I be permitted 
to relinquish our French citizenship. In order to become Swedish 
subjects. You agree to this, don't you.^” 

I didn’t answer. Didn’t even look at him. 



"Desiree — I won’t do this if you’re against it. Don't you hear 
me?” 

I still gave no answer. 

"Desiree, do you realize what’s at stake?” 

At that I looked at him. As though for the first time. The wise 
forehead, over which his dark curly hair tumbled. The large bold 
nose, the deep-set eyes, searching yet confident. The small passionate 
mouth. I thought of the leather volumes in which a former sergeant 
studied law, of the tariff laws in Hanover, which meant its survival. 

"He fished his crown out of the gutter. Yours is offered by a 
nation, now ruled by a king,” I said slowdy. "Yes, Jean-Baptiste, I 
know what’s at stake,” 

"And you will come with me and Oscar to Sweden?” 

"If I’m really-desired. And — ” At last I found his hand, at 
last I held it to my cheek. How I love him, how very much I love 
him! "And if you’ll swear to me never to call me Desideria!” 

"I swear, my darling.” 

"Then please permit the Crown Princess of Icicle-land to continue 
her interrupted night’s sleep, and proceed to your cold bath, Karl 
Johan.” 

"Try Charles Jean first. I’ll have to get used to KarJ Johan slowly." 

"If I know you, you’ll get used to it quickly. And kiss me again. 
I’d love to know how a crown prince kisses." 

" — And how does a crown prince kiss?” 

"Marvellously well. Just like my old Jean-Baptiste Bernadotte.” 

I lept long but restlessly. And woke up feeling that something 
terrible had happened. Two said the clock on my night table. Tw(j 
o’clock. Two o’clock at night or two in the afternoon? I heard Os- 
car’s voice in the garden, then a strange man’s voice. Through the 
closed shutters, daylight filtered in. Why have I slept all this time? 
My heart felt heavy. Something had happened but— what? 

I rang. La Flotte and my reader rushed in together. Collapsed 
into a curtsy. "Your Royal Highness wishes?” 

I remembered everything. 

Go on sleeping, I thought in despair. Knowing nothing, thinking 
nothing, asleep. 
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"The Queens of Spain and Holland have asked when Your Royal 
Highness will receive them,” said Mme la Fiotte. 

"Where is ray husband?” 

"His Royal Highness has closed himself in his study with the 
Swedish gentlemen.” 

"With whom is Oscar playing in the garden?” 

"The Duke is playing ball with Count Brahe.” 

"Count Brahe?” 

"The young Swedish Count.” Mme la Fiotte was smiling and 
obviously impressed. 

"Oscar broke a windowpane in the dining room,” ray reader 
added. 

"Broken glass means luck,” Mme la Fiotte said quickly. 

"I am terribly hungry,” I remarked. 

My reader curtsied again and disappeared. 

"What shall I tell the Queens of Spain and Holland?” Mme la 
Fiotte persisted. 

"I have a headache and I’m hungry, and I won’t see anyone but 
my sister. So tell the Queen of Holland . . . You think of something 
to tell her. And now I want to be alone.” 

La Fiotte dropped into a curtsy. 

These knee-bendings drive me mad. I shall forbid them. 

After breakfast or lunch, I don’t know what to call a meal at this 
hour, I got up. Yvette bowed herself in and I said, "Get out.” Then 
I put on the simplest dress I own, and sat down at the dressing table. 

Desideria, Crown Princess of Sweden. Originally daughter of a 
silk merchant from Marseilles, wife of a former French general. 
Everything dear and familiar seems suddenly to belong to the past. 
In two months I will be thirty years old. Do I look it? 

My face is smooth and round. Too round, maybe. I’ll eat no 
more whipped cream. Around my eyes are tiny wrinkles. I hope 
they’re laughter lines. I twisted my mouth in an effort to laugh. 
The wrinkles deepened. Desideria. I laughed. Desideria! A hide- 
ous name. I never knew my real .mother-in-law. But mothers-in-law 
are said to be insoluble problems. Are adoptive mothers-in-law 
pleasanter? I don’t even know my adoptive mother-in-law’s name. 
Nor exactly why the Swedes chose Jean-Baptiste their Crown 
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Prince. ... I opened the shutters and looked down into the garden. 

"You’re aiming directly at Mama's roses, Count," Oscar shouted. 

"No, Your Royal Highness must catch the ball — here it come.s!’’ 
cried young Brahe. Brahe threw hard. 

Oscar lurched as he caught the bail. But — he caught it, "Do you 
think I’ll ever win battles like Papa?” Oscar called acro.ss the lawn. 

"Throw back the ball, aim straight," Brahe commanded. Oscar 
hurled the ball at his chest. Brahe caught it. "Your Higline.s.s throws 
straight,” he said approvingly, and threw back the ball. It landed 
in my yellow roses. Huge, autumnal, fading roses, their leaves wilt- 
ing. I know each rose, love them. 

"Mama v/ill be very angry,” Oscar declared, and looked up 
anxiously at my windows. He saw' me. "Slept out, Mama?” 

Young Count Brahe bow'ed. 

"I should like to talk to you. Count Brahe. Have you time?" 

"We broke a wdndowpane in the dining room, Highnes.s,’' he 
confessed. 

"I hope the Sw'edish State wall be re.spon.sibIe for the repairs," 
f laughed. 

Count Brahe clicked his heels together. "Sad to say, the Swedisli 
State is practically bankrupt.” 

"So I thought.” It just slipped out. "Wait, I’ll come dov^Ti to the 
garden.” 

1 sat between the young Count and Oscar on the little wdiite bench 
in front of the arbor. The w'an September sun carc.sseu jne. All at 
once I felt much better. Oscar asked, "Can’t you talk to the Count 
later, Mama? We’re having .such fun.” 

"No. I w'ant you to listen carefully.” Out fn.^m the liouse came 
the sound of men’s voices, Jean-Baptiste’s decisive and very loud. 

"Field Marshal Count von llssen, and the members of the Embassy, 
return to Sweden today, to deliver the answer of His Rcyyal High- 
ness,” Count Brahe told me. "Morner is staying here. His Royal 
Highness has appointed him as his aide-de-camp. Naturally, we 
have already sent a special courier to Stockholm." 

I nodded, seeking desperately for a way to begin. But I found no 
inspiration and burst out with, "Please tell me honestly, dear Clmint, 
just why vSweden has offered the crowm to ray husband.” 



"His Majesty, King Chatles XIII is childless, and we have for 
years admired the great ability and: administrative powers of His 
Royal Highness and 

1 interrupted. 'Tve been told that one king was deposed because 
people believed him mad. Is he really mad?" 

Count Brahe concentrated on a dying leaf and said, "We assume 
so," 

"Why?" 

"His father, King Gustavus III, had .some very queer ideas. He 
wanted to re-establish Sweden as a Great Power, and so he attacked 
Russia. The nobles and all the officers were against it. And to prove 
to the nobility that the King alone could decide on war or peace, he 
turned to the — the, uh, lower classes and — " 

"To whom?" 

"To tradesmen, the craftsmen, the peasants. Actually to the com- 
moners." 

"He turned to the commoners. Then what happened?" 

"Well, Parliament, in wdiich only the third and the fourth estate 
were represented, voted him extensive powers, and the King marched 
again against Russia. At the time, Sweden wa.*! deeply in debt and 
unable to pay for all this rearming. So the aristocracy had to inter- 
vene and — " Count Brahe became quite vivacious — "and then some- 
thing extremely interesting happened. At a masquerade, the King 
was suddenly surrounded by men in black masks, and shot. Me 

collapsed, namtally wounded, and Field Marshal von Essen- " 

Brahe waved in the general direction of the hum of voices from the 
hou.se--"yes, the loyal E.ssen caught him in his arms. After his 
death, his brotlier, our pre.sent King, became Regent. Wlicn young 
Gustavus IV tame of age, he ascended the throne. Unfortunately, it 
so(ni became apparent that Gustavus is mad. . . ." 

'"IhLs is also tl'ic King who considered himself appointed by God 
to destroy the Fmperor of the French?” 

Count Brahe nodded, and looked harder than ever at the dying 
leaf. 

"Why didn’t he revenge the murder of his papa?” Oscar inquircxl. 

"Ea'cn a madman must realize that one doesn’t seek revenge from 
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one’s own class in a time of crisis," said Brahe. "Aristocrats must 
stand together." 

"Go on with your tale of horror, Count Brahe,' I said, 

He looked at me as though I’d made a joke. "Tale of horror.-"' 
But I wasn’t laughing. He hesitated. 

"Please tell us the re.st.’’ 

"Gu-stavus IV interpreted Biblical passages to mean tJiat be must 
destroy France — Revolutionary France, of course. That’s why he 
allied himself with the enemies of France. Only after the Tsar m;uJt; 
peace with the Emperor Napoleon did the King attack Russia, WT- 
marched against the strongest powers on- the Continent and were .al- 
most totally destroyed. Field Marshal von Essen lost Pomerania 
to your husband — pardon — to His Royal Highness, the Crowm Prince 
Karl Johan, and the Russians took Finland away from u.s. Our 
Finland — ’’ 

He pau.sed, but briefly. "And if the Prince of Ponte Corxo. 
when he was with his troops in Denmark, had crossed tlie f roiaai 
bresund, there v/ould today be no more Sweden. Madamc----Y()ur 
Royal Flightless, we are an ancient state. We are tireii after so mans- 
wars, but we want to — survive," 

He bit his lip. A handsome young man with regular features- 
this Count Brahe of ancient Swedish lineage. 

"Whereupon our oflkers decided to end these wild political gam- 
bles. Last year — on the thirteenth of March — Gustavus IV was 
taken prisoner in the Royal Palace in Stockholm. Parliament met and 
deposed him. They crowned his uncle, who'd once been Regent. 
The adoptive father of Your Royal Highnessc.s. 

"And where is he now, this — mad Gustavus?" 

"In Switzerland, I believe.” 

"FIc has a son, hasn’t he?" 

"Ye.s, another Gustavus. But Parliament ha.s deprived him, too, 
t)f all rights to the Swedish crown." 

"How old is he?” 

"He is Oscar’s age-—the age of the Heir Apparent." Count Brahe 
.stood up, picked the leaf that had so fascinated him and crumpled 
it between his fingers. 



"Come back, and do tell me what they had against this young 
Gustavus.” 

Count Brahe shrugged. "Nothing. But they had nothing in his 
favour, either. The people fear the bad blood in the Vasa family. 
It is a very old dynasty, Highness, and there's been much intermar- 
riage.” 

The House of Vasa is too old for them. They want Sweden to rise 
again as a great power, even if it means the ruination of the Swedish 
people. At last they appealed to the lower classes, the so-called 
commoners, for support, while members of the aristocracy put on 
black masks and attended a ball. "Did the present King ever have 
any children?” 

Brahe grew animated. "Charles XIII and Queen Hedwig Elisa- 
beth Charlotte had one son, but he died many years ago. When he 
ascended the throne, His Majesty, of course, had to adopt a successor 
and chose the Prince of Augustenburg, brother-in-law of the Danish 
King. The Prince v\'as also Governor of Norway. The Norwegians 
were very fond of him. Everyone hoped for a union betw'een Swe- 
den and Norway after he came to the throne. When the Prince of 
Augustenburg wa.s accidentally killed last May, Parliament was con- 
vened, Your Royal Highne,ss knows the result of that meeting.” 

"The result,” 1 said softly, "but not how it was achieved. Please 
tell me that.” 

"Your Highness knows that in Lubeck the Prince — I mean the 
Crown Prince — took prisoner .several Swedish officers.” 

"Naturally. Two of them are right now with Jean-Bapti.ste, This 
dishevelled Baron Morner- — has he had a bath by the way? — and 
Baron Erie — ” 

"Yes, Morner and Baron Friesendorff.” Brahe nodded. "In Lii- 
hcck the Prince t)f Ponte Coevo invited these young officers for sup- 
per, and casually told them where he thought lay the future of the 
North. As a strategist, with a map in his hand. Our officers returned 
to Sw'cden, and since then the Army has become increasingly con- 
vinced that we need a man like the Prince, if Sweden is to be saved. 
That’s all there is to tell, Your Highness.” 

"You say that after the death of Augustenburg, Parliament wa.s 
convened. What did the aristocracy say to that? The old Swedish 



aristocracy which never has conceded that commoners were entitled 
to any rights?” 

Count Brahe looked straight at me. “Most of the younger nobles 
are officers. We tried in vain to defend Finland, and to hold Pom- 
erania. We were enthusiastic about the idea of Prince Ponte Corvu. 
We tried to win our parents over to our plan. And after the mur..lci', 
it was obvious to everyone that we were lo.st unle.ss we chose a 
strong man to succeed to the throne.” 

''After the murder? Not another murder?” 

"Your Highness has probably not heard that at the funeral of the 
Prince of Augustenburg Marshal Count Axel von Fersen was mur- 
dered. In the road very near the Royal Palace.” 

"Fersen? Who is Count von Fersen?” 

Brahe smiled. "The lover of the late Queen Marie Antoinette, 
The man who tried to smuggle the poor Queen and Louis XVI out 
of France. Their whole party was caught at Varenries. Incidentally, 
until his death Count von Fersen wore the Queen’s ring. A very 
sad story. ...” 

’'Ail the stories you’ve told me are sad, Count Brahe,” I murmured, 
"The more you tell me about Stockholm, the sadder it seems.” 
Strange that Marie Antoinette had a Swedish lover, 1 thought. liov' 
small the world is, "But why was this Count von Fersen murdered?” 

"Because he was a fanatic enemy of the new France. And also 
because Augustenburg wanted peace at any price with France before 
Sweden was entirely destroyed. A rumour was circulated that Count 
von Fersen had poisoned the erstwhile Crown Prince. Nonsense, 
naturally — the Prince of Augustenburg fell off his horse during a 
parade. Anyway, the mob, who considered Fersen opposed t(.) au\’ 
peace negotiations, fell on him in the street and stoned him to death. 
During the funeral proce.ssion of the unlucky Augustenburg.'' 

"Were no guards near?” 

"Troops were lined up on both sides of the .street. They didn’t 
move,” said Brahe with no particular emotion, "It’s said tiic King 
was forewarned of this attack and did nothing to prevent it. Fer.sen 
was an enemy of our new policy of , neutrality. After Fersen’s mur- 
der, the Governor of Stockholm declared he could no longer guaran- 
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tee law and order in the capital. So Parliament met in Orebro 
instead of Stockholm.” 

Oscar w.is poking holes in the sand with the toe of his boot. 
The conversation bored him, and he paid no attention. I'm glad he 
didn’t hear the story of the man who was murdered while tlie 
Su'edish regiments stood stolidly by. 

"Since h'ersen’s murder the aristocracy realizes that the young offi- 
cers, who wanted to call in the Prince of Ponte Corvo, are right, 
The old King is considered , . .” 

"A murderer,” he wanted to say — but he didn't say it. 

"And the third and fourth estates?” I asked. 

"Our unsuccessful wars depleted our trea.sury. Our salvation is 
trade with England. But only a man on good terms with Napoleon 
can help vSweden avoid being forced into the Continental System. 
The third and fourth e.states are also aware of this. Besides, a 
poverty-stricken court is not respected by the workers. The House 
of Vasa will soon be too poor to pay the palace gardeners. And 
when the commoners were told that the Prince of Ponte Gorvo is 
very rich, they voted for him.” 

"Mama, is Papa really .so rich he can pay all the gardeners in 
Sweden?” Oscar a.sked. 

"People often as.sume that self-made men arc rich,” I said, "The 
people of Sweden and its aristocracy apparently assume so.” 

"For years I've saved a part of my pay. I can buy a small hou.st 
fur you and the child,” Jean-Baptiste told me that first rainy night 
when wc drove through the streets of Paris. A little house for me 
and the child, jean -Baptiste, but not this Royal Palace in Sweden 
where tlic nobles wear black masks and murder their King. Not 
this palace, in frcKit of which the mob stoned a marshal of the realm, 
wiiile the King’s soldiers looked on. Not this palace, Jean-Baptiste 
... 1 buried my face in my hands and wept. 

"Mama, dear Mama.” Oscar put his arms tight around my neck. 
I wiped away my tears and saw Count Brahe’s serious face. Had this 
young man any idea why I cried? 

"Perhap.s 1 shouldn’t have told you ail this, Your Royal High- 
ne.ss,” he said. "But I think it's better for you to know." 



"The aristocracy, the officers, the third and fourth estates elected 
my husband. And His Majesty,: the King.?” 

"The King is a Vasa, Your Highness. A man, hardly more than 
sixty, who has already suffered several strokes. A man who is crip- 
pled with gout, and whose mind has become cloudy. He resisted to 
the end, and suggested one after another of his North German 
cousins, and various Danish princes. Finally he had to give in. . , 

Finally he had to give in and adopt Jean-Baptiste as his beloved 
son. "The Queen is younger than His Majesty, isn’t she?” 

"Her Majesty is a little over fifty, and a very energetic and clever 
woman.” 

"How she will hate me,” 1 whispered. 

"Her Majesty is very happy about the little Duke of Soderman- 
land,” said Count Brahe quietly. 

At that moment Morner came out of the house. He was fresh 
and clean, his round boyish face beamed, he wore a dress uniform. 
Oscar ran to him. "I want to see the coat of arms on your buttons.” 
He fingered one of the buttons on Morner’s uniform. "Look, Mama, 
three little crowns and a lion who wears a crown. What a beautiful 
coat of arms.” 

Morner let his eyes range thoughtfully from Brahe to me. I 
looked weepy, and the young Count embarrassed. 

"Her Royal Highness wished to hear the recent history of our 
Royal House,” hesitatingly from Brahe. Morner raised astonished 
eyebrows. 

"Are we now also members of the Vasa family?” Oscar asked 
excitedly. "If the old King adopts Papa, that makes us ail Vasas, 
doesn’t it?” 

I flinched. "Nonsense, Oscar, you stay w'hat you are— -a Berna- 
dotte,” J snapped, and stood up, "Did you want to tell me some- 
thing, Baron Morner?” 

"His Royal Highness requests Her Royal Highness to come to his 
study.” 

Jean-Bapti.ste’s study was a strange sight. Next to the desk, on 
which, as always, were piled all sorts of documents, stood the large 
mirror from my dressing room. Jean-Baptiste was trying on a new 
uniform. Before him knelt three tailors, their mouths full of pins, 
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The Swedes were piously watching the fitting. 1 examined the new 
blue coat. The high collar was simply edged in gold. None of the 
heavy embroidery of the marshal’s uniform. Jean-Baptiste earnestly 
contemplated himself in the mirror. 'It’s tight,” he said sepul- 
chrally, "under the right arm.” The three tailors jumped up simul- 
taneously, undid the seams under the sleeve, and pinned them 
together again. "Can you pick any flaw in the uniform, Count von 
Hssen.^” Jean-Baptiste asked. With which all the Swedes circled 
studiously around him. Essen shook his head, but Friesendorff ran 
his hand over and then under Jean-Baptiste’ s shoulders. 

"Forgive me, Your Royal Highness,” he said, and finally sol- 
emnly announced, "It pulls under the collar.” So all three tailors 
felt Jean-Baptiste’s back, but couldn’t find anything wrong. Fernand, 
of course, had the last word. • 

"Marshal, sir, the uniform fits perfectly.” 

"Your sash, dear Count von Essen,” and Jean-Baptiste unwound | 

the blue and yellow sash from the waist of the embittered Count and - 

put it on. "YouMi have to return to Sweden without your sash, I • 

need it for tomorrow’s audience. I couldn’t get another in Paris. | 

Send me three Swedish marshal’s sashes as soon as you reach Stock- | 

holm.” Just then did he notice me. "This is the Swedish uniform—-: 
is it becoming?" I nodded. "We’re to see the Emperor tomorrow' 
morning at eleven. 1 asked for an audience, and want you to accom- 
pany me." Then, "F.ssen, should the sash be w'orn over or under 
the belt?” i 

"Over the belt, Yuiir Royal Highness,” 

"Excellent. I needn’t borrow' your belt. I’ll wear the one from the 
mar.shars uniform — I mean the French marshal’s uniform — no one 
will notice. DCsiree, do you really think the uniform fits well?" 

At tiiat very moment Mine la Flotte announced Julie. "I'll aLso 
ficed a Swedish dress sword,” 1 heard Jean-Baptiste say as I went 
downstairs. i 

Julie looked .small and lost in her heavy, elegantly draped wine-red 
velvet coat. She .stood at the window gazing thoughtfully out into 
ihe garden. "Julie, forgive me-— I’ye kept you waiting.” 

My entrance had a strange effect on Julie. Her thinni.sh neck stiib 



ened, her eyes popped wide open, as though she'd never seen rne 
before, and down she went into a deep court curtsy. 

"Don’t you make fun of me, I have troubles enough as it is.’’ 1 
was furious. 

Julie replied earnestly, "Your Royal Highness, I’m not making 
fun of anything.” 

"Get up. Get up right away and stop annoying me. Since when 
does a queen curtsy to a crown princess?” 

Julie straightened up. "If the Queen is a queen without a country, 
whose subjects have opposed her and the King from the very begin- 
ning, while the Crown Princess is the wife of a man unanimously 
elected heir to the throne by Parliament-— such respect is proper. I 
congratulate you, darling. I congratulate you from the bottom of 
my heart.” 

"How did you4iear all that? Last night was the first we knew of 
it ourselves.” I sat down beside her on a small sofa. 

"Why, all Paris is talking about nothing else. The rest of us 
were simply put on our thrones by the Emperor in countries he’d 
conquered. As his deputies, so to speak. Whereas in Sweden, 
Parliament selected Bernadotte. Desiree — I just can’t take it in,” 
Julie laughed. "By the way, I dined today in the Tuileries. The 
Emperor talked a long time about it and teased me frightfully.” 

"Teased you?” 

"Yes, he tried to make a complete fool of me. Imagine, he tried 
to make me believe Jean-Baptiste is seeking his release from the 
French Army and wants to become a Swede. We laughed and 
laughed ...” 

I looked at her in astonishment. "Laughed? What's there to be 
funny about? I’m miserable whenever I think of it.” 

"Desiree — it can’t be true.?” 

I kept still. 

"But none of us ever thought of such a thing,” she stammered. 
"Joseph is King of Spain, but stilT a Frenchman. And Louis King 
of Holland, but he wouldn’t thank anyone who called him a Dutch- 
man, And Jerome and Elisa and . . 

"That’s the difference,” I said."you said yourself there’s a great 
difference between us and — ^you others.” 
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"'jell me, are you really thinking of settling in Sweden?" 

"Jean-Baptistc cleiiniteJy, For me-— it depends," 

"Wh:it does it depend on?" 

"Naturally, I’ll go to Sweden." I bent forward, "imagine, tliey 
say 1 iruisl call myself Desideria. In Latin that means ‘Desired one.’ 
So if J should really be desired in Stockholm, I’ll stay," 

"What non, seu.se you talk. Of course they’ll want you," Julie as- 
.sured me. 

'■[’ni ru.)t so sure," 1 said. "The old nobility in Sweden — and my 
new mother-in-law — ’’ 

"Rubbish, mothers-in-law are only hateful when one takes avs’uy a 
son," Julie contradicted, thinking of Mme Leticia. "And Jean- 
Baptiste i.sn’t the Swedish Queen’s own son. And you’ll have Persson 
in Stockholm. He’ll surely remember how kind Papa and Etienne 
were to him. All you need do is elevate him to some aristocratic 
rank and you’ll have a friend at court,” Julie said to comfort me. 

"You've got it ail turned topsy-turvy," I sighed, realizing that 
julie, least of all, could understand the true situation, 

But her thouglits .soon reverted to the Tuileries. "Something in- 
Li'cdible has happened. 'Fhe Empress is pregnant. What do you 
think of that? 'ITie iimperor is Wild with joy. The son will be 
called King of Rome, Napokxm i.s convinced that it will be a son," 

"Since when has the Empress been pregnant? Yesterday?" 

"No, for three months, and — " 

A knock, l.a Flotte announced, "The Swedisli gentlemen who 
return to Stockholm this evening ask if they may take their leave 
ot '‘>’'oar Roy,!-! Highnc.ss.’’ 

"Let tlie gentlemen come in." 

I d<')n't think my face betrayed to a single one ot the Swedes lio\\ 
\crY inui'h I fear the future. To Field .Mar.shal Count von Esseu, 
most faithful adherent of the FIou.se of Vasa, I held out my hand. 
'’Hnti] 1 see you in Stockholm, Highness," were his parting words. 

As 1 au'ompanied Julie to the entrance hall, I met, to my astonish- 
ment, tile young Brahe. "Aren’t you leaving for Stockholm witli 
I'ield jVlarshal Count von Es.sen to prepare for my husband’s arrival 
in Sweden?" . : ■ ■ ■ ■ 

"I have asked to be appointed, for the present, aide to Your 



Royal Highness. My request has been granted. I am at your service, 
Your Highness.” 

Very tall, and boyishly slim, nineteen years old, dark eyes that sliine 
\\-ith enthusiasm, curls like my Oscar’s: Count Magnus Braiie, scion 
of one of the oldest and proudest families in Sweden. Personal aide 
to the former Mile Clary, daughter of a silk merchant from Mar- 
seilles, 

“May I request the honour of accompanying Your Ro)'al Highness 
to Stockholm,” he added softly. And let them dare to look down 
their noses at our new Crown Princess if a Count Brahe stands at her 
.side, he clearly thought. Just let them dare. 

I smiled. ''Thank you, Count Brahe. But, you see, I’ve never 
had an aide, so I have no idea how to keep a young and distinguished 
officer occupied,” 

"Your Royal Highne.ss will soon think of something,” he a.ssured 
me. "Until then, I can play ball with Oscar— -your pardon, the I3uke 
of Sodermanland.” 

"As long as no more windowpanes are broken.” I laughed. For 
the first time my awful anxiety abated a little. Perhaps it’s all not so 
dreadful. 

We'd been summoned to wait on the Emperor at eleven o’clock in 
the morning. 

Five minutes before eleven we were in the anteroom in wdiich 
Napoleon keeps diplomats, generals, princes, and ministers — foreign 
and dome.stic — waiting for hours. At our entrance there was a 
sudden hush. Everyone stared at Jean-Baptiste’s Swedish uniform 
and made way for us while Jean-Baptiste instructed one of the Em- 
peror’s aides to announce the "Prince of Ponte Corvo, Manshai of 
France, with his wdfe and son.” 

After which we might as well have been on an island. No one 
wanted to recognize us, no one congratulated u.s. Oscar stuck close 
to me, his little fingers clutching my skirt. Everyone there knew what 
had happened. A foreign people, of their own free will had offered 
Jean-Baptiste a crown. And within, on the Emperor's desk, lay 
Jean-Baptiste’s request to resign from the Army and relinquish his 
French allegiance. Jean-Baptiste Bernadette no longer wi.she,s to be 



a French citi2en. They looked at us furtively, we made them uneasy. 
At court, everyone knew that a terrible scene awaited us. One of 
those frenzies of the Emperor at which the walls shook and piaster 
crumbled. What a blessing, I thought, that he always makes people 
for hours, and looked sideways at Jean-Baptiste. He was eying 
one of the two guards in front of the Emperor’s door. Staring at his 
bearskin cap as thougli he’d never seen one before, or ever would 
again. I'he dock struck eleven. The private secretary of the Em- 
peror, M. Meneval, appeared. "His Majesty will see the Prince of 
Ponte Corvo and his family,’’ 

The Emperor’s study is right beyond the waiting room. At one 
end is a huge de.sk. And an endlessly long way it seems from the 
door to this desk. For this reason the Emperor usually meets hi.s 
friends halfway in the middle of the room. We, however, had to 
walk the entire length. Motionless as a statue sat Napoleon behind 
his desk, leaning forward slightly, waiting, . . , Jean-Baptiste’s spurs 
jingled behind me as O.scar and I advanced toward the desk. Soon I 
could see his features dearly. Napoleon had put on his Caesar-niask, 
only his eyes gUttcred. Beliind him stood Count Talleyrand, Duke 
of Beneveiit, and the present Minister of Foreign Affairs, the Duke 
of Cadore. 

Behind u.s Meneval tiptoed cautiously. 

The three of us tincil up in front of the huge desk. The child in 
the middle. I sank into a curtsy and bobbed up. The Emperor never 
stirred, just kept staring at Jean-Baptiste. In his eyes flared an evil 
spark, 'I'licu lie jumped up, pushed back hi.s chair, came from bdiind 
hi.s desk and shoulctl, "In what uniform do you dare appear before 
your Emperor and Supreme Commander, Marshal.^’’ 

"'riie uniform is an approximation of a Swedish marshars, Sire," 
jcan-Baptislc answered. lie spoke very softly but to the point, 

"And yem dare come liere in a Swedish uniform? You — a marshal 
of France?" A bit of pkester dropped from an ornament in the 
ceiling, he was screaming like a madman, 

"1 thought it didn't matter to Your Majesty what uniform.s j'our 
marshals wore," Jeaii-Baptiste said placidly. "I’ve often seen Marshal 
Murat, King of Naple.s, in very peculiar uniforms at coLtrt." 

That hit home. Baby-face Manshal Murat wears ostrich featlier.s 
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in his three-cornered hat, has his uniforms studded with pearls, and 
gold embroidery on his riding breeches. This brother-in-law of 
Napoleon has a passion for fancy dress. And the Emperor lauglis at 
him good-naturedly. 

"His Majesty, my royal brother-in-law, has designed raake-bclicvc 
uniforms. As far as I know-— they are his own invention." 1‘iie 
suggestion of a smile hovered around his small mouth, and vanished. 
"But you dare to come here in a Swedish uniform. Before your 
Emperor." 

Napoleon paused for breath and stamped his foot in anger. Oscar 
tried to hide behind my skirt. 

"Answer me, Marshall" 

"I considered it proper to report for this audience in a Swedish 
uniform. It was not ray intention. Sire, to offend you. Also in a way 
this, too, is my own invention. If Your Majesty would like to see — ” 
Jean-Baptiste raised his sash and showed the belt. "I am wearing the 
belt of my old marshal’s uniform, Sire." 

"Stop these masquerades. Prince. To business." 

The Emperor's voice was strained and he spoke very fast. The 
overture, arranged to intimidate us, was over. What an actor, I 
thought, and felt very tired. Isn’t he going to ask us to sit down.^ 

He had no intention of doing so. He ju.st stood behind his desk 
and stared down at a document — Jean-Bapti.ste’s request. 

"You’ve submitted a very remarkable reque.st, Prince. You men- 
tion the prospect of your being adopted by the Swedisli King, and 
ask permis.sion to surrender your French citizenship, A strange docu- 
ment. Almost incomprehensible, if one thinks back. But you’re 
perhaps not thinking back, Msgr. Marshal of France.^” 
Jean-Baptiste’s lips were tight-closed. 

"Don’t you really remember? For instance, the time when a 
young recruit helped defend the frontiers of a new France? Or the 
battlefields on which this recruit fought as sergeant, lieutenant, 
colonel and finally general of the French Army? Or tiie day on which 
the Emperor of the French appointed you a marshal of France?" 

Jean-Baptiste was silent. 

"Not so ver}^ long ago, without my knowledge, you defended the 
frontiers of your native land.” He smiled, suddenly, the old smile. 
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"Perhaps you even, without my knowledge, saved PrcUice, I've al- 
ready told you — it was long ago, and you may well have forgotten. 
I told you 1 cannot renounce the services of such a man as you, 
That was in the days of Brumaire. Perhaps you still remember? Had 
the Government so ordered, you and Moreau would have had me 
shot. 1 he Government did not give this order. Bernadutte — I repeat, 

} cannot let you go." 

He sat down and puslied aside the application. Looked up and 
said less intensely, "But since the Swedish people have cho.sen you — ’’ 
he shrugged, laughed Hghtly-~-‘'heir to their throne, as your Em- 
peror and Supreme Military Commander, I hereby give you permis- 
sion to accept. And that’.s that.” 

"And 1 shall inform I-Iis Maje.sty the King of Sweden that I 
cannot accept. The Swedish people want a Swecli.sh Crown Prince. 
Sire," said Jean-Baptiste calmly. 

Napoleon jumped up. "Nonsense, Bernadotte! Look at my 

brothers joscpli, Louis, Jerome. Did any of them give up their 

French citizen.slup? Or rny .step, son Eugene in Italy?" 

Jean-Baptiste didn't answer. Napoleon again came around from 
behind his desk and began to pace up and down the room. My eyes 
met Talleyrand's. The fc^rmcr bishop was leaning on his stick, tired 
trom standing ,so long. His eye.s twinkled. What wa.s he thinking? 
I’hat Jean- Baptiste would win out.? It certainly didn’t seem so. 

Suddenly the Emperor stopped and confronted me. "Prince.ss," .said 
he softly, "1 don't believe you realize that the Swedish Royal I--Iou.se 
is mad. Tile present King is incapable of pronouncing one coherent 
setjtence, ami his nepiicw iiad to be deposed because he was crazy! 

Really cuckoo!’’ He tapped hi.s forehead. "Princess, tell me. is 

your husband era/)'? I mean crazy enough to give up his French 
citizenship fur the Swedisli .succession?” 

"1 must ask yitu not to insult His Majeisty, Charles XIII. in my 
presence," said Jean-Baptiste sharply. 

"I'alleyrami— -are the \hisa.s mad, or are they not?” Napoleon 
.Lsked. 

"it i.s .1 very .tneient dy'nasty, Sire. Ancient dynasties are apt to be 
unhealthy,” d'allcyrand declared, . 

"And you, Princess, what do you say to this? Bernadotte also a.sk.s 
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that you and the child be allowed, to relinquish French citizenship.” 

"It’s a matter of form, Sire. Without this we cannot succeed to 
the Swedish throne,” I heard myself say. Had I given the right 
answer? I looked at Jean-Baptiste, But Jean-Bapti.ste w'as staring 
right past me. I looked around at Talleyrand. The great man nod- 
ded almost imperceptibly. 

"Point two; Your resignation from the Army. That can’t be done, 
Bernadotte, it really can’t.” 

The Emperor was back behind the desk again, reading the appli- 
cation, which he must have already studied. "I can not consider 
doing without one of my marshals. When new wars — ” He hesi- 
tated- Then rapidly, "If England doesn’t surrender there will inevi- 
tably be new wars, and I will need you. You will, as always, 
command one of my armies. Whether you are Crown Prince of 
Sweden or not. Your Swedish regiments will become a part of our 
great army. Or do you think — ” Fie unexpectedly smiled and looked 
ten years younger. "Do you think I could let anyone else command 
the Saxons?” 

"In view of Your Majesty’s Order of the Day after the battle of 
Wagram which stated that the Saxons had not fired a single shot, it 
would seem of vast unimportance who commands them. Give the 
command to Ney, Sire. Ney is very ambitious and has served under 
me.” 

"The Saxons stormed Wagram. And under no circumstances 
\^'ould I give this command to Ney. I shall permit you to become a 
Swede, if you remain a marshal of France, I fully understand the 
ambitions of my marshals. Besides, you are admirably fitted for the 
administration of a country. I remember Hanover and the Hanseatic 
towns. You are an outstanding governor, Bernadotte.” 

"I request you to allow me to resign from the French Army.” 

With that Napoleon pounded the desk with his fist. It .sounded 
like a clap of thunder. 

"My feet hurt, may I sit down, Sire?” I said. The Emperor 
looked at me. The glitter in his eyes ; dimmed, they looked grey. 
It was as though he looked through the wrong end of a telescope; 
the image grew smaller and smaller. It was as though, far distant, he 
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.saw one tiny scene: a girl in a garden, at dusk, a young girl racing to 
a hedge, and to please her, he let her win. 

"You’ll have to stand on your feet for many long hours when 
receiving your subjects, if ever you’re Crown Princess of Sweden, 
PAigenie," he said cjuietly. "Please— sit down. Gentlemen, let’s all 
be seated." 

So we gathered cosily around his desk. "Where were we.^ , 
You wish to leave the Army, Prince of Ponte Corvo? To fight with 
(jur armies not as a marshal of France, but as one of our allies.? Do 
1 understand you correctly.?" 

Only then did the Foreign Minister’s face show any real interest 
in the conversation. So that’s what Napoleon wanted, had wanted 
all the time. An alliance with Sweden. "If I grant your request, as 
you have formally presented it, it is because I naturally would not 
place any difficulties in the way of one of my marshals who wished to 
be adopted by an ancient, not very healthy royal family. It was 
extremely sagacious of the Swedish people to prove their friendship 
witii France by ciioo.sing one of my marshal.s. Had I been asked 
before the election, I should, of course, have preferred one of my 
brothers, as an eame.st of my particular interest in this alliance and 
my great regard for the Flouse of Vasa. But .since I wasn’t consulted 
but only confronted with the .surprising results of this election—I 
congratulate you, dear Prince." 

"Mama- -he doesn’t scare me a bit." 

Talleyrand bit his lij) to .stifle his smile, and so did the Dukiz of 
Cadore. Napoleon considered Oscar thoughtfully. "Strange that i 
chose a Nordic name for thi.s particular godchild. While I was oft 
in the hot sands of Fgypt." Fie shook with laughter and dapped 
Jean-Buptiste on the shoulder. "Doesn’t life play trick.s, Beraadotte.?" 
And to me, "You’ve jmobably heard, Princess, that Her M.ijesty is 
expecting a .son.?’’ 

I nodded. "1 rejoice with you. Sire," 

Na|)oieon looked again at 0.scar. "1 understand why you must 
become Swedish, Bernadotte. As legally as pos.sible. Pariicuiariy 
for the child. Frn told that the deposed mad King also has a son, 
You must never lose sight of this exiled .son, Bernadocie, do )'ou 
understand me.?" 



Now that he was already interfering with our future plans, I k^le\^' 
everything would work out well. He had accepted the situation. 

"Meneval — the map of the Northern countrie.s!” 

The large globe beside the desk is no more than a toy. When 
decisions must be made, Meneval brings the big maps. “Come closer, 
Bernadotte,” Jean-Baptiste sat on the arm of Napoleon’s chair. The 
Emperor unrolled the map and spread it out oii his knees. How 
often had the two sat thus together in the fields, I thought. 

"Sweden, Bernadotte! Sweden does not observe the Continental 
system. Here we have Goteborg. Here English goods will be un- 
loaded, and brought by way of Stralsund to Swedish Pomerania. 
From there, forwarded secretly to Germany.” 

"And to Russia,” Talleyrand remarked quite casually. 

"My ally, the Tsar of all the Russias, does not, unfortunately, pay 
enough attention to this problem. English goods do arrive in Russia, 
a country allied to us. However that may be, Bernadotte, Sweden is 
at the root of the problem. You will clear this up in Sweden. And 
: if necessary, declare war on England.” 

Meneval had begun to take notes on the conversation. Talleyrand 
watched Jean-Baptiste with interest. 

"Sweden’s participation will complete the Ontinental system, I 
believe we can rely on the Prince of Ponte Corvo,” the Duke of 
Cadore said with obvious satisfaction. 

Jean-Baptiste was silent. 

"Have you anything to add, Prince.?” demanded the Emperor 
sharply. 

Jean-Baptiste lifted his eyes from the map. "I shall, of course, 
serve the interests of Sweden with all the means at my disposal,” he 
said. 

"And the interests of France?” 

Jean-Baptiste stood up, carefully rolled up the map of the North- 
ern countries, and handed it to Meneval. 

"As far as I know, Your Majesty’s Government is negotiating a 
nonaggression pact with the Government of Sweden, This could be 
expanded into a treaty of friendship. I believe, therefore, that I will 
be able to serve not only Sweden, but my former country as well.” 

Former country — it hurt indescribably. Jean-Baptiste looked tired. 
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Deep furrows ran from beside his nose to the corners of his mouth. 

"You are prince of a small territory under French domination,” 
tile Emperor announced coldly. "I am forced to deprive you of the 
principality of Ponte Corvo and its very considerable revenues.” 

Jean-Baptistc nodded. "In my request I specifically asked that you 
do so, Sire.” 

"Do you inteml to arrive in Sweden simply as M, Jean-Baptistc 
BcrnadcMte, inactive; Marshal of France? If you wish, in view of your 
previous services, you may keep the title of Prince.” 

Jean-Bapliste shook his head. "I prefer to turn back the title 
along with the principality. But if your Majesty wishes to reward 
my former services to the Republic, I would like to ask that my 
brother in Pau be made a baron.” 

Napoleon was puzzled. "Aren’t you taking your brother with you 
to Sweden? Tliere you could make him a count, or even a duke," 

"I have no intention of taking my brother or any other member 
of my family to Sweden. The Swedi.sh King wishes only to adopt 
me, and not all my relatives. Believe me, Sire, I know what Fm 
doing." 

Involuntarily we all looked at the Emperor. Crowns, titles, hon- 
ours lie’d practically rained down on his incompetent brothers. 

"I think you’re right, Bernadotte,” said Napoleon slowly and 
stood up. \X'e al.so rose. The Emperor went to his de.sk and studied 
the application for the last time. "And your propertie.s in France.^ 
In Lithuania? In Westphalia?” he asked absent-mindedly. 

"I’m selling them, Sire.” 

"To pay tlie debts of the Va.sa Dynasty?” 

"Yes, and to maintain the court of the Bernadotte Dynasty in 
Sweden," 

Napoleon reached for his pen. Glanced once more at jean-Bup- 
li.stc iind me, "When 1 .sign this document, Bernadotte, you, your 
\\'ife and your son will cea.se to be French citizens. Shall 1 sign it,^" 

jean-Baptiste nodded. His eyes were almost closed, his Ups 
lightly pres.scd together, 

"This signature also means that I have accepted your resignation 
from the Army. SViall I .sign it, Bernadotte?” 

Again Jean-Bapti.ste nodded.; I groped for his hand. 'I'he clock 


struck twelve. A bugle call, a sentinel's signal, sounded in the 
courtyard. The bugle drowned out the scratching of the pen. 

This time we didn’t walk all the way from the Emperor’s desk to 
the door alone. Napoleon escorted us, his hand on Oscar’s shoulder. 
Meneval opened the door to the anteroom. Diplomats, generals, 
rulers, and ministers — foreign and domestic — bowed low. 

"I should like you to join me in congratulating Their Royal Tliglj- 
nesses the Crown Prince and Crown Princess of Sweden,” the Em- 
peror said. "And my godson, the — ” 

"I am the Duke of Sodermanland,” piped up Oscar, 

"And my godson, the Duke of Sodermanland," Napoleon con- 
tinued. 

On our way home, Jean-Baptiste sat hunched up in a corner of 
the carriage. We didn’t speak, but we understood each other per- 
fectly. In the rue d’ Anjou, a crowd of curious people had a.sserabled. 
Someone shouted, Bernadotte, Vive BernadoUe. , . /' Just as 

on the night of Napoleon’s coup d’etat, when many people hoped 
Bernadotte could defend the Republic against him. 

In front of our house Count Brahe, Baron Gustaf Morner, and a 
few other Swedish gentlemen awaited us. The strangers had just 
arrived from Stockholm with important news. 

"Your pardon, gentlemen. Her Royal Highness and I prefer to 
be alone,” Jean-Baptiste murmured briefly as we went by them into 
the little salon. But we were not alone. Up from om of the ea.sy 
chairs rose a thin figure: Fouche, the Duke of Otranto, 'riie Police 
Minister has recently been in disfavour because he secretly negotiated 
with England, and because Napoleon found it out. Now he stood 
before us and held out to me a bouquet of deep red, almost black, 
roses. 

"May 1 congratulate you,” he lisped. "France is proud of her 
great son and ...” 

"That will do, Fouche. I have given up my French citizenship,” 
said Jean-Baptiste miserably. 

"I know, Highness, I know.” 

"Then, please excuse us. We cannot receive anyone,” I said, 
taking the roses from him. When we finally were alone, we sat 
beside each other on the sofa, as tired as though we’d come a great 



distance. After a while Jean-Baptiste got up, went over to the 
piano, and absent-mindedly hit the keys with one finger. "La Mar- 
seillaise." He can play only with one finger, and only "La Marseil- 
laise." "Today I saw Napoleon for the la.st time in my life," he said. 
And .strummed on. The same tune, alway.s the .same. 


Paris, Septemher 50, 1810 
This noon jean-.Baptiste left for Sweden. 

He‘.s been .so busy the la.st few days that we had no chance for a 
proper good-by. The French Foreign Ministry compiled a list of 
Swede.s, wdio are considered here to be particularly important. Mor- 
ner and Count Brahe briefed him on who these people are. One 
afternoon, Baron Ak|iiier wavS announced. He wore a gold-embroid- 
ered ambassadorial uniform and the eternal smile of a courtier, "Hi.s 
Maje.sty lia.s appointed me French Ambas.sador in Stockholm, and I 
wanted to pay my respects to Your Royal Highnes.s before my de- 
parture." 

"You needn’t introduce yourself, we've known each other for 
yeans," Jean-Baptiste .said calmly, but his eyes narrowed. "You were 
His Majesty’s Ambassador in Naples when the Neapolitan Govern- 
ment was overt! iro\\'n, and a cabinet, in accordance with His Majesty’s 
‘.\'ishe.s, formed.’’ 

Ak]uier nodded smilingly. "Wonderful .scenery around Naples- 
jean-Baptistc continued. "And you were His Majesty’s Ambassa 
dor in Madrid, when the Spanish Government vs'as forced out, and a 
new cabinet, complying with His Majesty’s wishes, .set up," 
"Wonderful city, Madrid, but too hot," Alquier remarked. 

"And now you are coming to Stockholm," Jean-Baptistc concluded 
"A wonderful city, but too cold, I hear,” Alquier said. 



jean-Baptiste waved this aside. “Perhaps it depends on how one’s 
received. There are warm receptions and cool ones,” 

Aiquier continued to smile. “His Majesty, the Emperor, has 
assured me that Your Royal Highness will receive me very wartnly. 
As a former, so to say — compatriot.” 

“When does Your Excellency leave.^” 

“On the thirteenth of September, Your Highness.” 

“We shall arrive in Stockholm at the same time.” 

"What a happy coincidence, Your Highness.” 

"Generals rarely leave anything to chance, Excellency. And the 
Emperor is first of all a general.” 

Jean-Baptiste rose. Aiquier had to depart. 

Messengers from Stockholm arrived constantly with reports of the 
magnificent preparations for Jean-Baptiste’s reception. Danish diplo- 
mats called, and told us that Copenhagen, too, would welcome the 
Swedish Crown Prince. Every morning, the pastor of the Evangelical 
Community in Paris came to give Jean-Baptiste religious instruction. 
It has been arranged that before his arrival in Sweden, Jean-.Baptiste 
will renounce the Roman Catholic Church and become a Protestant. 
This ceremony will take place in a Danish port, called Helsingor. 
There, in the presence of the Swedish Archbishop, Jean-Baptiste will 
sign the Augsburg Confession of Faith. In Sweden, Protestantism is 
the State religion. 

“Were you ever in a Protestant church, Jean-Baptiste.^” I won- 
dered. 

“Yes, twice. In Germany. It looks like a Catholic church, except 
that there are no holy images.” 

“Must I become a Protestant, too, Jean-Baptiste?” 

He thought this over. “I don't think that’s necessary; do as you 
like. But I haven’t time for this nice young pastor and his daily 
lessons. He’d better instruct Oscar instead. Oscar must learn the 
Augsburg Confession by heart and, if possible, in Swedi.sh. Count 
Brahe can help him.” 

Oscar is learning the Augsburg Confession of Faith in Frcncli 
and in Swedish. On Jean-Baptiste’s night table is the list of im- 
portant Swedes. The Court Chancellor’s name is Wetterstedt. Gus- 
taf, of course. Apparently most Swedes are called Gustaf. There 



are also many Lowenhjelms. One of them, a Karl Axel Lo\^■- 
enhjelm, is underlined on the list. He will meet Jeaa-Baptiste in 
Helsingor, and from there accompany him as Chamberlain to 
Stockholm, Jean-Baptiste has written "Questions of Etiquette” after 
his name. 

"ril leave the list for you; please, with Brahe’s help, learn the 
names by heart,” Jean-Baptiste said. 

"But I can’t pronounce them,” I complained. "How, for example, 
do you say Ldwenhjelm?” Jean-Baptiste couldn’t pronounce it 
either. 

"But I shall learn. One can learn anything if one wants to,” he 
said, and added, "You must get busy on your preparations for the 
journey. I don’t want you and Oscar to stay here any longer than 
absolutely necessary. As soon as I’ve prepared your apartments in 
the Royal Palace in Stockholm, you must set off. Promise me that?” 
He sounded very insistent. I nodded. 

"By the way, I’ve been considering selling this house,” he said 
thoughtfully. 

"No, no — Jean-Baptiste, you mustn’t do that to me,” 1 pleaded. 

He looked at me in surprise. "If you want to visit Paris any time, 
you can always .stay with Julie. It's an unnecessary luxury to keep 
this house.” 

"It’s my home. And you can’t take my home away just like that. 
If we still had Papa’s villa in Marseilles . . . But we haven’t. Let 
me keep this lutu.sc, Jean-Baptiste, let me keep it!” I implored him, 
"You will surely come back to Paris, too, some time. Then you’ll be 
glad to have your house. Or would you rather stay at the Swedish 
hmhas.sy?” 

U was late at night, and we were sitting on Jean-Baptiste’s bed. 
surrounded by his packed travelling bags. "If I ever do return to 
Paris, it will be diflicult and painful,” he muttered, and stared intc* 
the candlelight. "You are right, it would be best to have a place 
here. VPe’ll keep the house, little one." 

Hiis morning the big coach rumbled up to the door, Fernand 
stowed av\'ay luggage, and stationed himself at the carriage door. As 
u.suai he w(^re his wine-red uniform, but he'd sewn on buttons with 
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the Swedish coat of arms. Gustaf Mornef was waiting for jean- 
Baptiste in the front hall. 

Oscar and I came downstairs with him. His arm was around my 
.shoulder. The farewell wasn’t so very different from the many 
other times he’d left to go to the front or as a Governor. 

In front of General Moreau’s bust, he stopped suddenly and 
stared at the marble face. How they loved the Republic, these two, 
I thought. One of them lives in exile in America, the other lias 
become a Crown Prince . . . "Send the bust to Stockholm with my 
other things," Jean-Baptiste said. He hugged Oscar and me. "You 
are responsible for seeing that my wife and Oscar come very soon. 
Count Brahe," he said hoarsely, "It could be of the utmost urgency 
that my family leave France very soon. Do you understand what I 
mean.^’’ 

Count Brahe looked straight at Jean-Bapti.ste. "I think so, Your 
Highness." 

Whereupon Jean-Baptiste jumped into the travelling coach, Mar- 
ner sat next to him, Fernand closed the door, and swung up be.side 
the coachman on the box. A few passers-by stopped to watch, a 
di.sabled soldier with medals from many campaigns on his chest 
shouted, "Vit'e Bernaclotter 

Jean-Baptiste quickly drew the curtains. 


ejo 

Helsiii^or in Denmark, the night of December .?/ 
to December 22, 1810 

I never realized that nights could be so long and so cold. To- 
morrow Oscar and I embark on the warship with the many pennants 
which will carry us across the Sund to Sweden. We will land in 
Halsingborg where Sweden wdll welcome Crown Princess De.sideria 
and her son, the Heir Apparent. My good little son. 

Marie put four hot water bottles in my bed. Perhaps the night 
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will go faster if I write. I have much to record. But I’m shivering in 
spite of the warm bottles. 

I’d like to get up, put on Napoleon’s sables and tiptoe into Oscar’s 
room and sit beside his bed. I’d like to hold his hand and feel his 
warmth. My son, you are a part of myself. I’ve sat so often by 
your bed when I felt lonely. Those many nights in which your 
father fought on so many fronts. ’Wife of a general, wife of a 
marshal. ... I never sought this, Oscar. And I never guessed a 
time would come when I couldn’t freely go to your bedside. But 
you ho longer sleep alone in your room. Colonel Villatte is escorting 
us. For many years your father’s faithful aide. Your father gave 
orders that Villatte was to sleep in your room until we reach the 
Royal Palace in Stockholm. To protect you, darling. From what? 
From murderers, my child, from assassins who are ashamed because 
proud Sweden is bankrupt, her lost wars and mad kings have ex- 
hausted her. She has chosen simple M. Bernadotte Crown Prince. 
And young Oscar Bernadotte, grandson of a Marseilles silk mer- 
chant, to succeed him. That’s why your father wants Villatte to sleep 
in your room, and Count Brahe in the next. Darling, we’re afraid 
of murderers, 

Marie is asleep in my dressing room. And how she snores, Marie 
and I have travelled a long way together. Too long, perhaps. For 
two days, fog has postponed our trip across the Sund. Impenetrably 
grey lies the future before me. I never thought it could be as cold 
anywhere as it is here in Denmark. But people say, "Wait till you 
get to Sweden, Your Highness!" 

We left our home in the rue d’ Anjou the end of October. 1 put 
linen diistcovers over tlie chairs, and draped the mirrors. Oscar and 
1 went to Julie’s at Mortefontaine to spend the last few days with her. 
But j'oung Brahe and the gentlemen from the Swedisli Fmbas.sy in 
Pari.s were impatient for us to leave France. 1 learned the reason for 
their impatience just yesterday. Nevertheless I couldn’t go until Le 
Ih.iy delivered my new' court dresses. 

I sat with Julie in her autumnal garden redolent of dump warm 
earth. Her little girls played wdth Oscar. They’re thin and pale like 
Julie, anc.] don’t in the least resemble the Bonapartes. "You must 
come visit me .soon in Stockholm, Julie," I said. 


She shrugged her narrow shoulders. "As soon as the English are 
driven out of Spain, I must go to Madrid. Unfortunately I am still 
Queen,” 

She went with me for my fittings at Lc Roy’.s. At last I could 
wear white dresses at court. In Paris I never did because Josephine 
always wore white. But in Stockholm they know very little about 
the former Empress and her gowms. Someone told me that Queen 
Hedw’ig Elisabeth and her ladies-in-waiting still powder their hair. 
I can’t imagine it. Even in Sweden no one could possibly be that old- 
fashioned, But as 1 said, Brahe insisted we leave Paris. My dresses 
were delivered on the first of November, and on the third our travel- 
ling carriages appeared. 

I was in the first carriage with Colonel Villatte, and the doctor — 
Jean-Baptiste had engaged a personal physician for our journey — 
and Mme la Flotte. The second carriage foHow'ed with Oscar, Count 
Brahe, Marie and Yvette. In the third W'as our luggage. I had 
planned to bring my reader, too, but she wept .so bitterly at the mere 
thought of leaving Paris that I recommended her to Julie instead. 
Shall I engage a new reader.^ Count Brahe says that the Swedish Queen 
has already arranged for my royal household; ladie-S-in-waiting, read- 
ers, chambermaids. La Flotte, however, was all agog to come because 
.she’s in love with Count Brahe. 

"That you can write I am aware. For your reports on tJie Crown 
Prince and me, written for the police, you were well paid," 1 tohi 
her. "But can you also read?” She blushed beet-red. "If you can 
also read, I shan’t need to engage a new reader." 

La Flotte bowed her head. "I’m looking forward .so to Slockliolm 
— ^the Venice of the North,” she lisped. 

"I would prefer the Venice of the South," I .said. 'Tm from the 
South." : 

Ail this seems very long ago, although it’s really only six week.s. 
And in these six weeks we’ve sat from early until late in our car- 
riages. And every evening there’s been a banquet or a reception in 
our honour. In Amsterdam, in Hamburg, We stayed overnight in 
places with such odd names as Itzehoe and Apenrade. We made 
our first long halt at Nyborg in Denmark. From there, we were to 
travel by sea from the Island of Fiinen to the Island of Seeland, on 
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which lies Copenhagen. Here, however, a courier from Napoleon 
overtook us. 

He was a young cavalry officer, carrying a large package, and just 
as we were about to embark he hailed us. He had tied his horse to a 
post on the quay. Panting, he dashed up with his large bundle. 
"Your Royal Highness, may I deliver this with highest regard from 
His Majesty?” 

Count Brahe took the ungainly package, and Villatte asked, "Have 
you no letter for Her Highness?” 

The young officer shook his head. "No, only this verbal greeting. 
When His Majesty heard that Her Highness had left Paris, he mur- 
mured, 'Terrible time of year to go to Sweden,’ and looked around. 
His eye happened to light on me. So I was ordered to ride after 
Your Plighness and to deliver this gift. The Emperor said, 'Hurry, 
Pier Plighness will need this gift badly.’ So, Your Highness, here 
it is.” The officer clicked his heels together. 

The cold wind, brought tears to my eyes. I held out my hand to 
him. "Thank Plis Majesty, and give my regards to Paris.” 

It was time to go on board. In the cabin we unpacked the Em- 
peror’s present. My heart stood still. A sable stole. The most 
magnificent sable I’d ever seen. "One of the three stoles the Tsar 
gave him,” whispered La Flotte in awe. We’d all heard about the 
three .sable stoles presented the Emperor by the Tsar. Josephine had 
one, the second went to Paulette, his favourite sister, and the third — 
yes, the third is now on my knees. Because I needed it so badly. 
Nevertheless, I’m cold. In the old days, a general’s coat warmed me 
better. Napoleon’s coat that stormy night in Marseilles. Jean-Bap- 
tiste’s coat, one rainy night in Paris. They weren’t so heavy with 
gold like generals’ coats today, but rough and shabby and poorly cut. 
Uniforms of the gallant young Republic, 

The .ship pitched for three hours from Nyborg to Korsdr. La 
Flotte was seasick and wouldn’t let Count Brahe hold her liead. A 
sure sign how much she loves him. 

^'omorro\^' we cross over to Sweden, It’s still foggy but the sea 
is calmer. For the last time, I studied the list of ladies and gentlemen 
who will receive me in Halsingborg. My new lady-in-waiting, a 
Countess Carolina Lewenhaupt. ; Another, Mariana von KoskuH, 
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Equerry Baron Reinhold Adeisward; chamberlains Count Erik Piper 
and Sixten Sparre, and finally a new physician, whose name is Pontin, 

My candles have burned low% it is four o'clock in the morning, 
and I must try to sleep. Jean-Baptiste did not come to meet me. 1 
had not heard until I got here that on the twelfth of November 
Napoleon had sent Sweden an ultimatum: Sweden must either de- 
ciare war on the English within five days, or be considered at \sar 
with France, Denmark and Russia. The State Council was conveneti 
in Stockholm. All eyes focused on the new Crown Prince, 

"Gentlemen,” Jean-Baptiste had said, "I ask you to forget that 
I was born in France, and that the Emperor holds in his power w'hat 
is dearer to me than anything on earth. Getitlemen, I will not take 
part in this meeting of the State Council, as I do not wish, in any 
way, to influence your decision.” 

Now I understood why the gentlemen of the Swedish Embassy in 
Paris were anxious for Oscar and me to hasten our departure. The 
Swedish State Council decided to declare war against England. On 
November 17 the Swedes transmitted to England their declaration 
of war. But Count Brahe, w'ho has talked to several Swedes here, 
told me, "Flis Royal Highness, the Crown Prince, sent a secret mes- 
senger to England, asking that this declaration of war be coOvSidered 
a mere formality. Sweden wishes to continue trading with England, 
and suggests that from now on English ships entering Ghteborg har- 
bour should fly the American flag.” 

1 have tried in vain to understand all these developments. Na- 
poleon could have held Oscar and me as hostages. But he let us go, 
and even sent me the sables. Because he thought Fd be cold. , . , 
Jean-Baptiste, on the other hand, requested the State Council to take 
no notice of his family. Sweden is more important to him. Sweden 
is to him the most important thing on earth. 

On all sides I hear how eagerly the Swedes are waiting for our 
child. If only he were sleeping alone, I could go to him in my fc,‘ar. 
1 drive on, through cold and fog to give up my child. And I don’t 
even know if Oscar will be happy. Are heirs apparent usually happy.' 
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Halsmgborgt December 22, 1 81 0 
{T oday 1 arrived in Siveden^ 

'rhe cannon on the Kronborg bastion in Helsingor thundered 
salutes as we embarked on the Swedish man-of-war. The crew stood 
at attention, Oscar’s small hand touched his three-cornered hat; 1 
tried to smile. As always it was foggy, and the icy wind brought 
tears to my eyes. I stayed in the cabin. Oscar, however, wanted to 
remain on deck to examine the cannon. 

"And my husband still hasn’t chme?” I asked Count Brahe again 
and again. All forenoon small vessels with messengers from Hiil- 
singborg had docked at Helsingor to bring detailed reports on prep- 
arations for our reception. 

“Important political issues are keeping His Royal Highness in 
Stockholm. A new demand is expected from Napoleon.” 

An entire world seemed to lie between this icy fog and the gentle 
winter rain in Paris. Lights are dancing on the Seine. A whole world 
lies between Jean-Baptiste and Napoleon. And Napoleon de- 
mands ... 

My small green velvet hat with the red silk rose is becoming to 
me; my green velvet coat fits snugly, and makes me look taller than 
1 am. In ray green velvet mulf I clutch the list of Swedish courtiers 
who are expecting me. The ladies-in-waiting, Lewenhaupt and Kos- 
kull, the chamberlains Piper and — I’ll never learn these names. . . . 
“Your Plighness is not anxious?” said Count Brahe softly. 

“Who is with Oscar?” I asked. “I don’t want him to fall in the 
water.” 

“Your own Colonel Villatte is taking care of him,” Brahe an- 
swered. The words “your own” sounded sarcastic. 

“Is it true that Your Highness Has put on woollen underdrawers?'' 
Mme la Flotte was horrified. She was fighting against seasicknes.s 
again. Pier face, under the pink powder, had a greenish cast. 

“Yes, Marie bought them in the town. It was her idea, she saw 
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them in a shop. I think one needs warm underwear in tliis climate, 
We’ll probably stand around in this ice-cold harbour for a long time 
listening to speeches, and no one will look under our skirts.” I im- 
mediately regretted this remark. A Crown Princess doesn’t say such 
things and Countess— I consulted my list — Counte.ss Lewenliaupt, 
my new lady-in-waiting, would be shocked. 

"Now we can see the Swedish coast plainly. Perhaps Your High- 
ne.s,s would like to come on deck?” Count Brahe suggested. And 
waited for me to hurry on deck. 

’Tm so cold and tired,” I said, burrowing deeper into Napoleon’s 
fur. 

"Of course, forgive me — ” murmured the young Swede. 

Cannonfire. I was startled, although by now I should be used to 
this thunder. The finst salutes came from our ship, and were an- 
swered from the coast. Yvette held up a mirror for me. I whisked 
the powder puif over my face. Put a little more rouge on my lips. 
Under my eyes were deep shadows from last night’s sleeplessne.s.s. 

"Your Highness looks very beautiful,” Count Brahe assured me. 
1 was so scared, I thought. People imagine a Crown Princ:es.s to he 
right out of a fairy tale. And I am still only the former dtizen- 
ess Eugenie Desiree Clary! 

While the cannon roared I went up on deck and stood next to 
0.scar. "Look, Mama — there's our country,” the child .shouted. 

"Not our country, Oscar — the country of the Swcdi.sh pec,)ple. 
Don’t forget that. Never forget it.” I took hi.s hand. vSnatches of 
military music flowed out toward us. Out of the fog slione bright 
dresses and gold epaulettes. I saw a mass of flowers. Ro.ses, carna- 
tions? They must cost a fortune here in' winter. ... 

“As soon as we dock, I will cro.ss the gangplank and hold out my 
hand to help Your Highness onto the quay. I want the Heir Ap- 
parent to stay close behind Your Highness. When we land, the 
Heir Apparent will take his position on the left of Your Royal High- 
ness. I will be right behind Your Highness — ” Count Brahe gave 
his instructions hastily. Yes, right behind me, to protect me. M)- 
young knight of ancient Swedish lineage will not let them laugh at 
the daughter of a simple citizen. 

“Did you understand, Oscar?” 
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"Look, Mama, all those Swedish uniforms. A whole regiment. 
Just look, Mama!” 

"And where shall I stand, dear Count Brahe.?” asked La Flotte. 

1 turned to her. "Keep in the background with Colonel Vil latte. 
I’m afraid you’re not the central figure at this reception.” 

"Do you know what they called Count Brahe in Helsingor, Mama.? 
Admiral Brahe,” Oscar said. 

Cannons crashed. "But why, O.scar.? The Count is a cavalry of- 
ticer.” 

"But they called him Admiral de la Flotte Oscar shouted be- 
tween .salutes. "Do you understand. Mama.?” 

I had to laugh. I was laughing all over my face when the ship 
docked in Sweden. 

"Kronprinsessan skall leva!” came from the fog. ”Kronprinsessan, 
Arvepiinsen!” Many voices, shouting rhythmically. But the fog 
swallowed up the faces of the people behind the cordon of soldiers. 
I could distinguish only the faces of the courtiers. Stiff and unsmil- 
ing, they looked me over. Looked over the child. My smile froze. 

The gangplank was lowered. The Swedish national anthem, which 
I already knew, boomed out. Not a stirring battle song like "La 
Mar.seillaise.” More of a hymn — pious, harsh, solemn. 

Count Brahe hurried by me and jumped on land. His hand 
stretched out to me. Quickly and uncertainly I edged toward him. 
Tlien I felt his arm under mine, felt solid land under my feet, stood 
there first alone, and then Oscar ran up beside me. The bright 
blooms — they were roses — came forward. A haggard old man in 
the uniform of a Swedish marshal presented the flowers. "Governor 
General von Schonen, Marshal Johan Kristoffer Toll,” Count Brahe 
whispered. Faded old man’s eyes looked at me but gave no sign of 
welcome. I took the roses, and the old man bent down over my right 
Kind. Then bowed deep before Oscar. I saw the ladies, in their 
silks, in their wraps trimmed with ermine and nutria, curtsy. The 
rear-view of uniforms as the men bowed. It began to snow. I hastily 
gave my hand to one after another, the foreign faces assumed forced 
smiles. Their smiles more natural when Oscar held out his hand to 
them. Marshal Toll welcomed me in his harsh French. Snowflakes 
whirled around us. I turned my head to look at Oscar. He was en- 



raptured by the whirling whiteness. Again the national anthem — so 
strange, so solemn. Snowflakes fell on my face as I stood without 
moving on the pier at Halsingborg. As the last notes died away, 
Oscar’s voice cut the stillness: "Well be very happy here, Mama. 
Look, it’s snowing.” 

Why does my child always say or do the right thing at the right 
moment? Just like liis father. The same old man offered me his arm 
to escort me to the royal carriage. Count Brahe stayed close behind 
me, I looked at the unfriendly old man, at the foreign faces behind 
him, saw the light, cold eyes, the critical expression. "I beg of you, 
always be good to my child,” I said suddenly. 

These words were not in the programme, they slipped out, prob- 
ably tactlessly, and against all etiquette. Astonishment, enormous 
astonishment, flickered over every face, startled and condescending. 
I felt the snowflakes on my eyela.shes and on my lips, and no one 
saw that I was crying. 

That same evening, while I was undressing, Marie said, "Wasn’t 1 
right, Eugenie? I mean about the woollen underwear? You miglit 
have caught your death during the ceremony at the harbour." 


In the Royal Palace, Slock hoi??/ 

End of the mterminable winter of 1811 

At last the sky really was like a fresh-washed sheet, and green ice 
(ioes swam in the Malar! The rising water roared under the green 
floes, the snow melted, like thunder the ice cracked apart. Strange-- 
spring doesn’t come gently to this country. But tumuituously, pa.s- 
sionately, fighting. And at the last very slowly. 

On one of these spring afternoons, Countess Lewenhaupt appeared 
before me. "Her Majesty invites Your Royal Highness to have a cup 
of tea in Her Majesty’s salon.” 

That surprised me. Every evening, Jean-Baptiste and f dine alone 
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with the child, and then we spend at least an hour with the Queen, 
The King, incidentally, is much better. Earlier he had suffered a 
slight stroke and the very evening he was taken ill, the Queen slipped 
the heavy seal ring from the King’s finger and put it on Jean-Baptiste. 
That meant the King entrusted him with the government, but not that 
he has become Regent. 

The King is sitting up again in his usual chair, an uneasy smile on 
his mouth. Only the left side pulls down slightly. But I’ve never 
called on the Queen by myself. Why should I? We have notliing to 
say to each other. 

"Announce me to Her Majesty,’’ I said hastily to Lew'enhaupt and 
dashed to my dressing room. I brushed my hair, put on the fur-lined 
shaw'i Jean-Baptiste recently gave me, and walked up the icy marble 
staircase to Her Majesty’s salon. 

They were seated around a little table — all three of them. Queen 
Hedwig Elisabeth Charlotte, my adopted mother-in-law, who should 
be fond of me. Queen Sophia Magdalena, who has every reason to 
hate me. Her husband was murdered, her son exiled, her grandson 
of Oscar'.s age deprived of all his rights to the throne. And Princess 
Sofia Albertina, the lady of indefinite age. She is an old maid witli 
a faded face, a flat bo.som, a childish bow in her hair, and unattractive 
amber beads around her thin neck. The three ladies were bent over 
their needlework. 

"Sit down, madame,’’ the Queen said. 

The three ladies continued to embroider. Rosebuds in a strange 
rose-violet colony were stretched out on their embroidery frames, 
lea was served. I'he ladies dropped their needlework and concen- 
trated on their tea. I took a couple of gulps and burned my tongue. 
Tlie Queen motioned the lackeys out of the room. Not a single iady- 
in-waiting was present. "I want to talk to you, dear daughter,’’ the 
QXieen said. 

Princess Sofia Albertina bared her long teeth in a malicious smile, 
I’he Queen Mother, on the other hand, stared indifferently into her 
teacup, 

"I wanted to ask you, dear daughter, whether you yourself feel 
that you are fulfilling your duties as Crown Princess of Sweden.?’’ 
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I felt myself blushing. The pale, near-sighted eyes were fixed 
pitilessly on my flushed face. 

"I don’t know, madame,” I finally managed to answer. 

The Queen’s dark, heavy eyebrows shot up. "You don’t know, 

madame?’’ 

"No,’’ I said. "I can’t judge, because it’s the first time Tve ever 
been a crown princess. And I’ve been one for such a very sliort 
time." 

Princess Sofia Albertina began to bleat. She really did, like a goat. 
The Queen gestured irritably, but her voice w'as smooth as silk. "It’s 
extremely unfortunate for the Swedish people and for him wdiom the 
Swedish people have chosen as heir to the throne that you don’t know 
how a crown princess should behave, madame." 

The Queen took a slow sip of tea, and kept looking at me over 
the rim of her cup. "So I will tell you, my dear daughter, how a 
Crown Princess must behave.” 

Everything had been in vain, 1 thought: M. Montel’s deportment 
lessons, my piano lessons, the graceful gestures I had practiced so 
diligently. And in vain, too, that I’d kept still at the court functions 
in Stockholm so as not to embarrass Jean-Baptiste. All, all in vain, 

"A crown princess never takes a drive wdth one of her husband’s 
aides without a lady-in-waiting.” 

What did she mean — Villatte? "I — I’ve known Colonel Villatte 
for many years; he visited us in Sceaux. We like to talk about old 
times,” I said finally. 

"At court functions crown princesses should converse graciously 
with everyone, You, however, act as though you were deaf and 
dumb.” 

"Speech has been given man”— the words slipped out— "to con- 
ceal his thoughts.” 

The virginal goat bleated shrilly. The pale eyes of tlie Queen 
c^pened wdde in astonishment. Quickly I added, "That’s not original 
with me but with one of our-— one of the French diplomats, Count 
Talleyrand, Prince of Benevent. Perhaps '^Your Majesty has 
heard ..." 

"I know quite well who Talleyrand is,” said the Queen sharply, 

"Madame, if one is not too clever nor too well educated, and yet 
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must conceal one’s thoughts, speech doesn't help. Therefore, 1 am 
forced — to be silent!” 

A teacup rattled. The Queen Mother had put down her cup, her 
hand trembled so. 

"You must force yourself to make conversation, madame,” the 
Queen continued. "And besides — I cannot imagine what thoughts 
you wish to conceal from your Swedish friends and future subjects." 

1 folded my hands in my lap, and let her go on. Everything ends, 
and so would this tea party. 

"From one of my lackeys I hear that your servant has inquired 
about the shop of a certain Persson. I want to make it quite clear 
that you are to make no purchases whatever at this shop." 

I lifted my head. "Why not.?” 

"This Persson is not a purveyor to the court, and never will be. 

1 have myself, since I heard about your servant's inquiries, made 
some myself, madame. This Persson is known to have some very 
revolutionary ideas.” 

My eyes popped. "Pensson.?” 

"This certain Persson lived in France at the time of the Revolu- 
tion. Ostensibly to learn the silk business. Since his return, he has 
associated with students, writers and other muddle-headed creatures, 
and he discusses with them the very ideas which once were the un- 
doing of the French nation.” 

What did she mean.? "I don’t quite understand, madame. Persson 
once lived with us in Marseilles, he w'orked with Papa in the shop. 
In the evening I gave him French le.ssons, we learned the Rights of 
Man by heart ...” 

"Madame” -like a slap in the face—''! must in.sist you forga 

that. It is incredible that this certain Persson took lessons from 
you — ” she was breathing hard — "or that he had anything to do 
with your father.'’ 

"Madame, Papa was a highly respected silk merchant, and the 
firm of Clary is today a very substantial one.'’ 

"I ask you to forget all that, madame. You are Crown Princess 
of Sweden.” 

A long silence followed. I looked down at ni)' hands, trying to 



collect my thoughts. But my mind blurred, only my emotions were 
clear, 

''fag er Kronprinsessan — ■” I murmured in Swedish, and added 
clumsily, “.rve begun to learn Swedish. I want to do my best. But 
obviously that isn't enough. . . 

No answer. 

I looked up. "Madame, would you have pensiiaded His Majesty 
to appoint Jean-Baptiste Regent if— if I would not then have become 
the Regent’s wife?” 

"Possibly.” 

"Will you have another cup of tea, madame,” bleated the goat. 
I declined. 

"Fd like you to consider seriously what I have said, dear daughter, 
and to act accordingly,” the Queen said icily. 

"Fm already considering it, madame.” 

"You should never for an instant forget the position of out dear 
son, the Crown Prince, madame,” the Queen concluded. That fin- 
ished me. 

"Your Majesty has already reproached me because I cannot forget 
who and what my dead papa was. Now, madame, you tell me not to 
forget my husband's po.sition, I want you to understand once and 
for all — I forget nothing and nobody,” 

Witliout waiting for the Queen’s permission, I stood up. To the 
devil with etiquette. The three ladies sat up straighter--if possible 
— than ever. "In my home in Marseilles, madame, the mimosa is 
now in bloom. When it’s a little warmer, I will return to France.” 

That worked. All three jumped. The Queen was shocked, the 
old goat incredulous, and even the Queen Mother loolced surprised. 

"You would go — back?” the Queen asked haltingly. "When did 
you decide this, dear daughter?” 

"This instant, Your Majesty.” 

"It’s politically unwise, definitely unwise. You must talk it over 
with my dear son, the Crown Prince,” she said rapidly, 

"I do nothing without my hu.sband's consent.” 

"And where will you live in Paris, madame? You have no palace 
there," declared the goat happily, : 

"1 never have had a palace there. But we kept our home in the rue 
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d’ Anjou. An ordinary house, no palace. But so beautiful to me.'’ 

I told her and hurried on. "I don’t need a palace. I am not used 
to living in palaces. I — hate palaces, madame.” 

The Queen had regained her poise. "Your country house near 
Pari.s might perhaps be a more suitable residence for the Crown 
Princess of Sweden.’’ 

"La Grange,^ We sold La Grange and everything else to pay 
Sweden’s debts abroad. They were very large debts, madame." 

She bit her lip. Then quickly, "No, that won’t do — Crown 
Princess Desideria of Sw^eden in an ordinary Paris dwelling. And 
besides ...” 

"I shall discuss it with my husband. Anyway, I have no idea of 
travelling under the name of Desideria of Sweden.” 

I felt my eyes fill with tears. I mustn’t cry now and give these 
three this satisfaction. I threw back ray head. 

"Desideria—'the one who is desired’! Perhaps Your Majesty will 
put your mind to a suitable incognito for me. Now may I go?" 

And I slammed the door behind me so hard the sound echoed 
through the marble corridors. As I had once in Rome, the first 
palace into which fate tossed me. 

From the Queen’s salon I went directly to Jean-Baptiste’s study. 
In the anteroom one of his aides barred the w'ay. "May I announce 
Your Royal PIighne.ss?’’ 

"No, thank you. I am accustomed to entering my husband’s apart- 
ments without being announced.” 

"But I am obliged to announce Your Royal Highness,” lie insisted. 

"Who obliges you to? His Royal, Highness?” 

"Etiquette, Your Plighness. For centuries ...” 

I pushed him aside. He cringed as though I’d stabbed him. 1 had 
to laugh. "Don’t worry, Baron. L won’t upset j’-our etiquette much 
longer.” Whereupon I went into Jean-Baptiste’s study. 

Jean-Baptiste sat at his desk, a pile of documents before him, while 
he listened to Chancellor Wetterstedt and two other gentlemen. A 
green eyeshade cast a shadow oyer the upper part of his face. Fer- 
nand had already told me how greatly his eyes troubled him. Be- 
cause here the days are so short, he has to read mostly by artificial 
light. He work.s every day from half-past nine in the mornini,: until 



three o’clock at night, and his eyes are badly inflamed. Only the 
gentlemen who work with him constantly know about the green 
eyeshade. He has kept it a secret even from me so that I won’t won-)'. 
He took it off in a hurry when I came in. 

"Has something special happened, Desiree?" 

"No. I just want to talk to you.” 

"Is it urgent?” 

I shook my head. "No. I’ll sit quietly in a corner and wait until 
you’re finished with these gentlemen.” 

I pulled a chair up to the big round stove and warmed myself. At 
first, I listened. Jean-Baptiste said, "You must remember that the 
Swedish reichsthaler is the cheapest money in Europe.” And, "We 
cannot squander our few English pounds, so hard earned in the 
secret trade with England, on any but essential supplies.” And, "But 
I must take action. I’ve risked my entire private fortune to stabilize 
the exchange. I should mobilize, yet I cannot recruit men from our 
ironworks and sawmills. And I should have more artillery — or did 
you think modern battles were won with swords and fi.sts?’‘ 

I began to review my own attitude toward the Queen, 1 convinced 
myself Fd been right, and became much calmer. But I felt awful, un- 
speakably awful. Jean-Baptiste had forgotten I was there, he’d put 
the eyeshade back on. He held a document up clo.se to his eyes. "J 
trust the Foreign Manister fully understands the significance of thi.s, 
We arrested a couple of English sailors in a tavern on the Goteborg 
waterfront, and England is holding three Swedes to convince France 
that England and Sweden really are at war with each other. Now 
the English Government is sending over a Mr. Thornton, one of her 
ablest diplomats, to discu.ss the exchange of pri.soners. I want the 
Foreign Mini.ster — Engestrom himsdf-—to confer with this Mr. 
Thornton." 

Fie looked at them. "I also want Suclitelen informed. Perliaps lie 
could take part in this conference. Unofficially, naturally.” 

Suchtelen is the Russian Ambassador in Stockholm. The Tsar is 
still formally allied with Napoleon, but he has begun to arm, and 
Napoleon is sending troops to Pomerania and Pcfiand. Does jcan- 
Baptiste mean to effect a .secret understanding between England and 
Russia? 
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"Perhaps at that time we might mention Finland to Siichtelen 
again,” one of the gentlemen ventured. 

Jean-Baptiste sighed, dearly annoyed. "You always come back 
to that. You’ll bore the Tsar and — ” He broke off. "Forgive me, 
gentlemen. I know what Finland means to you. We can indeed 
bring it up again with Suchtelen, And I will also refer to it in my 
next letter to the Tsar. We meet tomorrow early. I wish you good 
evening.” 

The gentlemen bowed to Jean-Baptiste and to me, and backed out 
of the room. The fire in the stove crackled. Jean-Baptiste had taken 
off the eyeshade and had his eyes shut. His mouth reminded me of 
Oscar asleep — tired but content. How well he rules, I thought. How 
well — and how wisely. 

"Now, what is it, little one.?” 

'Tm leaving, Jean-Baptiste. When it’s summer and the roads are 
better. I’m going home, dearest,” I said softly. 

At that he opened his eyes. "Have you gone mad.? You are at 
home. Here in the royal palace in Stockholm. In the summer we’ll 
go to Drottningholm, to our summer residence. A charming little 
palace, with a great big beautiful park. You’ll love it.” 

"But I must go, Jean-Baptiste. It’s the only way,” I insisted. And 
repeated to him word for word my conversation with the Queen. 
He listened without comment. His perpetual frown grew deeper. 
And tlien he broke loose. Like a storm. 

"And I have to listen to this nonsense. Her Majesty and Her 
Royal Highness cannot get along. I must say the Queen is right — 
you don’t always behave like— what’s expected at the court of 
Sweden. You’ll learn, of course, you’ll learn. But, God know's, 1 
can’t be bothered with all this now. Have you any idea what’s hap- 
pening in the world? And wdiat will probably come to a head in the 
next few years?” 

He stood up and came over to me. His voice was hoarse with 
excitement. "Our very existence— the existence of Europe. Napo- 
leon’s system creaks in every joint. In the south, there’s been nu 
peace for a long time. In Germany, his enemies arc secretly uniting; 
almost daily some French soldier is shot from ambush. And in the 
north — ” He stopped and chewed his lower lip. "Napoleon can 


no longer depend on the Tsar,: so he will attack Russia. Do you 
understand what that means?” 

"He’s attacked and conquered so many countries,” .said i with a 
shrug. "We both know him.” 

Jean-Baptiste nodded. "Yes, we know him. Better than anyone 
else the Crown Prince of Sweden knows him. And tliercfore, in his 
hour of destiny, the Tsar of all the Russias will abide by the advice 
of the Swedish Crown Prince.” 

jean-Baptiste took a deep breath. "And when finally tiiere is a 
new coalition, under the leadership of England and Russia, then 
Sweden must decide. For or against Napoleon.” 

"Against him? That — that would mean that you would fight 
against France—” 

"No, Napoleon and France are not the same. Not for a long 
time, not since the days of Brumaire, which neither he nor I have 
forgotten. That’s also why he’s concentrating troops on the fron- 
tiers of Swedish Pomerania. If he won a war against Russia, he 
would simply overrun Sweden, and put one of his brothers on the 
throne. But during a Russian war, he prefers to have me on his .side, 
At present, he’s trying to buy me: he repeatedly offers me Finland, 
says he will speak to the Tsar about it. The T.sur at least outW’ardly 
is still his ally.” 

"But you said the Tsar will never give up Finland,” 

"Naturally not. But the Swedes continue to hope , . . Somehow 
I’ll make it up to them,” 

He smiled unexpectedly. "When Napoleon is defeated, when the- 
great house-cleaning starts in Europe, then Napoleon’s most faithful 
ally will pay through the nose, Denmark, of course. Denmark will 
then, at the suggestion of the Tsar, forgo her rights in Norway, and 
Norw'ay will be united with Sw'eden, And that, my little girl, is not 
written in the stars, but on a map,” 

"But Napoleon isn’t defeated yet,” 1 said, "And how can ytui 
keep talking about Sweden’s destiny and not realize that's exactly 
wh\' I mu.st immediately return to Paris?” 

jean-Bapti.ste sighed. "If you knew' how- tired I am, you couldn t 
harp so on this theme. I cannot let you go. Here you are the Crown 
Princess. Enough, That settles it"’ 
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"Here I can only embarrass you, but in Paris I could do a lot. 
I’ve thought everything out.” 

"Don’t be childish. Would you perhaps spy on the Emperor for 
me.? I have my spies in Paris, never fear. I might tell you that our 
old friend Talleyrand not only corresponds secretly with the Bour- 
bons, but with me. And Fouche, now fallen into disfavour . . 

I burst out. "I won’t be a spy, Jean-Baptiste. Don’t you see what 
will happen when — what did you call it?~when the big house- 
cleaning begins.? Every country Napoleon has deprived of independ- 
ence will throw out the Bonaparte — kings. But France herself — 
France, Jean-Baptiste, was a republic before Napoleon crowned him- 
self. So much blood was shed so willingly for that republic. You 
say that Talleyrand corresponds secretly with the Bourbons.? Can 
anyone force France to take back the Bourbons?” 

Jean-Baptiste shrugged his shoulders. 

"Depend on it, Desiree, the old dynasties cling together and will 
try it. But what has that to do with you and me?” 

"The old dynasties might also dispute the succession of the former 
Jacobin General Jean-Baptiste Bernadotte to the Swedish throne. 
And who will remain loyal to you then?” 

"I can do no more than serve Sweden with all my strength. 
Every franc I’ve saved in my life is invested in the rehabilitation 
of this country. Not for a second do I consider myself or my past, 
but only the policies which will secure Sweden’s independence. If 
I succeed, Desiree — if I succeed, there will also be a Swedish-Nor- 
wegian union.” 

He had taken a chair by the stove, and his sore eyes were covered 
with his hand. "More than that no man can expect of anyone. And 
as long as Europe needs me to fight Napoleon, Europe will protect 
me. Who will afterward be loyal to me, Desiree?” 

"The Swedish people, Jean-Baptiste. Only the Swedish people, 
and they’re all that matters. Be faithful to the Swedes, who called 
you here.” 

"And you, my darling.?” 

"I am only the wife of a man who's probably a genius, and not 
the Desideria the Swedish nobles wanted. 1 lower your prestige. 
The aristocracy here will ridicule me and the middle classes will be 



ready to believe what they say about the foreigner. Let me go, Jean- 
Baptiste. It will strengthen your position.” I smiled .sadly. "Next 
time the King has a stroke, you will be named Regent. You can 
carry out your policies more easily If you have the Regency. You'll 
do better without me, dearest.” 

"It all sounds very sensible, little girl, but , . . No, no! In the 
rir.st place I can’t have the Swedish Crown Princess in Paris as Na- 
poleon’s hostage. My own decisions would be Influenced if you were 
in danger, and ...” 

"But shortly before I got here you urged the Swedi.sh State Coun- 
cil not to concern itself , with the fate of those you loved most. At 
that time we were still in Paris, Oscar and I. No, Je.an-Baptiste, you 
can’t consider me. If the Swedes are to be loyal to you, you must 
stand by them.” 

I took his hand, pulled him down on the arm of my chair, and 
snuggled up to him. "Besides— do you .seriously believe that Na- 
poleon would ever let his brother Joseph’s sister-in-iaw be arrested? 
Very unlikely, isn’t it? And since he knows you, he knows that 
nothing would come of it. Look, he sent me a sable stole at the 
.same time he received an unfriendly letter from the Swedi.sh Govern- 
ment. No one takes me seriously, dcare,st, let me go." 

He shook his head violently. "I work day and night. In my free 
rime I lay cornerstones for new buildings and receive rector.s uf 
universities. At the noon hour 1 go to the parade ground and try tn 
.show my Swedes how Napoleon drills his soldiers, I cannot carry on 
if I don't know you’re near me, Desiree — I need you — ” 

"Others need me more, Jean-Baptiste. Perhaps a day will come 
when my house will be the only place in which my sister and her 
children can take refuge. Let me go, Jean-Bapti.ste, ,1 beg of you." 

"You can’t exploit my position in Sweden to help your famih'. 
Desirfc. That I would never allow.” 

"It won’t hurt Sweden any if I can help someone in trouble. Swe- 
den is a .small country, Jean-Baptiste, with a few million inhabitant.s. 
isn't it? Only through its humanitarianisms can Sweden becenne 
great, Jean-Baptiste.” 

"One might think you spent your time reading books,’’ he said 
indulgently, 
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''I’ll take the time, dearest. In Paris I’ll have nothing else to do. 
I’ll try to educate myself so that someday you won’t have to be 
ashamed of me, you and Oscar.” 

"Desiree, the child needs you. Can you actually imagine not .see- 
ing Oscar.? I don’t know how things will work out. Perhaps you 
won’t be able to get back for a long time. Europe will soon be one 
vast battlefield, and you and I , . 

"Dearest, I couldn’t go with you to the front in any case. And 
the child — " 

Yes, the child. All the while I’d been trying to stifle this thought. 
The idea of being separated from Oscar was like a throbbing wound. 

"The child, dearest, is still the Heir Apparent. Surrounded by 
three tutors and an aide-de-camp. Since our arrival in Stockholm, he 
has had very little time for me. I am familiar with his daily sched- 
ule, every minute is planned. At first he will miss me very much, 
but he’ll soon realize that an heir apparent never considers his feel- 
ings. Only his duties. In this way our child will grow up like a 
born prince. And no one will ever call him a parvenu king, Jean - 
Baptiste — ” 

I leaned my head on Jean-Baptiste’s shoulder and w'ept. 

"You’re soaking my shoulder again — as you did when I first 
met you. ...” 

He drew me to him. 

"The material of this uniform is softer and finer, and doesn't 
scratch so much,” I sobbed. Then I pulled myself together and got 
up. "I think it’s time for dinner.” 

Jean-Baptiste stayed, poised on the arm of the chair. As soon a.b 
1 got away from the stove, t% icy cold that lurked in every corner 
of the room gripped me. 

"Did you know that the mimosa is in bloom now in Marseilles.-' ' 

"The Chancellor has assured me that spring will be here in f out- 
weeks, and Wetterstedt is a reliable man,” Jean-Baptiste replied. 

Slowly I walked to the door, ’With every fibre of my being 1 
waited for one v-ord from him. For his decision. 1 would accept it 
as a final judgment. At the door I stood still, Whatever he decide.-,, 
it will be the end of me, I felt 

"And howam I to explain your leaving to I’hAr Majesties and 
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to the court?” It sounded so indiferent, almost meaningless. I'lie 
decision was made. 

"Say that my health demands I go to Plombiercs tor the baths, 
And that I must spend the autumn and winter in Paris because ] 
can’t stand this cold climate,” I said and I left the room cjuickly. 
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Castle Drottmngholm in Sweden 
Beginning of June, 1811 

Like pale-grey silk the night sky is taut over the park. Midnight 
has long since passed and still it’s not dark. Summer nights in the 
north stay light. I have closed the curtains, and dark draperies have 
been hung 6ver my windows so I might sleep. But I’ve slept badly, 
1 don’t know whether this greenish twilight is to blame or my pro- 
posed departure. Tomorrow morning I start my return trip to 
France. ... 

Three days ago, the court moved to the summer re,sidence, Urot- 
tningholm Castle. As far as the eye can see, there’s nothing but park, 
Beautifully aligned linden trees, perfectly clipped hedges, and a 
fnaze of paths. But when one finally gets to the end of the huge 
park, one suddenly sees natural meadows, W'here delicate birches 
grow, and yellow primroses and deep-blue hyacinth.s. 'fhe long t\s-i- 
lights smell very sweet. And every thiiilg seems as unreal a.s a dream. 
One doesn’t sleep properly, but w'anders in the half-light; it’s neither 
night nor day. ^ And these last days before I leave my life here arc. 
indeed a twilight interlude — the last words, unreal in their sinceriU’: 
the farewells, deva.stating. Yet bittersweet, because 1 have to go 
hack, 

1 turn over the pages of my diary and think of Papa, . . . "Foi 
\ear.s I have saved a part of my pay. 1 can buy a small house for you 
and the child — ” Jean-Baptiste said, and I wrote it dowm. jean- 
Baptiste, you kept your word, you bought a little house, it wa.s in 



Sceaux near Paris and was very smaii and very comfortable, and we 
were very happy there. ... 

So, anyway, on the first of June we moved to the summer palace 
of Drottningholm. Jean-Baptiste, you promised me a small house, 
why do you give me palaces, marble staircases, pillared halls, and 
ballrooms? Perhaps I’m dreaming, I tell myself in the twilight of 
this last night in which I still call myself Crown Princess of Sweden. 

Tomorrow I start off, travelling incognito as a Countess of Gotland. 
Perhaps I really am dreaming, and will wake up in my bedroom in 
Sceaux. Marie will come in and lay little Oscar in my arms. I’ll open 
my nightgown, and put Oscar to my breast. ... 

But the array of trunks is very real. Oscar, my child, your mother 
isn’t going to France because of her health. This is no rest cure, my 
child, and I won’t see you again for a very long time. And when 1 
do see you, you will no longer be a child. At least not — my child. 
But a real prince, a royal highness, trained to the throne. For the 
throne one must be either born or trained. Jean-Baptiste was born 
to rule. We’ll have to see about you. Your mama, however, was 
neither born nor trained to be a queen. And that’s why, in a few 
hours, I’ll cia.sp you once more to my heart and leave. 

For weeks, the court couldn’t grasp the idea that I w'as actually 
going. They gossiped away and glanced curiously and surrepti- 
tiously at me, I had expected them to reproach me, but strangely 
enough they are taking it out on the Queen. The rumour is that she 
wasn’t a good mother-in-law to me and drove me away. They would 
enjoy a feud between Her Majesty and Her Royal Highness. They 
will be disappointed tomorrow' when my travelling coach sets off 
and an unknown Countess of ^otland leaves the country. 

1 came with them to Drottningholm only because I wanted to see 
the famous Vasa palace in which Oscar will from now on spend his 
summers. On the evening of our arrival, a play w'as presented in 
the little tlieatre. The mad Gustavus III built it and had it decorated 
ever so elaborately. Happy as a little lark, Mile von Koskuil sang a 
few arias. The King applauded enthusiastically, but Je.an-Baptist-e 
scemed quite indifferent. Odd, for a w'hile during the long dark 
winter, I thought . . . But now since Tve decided to leave, the great 
tall Koskuil wdth the healthy teeth, the Valkyrie with the golden 



shield, the goddess of battle, seems to have lost all charm for jean- 
Baptiste. 

Dearest, though I should be far away in Paris, I’d still be deepl]’ 
hurt. 

Yet must i not be prepared for that? The words spoken in the 
twilight of this last evening were so very clear, ... 

Their Majesties gave a farewell banc|uet in my honour, and alter 
dinner there was dancing. The King and Queen sat in gilded chairs 
with high stiff backs, and smiled graciously. That is, the King 
thought he was smiling graciously. But he only looked sad with liis 
drooping mouth and vacant face, I danced with Baron Morner, 
who brought us the message in the first place, and Chancellor Wetter- 
stedt and Foreign Minister Engestrom, who talks incessantly about 
Finland. And also with Jean-Baptiste’s youngest secretary, Count 
Brahe. Although the bright northern nights are rather cool I said, 
"It’s hot in here, I’d like some fresh air," and we went into the 
garden, 

"I miLst thank you, Count Brahe. You have stood by me gailantl)' 
since I came here. You’ve done everything in your power to make 
things here easier for me. Forgive me for disappointing you, It's 
all over now." 

Hi.s dark head was bowed, and he gnawed on the little mcnistaclK- 
lie’s cultivating. "If Your Highness wishes . . he began, but I 
.shook ray head strenuously. 

"No, no, dear Count. Believe me, my husband is an excellent 
judge of diaracter. If, in spite of your youth he appointed you to hi.s 
.staff, it’s only because he needs you. He nced.s you here in Sweden." 

He didn't thank me for this comp^ment, but kept worrying liLs 
mou.stache. Suddenly he looked up desperately. "I beg Your Royal 
Highness not to leave — J implore you to stay." 

"My decision was made week.s ago, Count Brahe, and I'm sure 
I’m right." 

No, no — Your Highness. Please stay, postpone your journey. 
Its tile wrong — ’’ He stopped again, drew his hand through Ids 
thick hair, and then exclaimed vehemently, "This is not the time fm 
you to leave." 

"Not the time? 1 don’t understand you, Count Brahe," 



He turned av/ay. "A letter from the Tsar has come, Highness, 
more I dare not say.” 

hen don’t say it. You are one of the Crown Prince’s secretaries. 
You should not discuss me with His Royal Highness’ correspondence 
with ruling monarchs, I am glad that a letter has come from the 
Tsar. The Crown Prince depends greatly on his fine relationship 
with the Tsar. I hope it was a friendly letter.” 

"Too friendly.” 

1 was puzzled by young Brahe’s attitude. What has my departure 
to do with the Tsar.? 

"The Tsar ofifers the Crown Prince proof of his friendship,” said 
Brahe earnestly, and without looking at me, “The Tsar begins his 
letter with 'My dear Cousin.’ Your Highness will appreciate that thi.s 
is considerable proof of his friendship.” ^ 

Yes, considerable. The Tsar addressing the former Sergeant Ber- 
nadette as his cousin. I smiled. “That means a great deal — for 
Sweden.” 

“It’s about an alliance. Russia will give up her alliance with 
France, and that ends the Continental System. Now we must decide 
whether to ally ourselves with Russia or Napoleon. Both have sug- 
gested an alliance with Sweden,” 

Yes, I know, Jean- Baptiste can’t get by with armed neutrality 
much longer. 

“So that’s why the Tsar writes 'My dear Cousin' to His Royal 
Highness, and, to strengthen his personal position in Sweden, offers 
him—” 

“Finland?” 

“No, not Finland. But the Tsar offered to make His Royal High- 
ness a member of his family, if it would secure His Royal Highness' 
position in Sweden.” Brahe shook his head tragically. His thin 
young shoulders seemed to carry the weight of the world. 

1 was stupefied. “What does that mean? Does the Tsar also want 
to- -adopt us?” 

“The Tsar means only- — His Royal Highness.” Finally Brnhc 
turned his tormented face toward me. “There are other ways of e.s- 
tablishing a family relationship, Your Highness. . . .“ 

At last I understood. There are other ways, . . . Napoleon married 
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off his stepson to a Bavarian princess. Napoleon himself is the son- 
in-law of the Austrian Emperor, and thus related to the Hapsburgs 
— closely related, in fact, A man need only marry a princess. It’s 
that simple. An Act of State, a document; like the one Josephine had 

to read out Josephine, hysterical, choking with sobs on her 

bed. 

"That would undoubtedly secure His Royal Highness' position,' 

I heard myself say. 

"Not with us in Sweden. The Tsar took Finland away from us; 
we can’t forget this loss so quickly. But in the rest of Europe, Your 
Highness . . 

Josephine screaming on her bed. It can be done quite easily. But 
Josephine had no son. ... 

", . . in the rest of Europe, His Royal Highness’ prestige would 
doubtless be increased.’’ 

But Josephine had no son. 1 have a son. 

", , . so I would like to repeat that thi.s is nut die time for Your 
Highness to leave." 

"Yes, Count Brahe. Right now. One day you 11 understand." I 
held out my hand to him. "I ask you from my heart to stand by rny 
husband loyally. My husband and I sometimes feel that our French 
friends and servants are frowned upon here. For that reason Colonel 
Villatte, my husband’s oldest and most faithful aide, who fought 
with him on every front, is returning to Paris with me, I expect you 
to take his place. My husband will be very much alone. I'll .see you 
in the morning, Count Brahe." 

I did not return to the ballroom immediately, but wandered, bewil- 
dered, down to the park, past the dipped hedges. Everyth. ing here i.s 
under the pall of the past. Not twenty years ago mad Gustavus IH 
gave his famous garden parties here. Tlie gardeners know ho\\ 
dearly he loved this park, and they continue to carry out his instruc- 
tions, There by the Chinese pavilion, he composed his elegies. How 
<ff'ten he dressed up and invited his friends to a masquerade. . . . 

Tonight the park seemed infinite. The murdered man's .son w.is 
declared insane. And he was forced to abdicate. He was promptly 
brought back here — a prisoner. Here to this gay summer palace., 
I’ve been told about it often enough. He paced up and down, back 
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and forth, along these formal paths with his keepers behind him. 
In his despair and madness he talked to himself and to the linden 
trees. And over there, near the Chinese pavilion, his mother waited 
for him. Mother of a man, widow of a murdered man — Sophia 
Magdalena. 

The summer wind sang softly through the leaves. Suddenly 1 saw 
a shadow — it was moving toward me. I screamed, tried to run, but 
couldn’t move. 

’Tm sorry if I frightened you,” 

Close beside me on the moonlit gravel walk, stood the Queen 
Mother dressed all in black, 

"You— Have you waited for me here, madame.^” I asked, 
ashamed because my heart was pounding so hard I could hardly 
speak. 

"No. I couldn’t guess that you’d prefer a walk to a dance, 
madame,” she said tonelessly. "I myself always take a walk on 
beautiful summer nights. I sleep very badly, madame. And this 
park holds so many memories. Of course, only for me, madame.” 

I could think of no reply to that. Her son and her grandson had 
been exiled. My husband and my son had been called in. 

'Tm saying good-by to these paths which I don’t really know, " I 
said politely. "Tomorrow morning I go back to France." 

"I had not expected to see you alone, madame. I’m glad of the 
opportunity." We walked on, side by side. The dipped linden 
trees had a sv/eet fragrance. I wasn’t afraid of her any more. Just 
an old lady in black. 

"I think often about your leaving. And I believe I’m tlie only 
one who know'S why." 

"It’s better not to talk about it,” I replied, and began to walk 
faster. She took my arm. This startled me so that T jumped back. 

"Are you afraid of me, child?" 

Her ■s''oice took on color, but sounded deeply sad. We stood still. 

"Of course not — that i.s — yes, I am afraid of you, madame," 

"You are afraid of a sick and lonely woman?” 

1 nodded vehemently. "Because you hate me. Just like the other 
ladies of your family. Like Her Majesty, like the Princcsss Sofia 
Albertina. I disturb you, I don’t belong here, 1- ” I paused, then 



continued, “There’s no reason to discuss it, it can’t change the situa- 
tion. I. understand you very well, madame. Our aims arc ver)’ 
similar." 

“Please tell me what you mean by that.^’’ 

Tears welled in my eyes. This last evening had been su inde- 
.scribably horrible. I sobbed, but only once, before 1 got my.self 
under control. “You stay in Sweden, madame, as a con.stant reminder 
to the people of your exiled son and your exiled graiidst)n. As long 
as you are here, no one can forget the last of tiie Vasas. Probabl)' 
you would rather live with your son in Switzerland. He’s known to 
be not too well off. You could keep house for him and darn his 
.socks instead of embroidering roses in Her Majesty’.s .salon." 1 low- 
ered my voice and confided to her our common secret, “But — you 
stay here, madame, because you are the mother of an exiled king, 
and your staying serves his interests. Am I not right, madame,^’’ 

She didn’t move — slender, very erect, a black shadow in the green 
twilight. “You are right. And why are you leaving, madame.^" 

“Because I best serve the interests of the future king by leaving." 

S]]c was silent for a long time. “That’s what 1 thought," she 
said at last. 

Strains of guitar music fluttered through the tree.s. A woman w.is 
singing. A few broken notes of her song could [se heard, it \\'as tin- 
voice of von Koskull, 

"But are you also .sure you’re servitig your own best interest.s, mad- 
ame?" the old woman asked. 

“Quite sure, madame. I’m tliinking of a di.stant future, and King 
Oscar I,” I answered quietly. With which I bowed deeply to lua 
and went alone back to the palace. 

Two o’clock in the morning. The birds are beginning to twitter in 
the park. Somewhere in this p.a]ace lives an old woman who cannot 
sleep. Perhaps .she is still wandering around the park. She i.s staying. 

1 am leaving. ... I have described my last evening, tlrere’s nothing 
further to add. I still can’t escape my thoughts. Has the 'r.sar daugii- 
rers? Or .si.sters? Oh — I’m seeing ghosts again. My door i.s op.enine 
very softly, there might well be ghosts here. I feel like screaming, 
but perhaps I’m mi.staken — no, the door is really opening. I pretend 
to be writing — 
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jean-Baptiste. 

My beloved Jean-Bap— 


Palis, January 1, 1812 

At the very moment ail the church bells of Paris rang in the Nev\ 
Year, we found ourselves alone together— Napoleon and I. 

Julie had surprised me completely with the invitation. "After mid- 
night, the Emperor and the Empress are holding a reception. But the 
family has been asked for ten o’clock. And you must definitely come 
with us,” the Empress said. 

That day Julie and I were sitting in the parlour in the rue d’ Anjou. 
Julie was telling me about her children, her household worries, and 
about Joseph, He complains constantly about the French generals 
who were defeated in Spain and couldn’t hold his throne for him, a 
throne on which he’s never actually sat. Julie, on the other hand, 
seems contented with her life. She wears purplish-red models from 
Le Roy’s, makes doll dresses for her little girls, frequents court cir- 
cles, considers the Empress truly majestic, and the little King of 
Rome delightful. He has blond hair, blue eyes, and two lower teeth. 
Napoleon crows like a cock to make his small son laugh, or meows 
like a cat. T tried to imagine a crowing or meowing Napoleon, but 
it was difficult.' 

Julie couldn’t understand at first why I did not announce niy re- 
turn at the Tuileries. But I live very quietly, and see only Julie and 
my closest friends. That’s why this invitation came as such a .sur- 
prise. And I couldn’t get rid of the feeling that there was some par- 
ticular reason for the invitation. But what? 

So it came about that for the third time in my life, I approached 
the Tuileries with fear in my heart. The first time was the night I 
begged Napoleon to spare the life of the Duke of Enghien. I had 
worn my new hat but my plea was in vain. The second time, 1 went 


with Jean-Baptiste when he asked to resign from the Army, and to 
give up our French citizenship. 

This evening I w'ore my white-gold dress and the diamond ear- 
rings given me by the Queen Mother, Sophia Magdalena. I put on 
the sable stole though I wasn’t cold. In Stockholm, it’s freezing now 
at twenty to twenty-five degrees below zero. . . . 11 le reflection.s of 
many lights were dancing in the Seine, As I entered tiie Tutlerics, i 
took a deep breath. I felt — at home. The dark-grey liveries of the 
Emperor’s lackeys, the Gobelins tapestries, and the carpets with the 
bees. Bees everywhere — just as he told me that night. And every- 
where bright lights. No shadows, no ghosts. 

The whole family had already assembled in the Empress’ salon. 
When I came in they all wanted to welcome me at once. I had 
become a genuine crown princess, and even Marie Louise rose and 
came toward us. She was as always, or perhaps only again, wearing 
pink. Her porcelain eyes w'-ere expressionless, but she smiled gush- 
ingly, and immediately inquired about her "dear cou.sin,” the Queen 
of Sweden. Naturally a Vasa is closer to the heart of a Hapsburg 
chan all the parvenu Bonapartes put together. Then nothing would dn 
but I should sit next to her on a fragile sofa, Mtne Letizia admired 
my earrings, and wanted to know what they cost. 1 wa.s glad to see 
the old lady again, Madame M^re, with Parisian ringlets and beau- 
tiful manicured nails. 

"I can’t understand what Napoleon has against ray confessional 
chairs,” she complained to the Empre.ss. 'T bouglit three old sentry 
Ixixes at an auction of surplus army stock and I use them in m}’ 
private chapel at Versailles. They make excellent confessional chairs, 
and they were very cheap. Napoleon says I’m stingy. But in this 
household money means nothing,” Mme Letizia looked disapprov- 
ingly around the Empress’ salon. No, no one in the Tuilcries tried to 
s.ave money. ... 

''Manid mid — oh, Mama mia" Paulette laughed. The Princes.s 
Borghese is, if possible, more beautiful than ever. She still looks 
dainty and delicate, and around her big grey eyes are dark blue shad- 
ows. She had her champagne glass refilled again and again, juiie 
had told me Paulette was ill. ‘'An illness no one mentions, and 
which women rarely get,” Julie said, and blushed furiously. I 


looked at Paulette and racked ray brain over what her mysterious ill- 
ness could be. 

"Do you remember the New Year's Eve you felt so ill? When you 
were expecting Oscar?” Joseph asked me. I nodded. "We drank a 
toast to the Bernadotte Dynasty/’ Joseph laughed. Not a pieasanf 
laugh. 

"King Joseph I of Spain is pale with envy,” remarked PauletLe. 
and emptied her glass. 

It was after eleven. The Emperor had not yet appeared. "His 
Majesty is working,” Marie Louise explained. The family's cham- 
pagne glasses were refilled. 

"When can we see the little boy?” Julie asked. 

"At midnight the Emperor will welcome the New Year with the 
child in his arms,” said Marie Louise. 

"It’s bad for the child’s health to w'ake him up and show him off 
to so many guests,” Mme Letizia scolded. 

Mt'neval, the Emperor’s secretary, had come in. "His Majest) 
wishes to speak to Her Royal Highness,” he said. 

"Do you mean — me?” I asked involuntarily. 

Meneval, with a set face, repeated, "Her Royal Highness, cht 
Crowm Princess of Sw'eden.” 

Marie Louise, chatting with Julie, showed no surprise at this 
summons. I realized she had invited me at the express command of 
the Emperor. But the Bonapartes stopped talking as I made for the 
door. 

"His Majesty expects Her Royal Highness in his small study.” 
Meneval said as we walked through a great many rooms. My two 
earlier meetings with Napoleon had taken place in the large study. 
At our entrance, the Emperor looked up fleetingly from his papers. 

"Please be seated, madame.” That was all He w-as being very 
rude. Meneval disappeared. I sat down and waited. 

Before him lay a portfolio full of closely written sheets, 'nic 
handwriting was so familiar to me, Probably Alquier’s reports from 
Stockholm, I decided, The French Ambassador in Sweden is an 
industrious man. The clock on the mantelpiece ticked toward tlie 
New Year. A gilded bronZe eagle with outspread wings supported 



the face of the clock. What’s the stage set for, I wondered. The 
Emperor had sent for me to tell me something important. 

"You don’t need to intimidate me by keeping me waiting, Sire," 
] said. "I atn by nature very timid, and I’m particuJarly afraid of 
you." 

"Eugenie, Eugenie—" But he still didn’t look up. "One waits 
until the Emperor speaks. Didn’t M. Montel teach you that at least?” 

He read on, and I had time to study him. The rna.sk of Caesar 
has gotten fleshy, the hair very thin. And this face, I realised, I once 
dearly loved. That w'as long ago, but I well remember my love. 
Only, I had forgotten his face. 

"Sire,” I .said impatiently. "Did you send for me to lecture me 
on questions of etiquette?" 

"Among other things. I w'i.sh to know, madame, what brought you 
back to France." 

"The cold, Sire." 

He leaned back, crossed his arms on his che.st, and twisted hi.s 
mouth ironically, "So-oo. The cold, in spite of the .sable 1 .sent you, 
you felt the cold, madame?" 

"In spite of the sable. Sire." 

"And why have you not presented yourself at court .since youi 
leturn? The wives of my mar.slials regularly pay their respects to 
Her Majesty," 

"] am no longer tlie wife of one of your marshals, Sire."* 

"Of course. I’d almost forgotten that. We are now dealing with 
Her Royal Highne.ss, Crown Princess Desideria of Sweden. But you 
sliould realize, madame, that members of foreign royal hou.ses rcquc.'st 
.in audience wdien they visit my capital. Court courte.sy, madame," 

".I’m not on a visit. This is my home." 

"I see. . , , This is your home — " He got up .slowly, came out 
from behind the desk, stood before me, and suddenly shouted. 
"What do you mean by that? This is your home. And every day 
your sister and the other ladies tell you what’s said here. And yon 
sit down and wr.ile to your precious husband. Do people in Swtdcu 
consider you clever enough to send you here as a spy?" 

"No, quite the opposite. It’s becau.se I’m stupid that I had to 
come back.” 


He hadn’t expected this answer. He was . all set to shout at me 
again. But instead he asked in a normal voice, "What do you mean?" 

"I am stupid, Sire. Remember the Eugenie of the old days. Stupid, 
gauche, untrained. Unfortunately I didn't make a good impression 
on the Swedish court. And since it’s very important that we — Jean- 
Baptiste, Oscar and I — be liked in Sweden, I came home. It’s all 
very simple really." 

"So simple that I don't believe you, madame.’’ Like the crack of 
a whip. He began to pace up and down. "Perhaps I’m wrong, per- 
haps you really aren’t here at Bernadotte's request. At any rate, 
madame — the political situation has become so extremely critical that 
I must ask you to leave France.” 

I stared at him, utterly disconcerted. Was he driving me away? 
Driving me out of — France? 

"I want to stay here,” I said softly, "If I can't stay In Paris, I’ll go 
to Marseilles. I’ve often thought of buying back our old house. 
Papa's house. But the present owmers don’t want to sell. So I hasu' 
no home except the house in the rue d’ Anjou.” 

"Tell me, madame, has Bernadotte gone mad?” Napoleon asked 
abruptly. He pawed through the papers on his desk, and picked out 
a letter. I recognized Jean-Baptiste’s handwriting. "I offer Berna- 
dotte an alliance, and he replies that he is not one of my vassal 
princes.” 

"I have nothing to do with politics, Sire,” I said. "And 1 also 
don’t see what that has to do with my staying in Paris.” 

"I will tell you, madame!” He struck the desk with his list. 
Pla.ster drifted down from the ceiling. Now he was in a frenz)-, 
really raging. 

"Your Bernadotte dares to turn down an alliance with f'ritncc. 
Why do you think I made this offer? Well, answer me.’’ 

1 didn’t answer. 

"Not even you, madame, can be that stupid. You must knov, 
what’s common gossip in every salon. The Tsar has rej:^udiated thc 
Continental system, and his empire will soon cease to exist. The 
greatest army of ail time will occupy Russia." The greatest army of 
all time . . . The words intoxicated him. "At our side Sweden could 
acquire eternal glory! Sweden could again becotne a great power. 



I’ve promised Bcrnadottc Finland if he marches with us, Finland 
ctnd the Hanseatic towns. Imagine, madame — Finland!’* 

I tried as I had so often before to imagine Finlanti. 'Tve seen it 
on the map, big blue spots which mean lakes,” I said. 

‘’And Bernadotte won’t, accept. Bernadotte is not marching with 
us. A French marshal not participating in this campaign!” 

I looked at the clock. In a c]|uarter of an hour a New Year would 
begin. 

"Sire, it’s nearly midnight.” 

He didn’t hear me, He stood in front of the mirror over the 
mantelpiece, staring at his own face. "Two hundred thousand 
Frenchmen, one hundred and fifty thousand Germans, eighty thou- 
sand Italians, sixty thousand Poles, not counting one hundred and 
ten thousand volunteers from other countries,” he muttered. "The 
Grand Army of Napoleon L The largest army of all time. ... I’ll 
be on the march again,” 

Ten minutes to midnight. "Sire — ” I began. 

He turned, his face distorted with fury. "And Bernadotte thinks 
nothing of this army!” 

I shook my head. "Sire, Jean-Baptistc Bernadotte is responsible 
for the well-being of Sweden. Whatever he does, he docs solely to 
serve the interests of Sweden.” 

"Who is not for me, is against me! Madame, since you will not 
leave France of your ow'n free will, I may have to arrest you as a 
hostage.” 

1 didn't stir. 

"It’s late,” he said suddenly, went back to the desk iuid rang a bell. 
Meneval, who must have been lurking just outside the door, shot 
into the room, 

"Here — deliver this by special courier immediately,” and to me. 
"Do you know what it is, madame.? An order. To Marshal Davout. 
Davout and his troops will cross the frontier and occupy SvvX'di.sh 
Pomerania. Well, what do you say to that, madame.?” 

"That you’re trying to cover the left flank of your great army, 
Sire.” 

He laughed out loud, “Who taught you that sentence? Have you 
been talking to any of my officers during the last few days?” 

382 


"Jean-Baptiste told ine that a long time ago.” 

Napoleon's eyes narrowed. ''Does he plan to defend Swedish 
Pomerania.? It would amuse me to see him and Davout fighting 
each other.” 

"Amuse you.?” I thought of the battlefields. The pathetic mounds 
of earth with the wiod-lashed crosses. Tidy rows of mounds. And 
this amuses him. ... 

"Are you aware, madame, that I can have you arrested as a hostage, 
and thus force the Swedish Government into an alliance?” 

1 smiled. "My fate would not influence the decision of the Swed- 
ish Government in any w'ay. But my arrest would prove to the 
Swedes that I am willing to suffer for my new country. Will you 
really make a martyr of me, Sire?” 

The Emperor was annoyed. Even a blind chicken picks up a grain 
of corn occasionally. Certainly Napoleon had no wish to make a 
vSwedish national heroine out of Mme Bernadotte. ... He shrugged, 
"We force our friendship on no one. Many people .strive to win 
our friendship.” 

Three minutes before midnight. 

"I expect you to urge your husband to try to win our friend.ship.' 
Plis hand was on the door handle. His eyes gleamed wickedly. ”ln 
your own interests, madame.” 

At that moment the bells rang. We were drowned out by the 
pealing of the bells. Napoleon mechanically let go the door handle, 
As though in a trance he stared into space. The bells of Paris pro- 
claimed the New Year. These bells, I thought, how much i love 
these deep bells, "A great year in the history of France has begun,” 
Napoleon said in a hushed voice. I turned the handle of the door. 

Aides and chamberlains waited in the large study. "We mu.si 
hurry, Her Majesty is expecting us,” said Napoleon hastily, and 
began to run. His aides and chamberlains chased after him, their 
spurs jingling. I walked slowly with Meneval through the deserted 
rooms. , 

"Have you .sent the order.?” I asked. He nodded. "The Emperor's 
first act in the New Year,” I declared, "was to di.sregurd the neutral- 
ity of another country'.” 



"No, Your Highness — ” Meneval corrected me, "His last act in 
the old year,” 

In the Empress’ salon, I saw the little King of Rome for the first 
time. The Emperor held him in his arms, and the poor little thing 
screamed with terror. The infant wore a lace shirt and a wide sasli 
of some order. 

"Sashes of orders instead of diapers! Well, I must .say . . raged 
Mme Letisiia. The Emperor, to quiet his shrieking son, tickled him 
tenderly. But the foreign diplomats in their court uniforms, the 
ladies giggling among themselves, and the members of the Bona- 
parte family, all of whom wanted to pet the child, scared him even 
more. Marie Louise, beside the Emperor, looked at the baby with 
some interest. Her eyes were no longer expressionless, just aston- 
ished. She seemed unable to grasp the fact that she had borne Na- 
poleon a child. 

When Napoleon saw' me, he came over to me wdth the yelling 
baby. His fleshy face beamed. "You must stop crying, Sire, kings 
do not weep,” he told the infant. Without thinking I held out my 
arms and took the child from him. Mme de Montesquieu, the aristo- 
cratic nurse, loped over to me. But I held the child tight. Under his 
lace finery he was very damp. I caressed the blond hair at the nape 
of his neck, he stopped crying and peered around timidly. I held 
him close. Oscar, I thought. Oscar is at this moment drinking 
champagne in the Queen’s salon. . . . Skal — he touches his glass 
politely with Their Majesties', then with the scrawny Princess Sofia 
Albertina, and finally with the Queen Mother, The Koskull w'arblcs 
an aria. In a few days Jean-Baptiste will know’ that Davout has 
marched into Sw'edish Pomerania, the Koskull warbles on. , . , 

I kissed the silky blond hair. "A toa.st to His Majesty, the King 
of Rome,” someone called. We emptied our glasses, I handed the 
infant to his nurse. "Pie is very damp,” I whispered to her. She then 
carried the child out. The Emperor and the Empress w’cre in a pleas- 
ant mood, and they conversed — what was it the Queen of Sweden 
said.^ — yes, graciously. 

I noticed Hortense. Tw'o months ago she had a son though she 
hasn’t lived with Louis Bonaparte for years,' Her cheek;, were flushed, 
her eyes shone, and she leaned again.st her equerry, Count Flahault, 



Her life has lost all meaning. Her sons will no longer be Napoleon’s 
heirs. As usual the Emperor ignored his stepdaughter. A Count 
Flahault, why not.'^ 

"Your Highness will see, the Crown Prince will join Russia. And 
the Crown Prince is right," I heard. Had someone whispered the,se 
words — or had I only dreamed them.^ 

Talleyrand limped by me. 

I wanted to go home, I was tired. But the Emperor came up to 
me, the Empre.ss on his arm. No woman with cheeks as red as her.s 
should ever wear pink. 

"And here’s my hostage — my beautiful little hostage," said the 
Emperor amiably. The onlookers laughed, well-bred little laughs. 
"But, ladies and gentlemen, you don’t yet know what I mean.’’ The 
Emperor is sometimes annoyed when people laugh before he gets to 
the point of a funny story. "I fear, however, that Her Highness is 
not in a laughing mood. Marshal Davout has unfortunately been 
forced to occupy part of the northern homeland of Her Highness." 

How silent the room had become. 

"I take it the Tsar has more than 1 to offer, madame. I am told 
he is even offering the hand of a grand duchess. Do you suppose this 
might tempt our former marshal?" 

"Marriage to a member of an ancient royal house is always tempt- 
ing to men of simple middle-class origins," I said slowly. The by- 
-standers were abashed. 

"Undoubtedly,” The Emperor smiled. "But such a temptation 
might endanger your own position in Sweden, madame. Therefore, 
as an old friend, I advise you to write to Bernadette and urge him 
to conclude an alliance with France. For the sake of your own future, 
madame." 

"My future is assured. Sire." 1 bowed. "At least — as Queen 
Mother." 

He looked at me, quite startled. ; "Madame, until the Swedish 
French alliance is concluded, I do not wi.sh to .see you at court," he 
.said, and moved off with Marie Louise. 

Marie was waiting up for me at home. I’d given Yvette and the 
otlier maids the evening off, so they could enjoy New Year’s Eve 
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Marie removed the diamond earrings and unclasped the gold straps 
over my shoulders. 

"Happy New' Year, Marie. The Emperor has created the largest 
army of all time and I’m to write to Jean-Baptiste about an alliance, 
Can you tell me how I got involved in world history?" 

"If you hadn’t gone to sleep in the Town Hall, tliis M. ]osep]-i 
Bonaparte would not have had to wake you up. And if you liadn’t 
set your mind on finding a fiance for Julie , . 

"Yes, and if I hadn’t been so curious to meet his brother, the 
little general. How shabby he looked in his old worn-out uni- 
form. . , I leaned my elbows on the dressing table and closed my 
eyes. Curiosity, I thought, simple curiosity was to blame for every- 
thing. But the road to Napoleon had also led to Jean-Baptiste. And 
I had been very happy with him. 

"Eug&ie,” Marie said cautiously. "When are you returning to 
Stockholm?” 

If I hurry, I thought desperately, I may be in time to celebrate my 
husband’s engagement to a Russian grand duchess. 

Marie looked at me, searched my face. "Happy New Year," she 
said. 

The year 1812 had at last begun. I think it will be terrible. 


ejLJ) 

Paris, April, 1812 
Marie’s son Pierre is here. 

He came quite unexpectedly. He volunteered for the Grand Army, 
and was assigned to a regiment which will leave for the front from 
Paris. I have regularly paid eight thousand francs a year to buy 
Pierre off from military service. I’ve paid it gladly. I can’t help it. 
I’ve always had a guilty conscience about Pierre. After lus birth, 
Marie sent him to foster parents, so she could be my v'et nurse and 
earn her living. I drank Pierre’s mother’s milk, and Marie fondled 
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me when she longed for him. Mother’s milk or not — Pierre is a 
great tall brawny fellow, tanned by the southern sun. Pie has Marie’s 
dark eyes, but a jaunty look which he must have inherited from his 
father. Pie wore a spanking new uniform, and an equally new bear- 
skin cap. Even his blue- white-red cockade gleamed, it was so new. 

Marie, as always, practically lost her mind over him. Her bony 
hands stroked his arms shyly, "But why.?” she asked again and again. 
"You were so happy in the estate manager’s post Her Plighne.ss got 
for you.” 

Pierre show'ed his startlingly white teeth. "Mama, we must do it. 
Join the Grand Army, conquer Russia, occupy Moscow. The Em- 
peror has called us to arms to unite Europe at last Think of all the 
possibilities, Mama. One could . . 

"What could one do?” asked Marie sourly. 

"Become a general, a marshal, a crown prince, a king — how do 
I know — !” 

His words tumbled over each other. No, a man couldn’t possibly 
toil in a vineyard near Marseilles when the Emperor was assembling 
the greatest army of all time. Day and night I see from my windov 
the regiments on their way to Russia, their bands blaring forth. Their 
lieavy tread shakes the houses. At the sound of drums, people rush 
to their windows to cheer them on. 

"Mama, you must decorate my musket with roses." 

The soldiers of the greatest army of all time are being decorated 
with flowers. ... In the garden the first roses were in bloom. Marie 
looked questioningly at me. "Pick them, Marie, give them to him, 
.see — that bud there, the dark-red one, tie that one on his musket.' 

Marie w'ent into the garden, and cut the early ro.ses. "I’ll always 
remember that I carried on my musket roses from the wife of a 
marshal of France,” Pierre as.sured me, who had cheated him of his 
mother’s milk, 

"The wife of a former marshal of France,” I said. 

"I would rather have fought under mon.sieur's command.” he 

began, 

"You’ll like it just a.s much' in Marshal Ney’.s army corp.s.” I ,w- 
.sLired him. 

Marie came back from the garden. We stuck rosc.s in all Pierre’s 
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buttonholes, tied two yellow roses to the hilt of his sword, and 
pushed the red roses down the musket barrel. Pierre stood at atten- 
tion and saluted. 

"'Come home safe, Pierre!” 

Marie went with him to the door. When .slic returned, she w.i.s 
frowning deeply. .She grabbed a polishing dotii and .set to 
violently on the candelabra. 

Outside, a regiment again pas.sed by with beating drums and Id.tr- 
ing trumpets. Villatte came in. Since the mobilization of tiic Clrand 
Army, he’s been terribly restless, 

"Why do soldiers always march into battle to music?" 1 asked. 

"Because martial music is inspiring. It helps the men keep in 
step. And it also keeps them from thinking too much." 

"Why must soldiers march in step?” 

"Your Highness — try to imagine a battle. An order to attack. 
What would an attack be like if some soldiers advanced witli long 
and others with short step.s?” 

I thought it over. "I still don’t understand. What difference 
would it make if some soldiers attacked the enemy in long .strides, 
and others in shorter ones?” 

"It wouldn’t look well. Besides, some of the men might be friglit- 
.ened at the la.st moment -and not attack at all. Do you understand, 
Your Highness?” 

'TBat I understood, 

"So regimental music is essential,” Villatte cx)nduded. 

The music suddenly sounded hollow. Bra.ss trumpets, driuns, and 
more brass trumpets. It’s a long time since I hr.st lierird "f.a Mar- 
seillaise.” Without a band, only the lusty voices of dock workers, 
bank clerks, and craftsmen. Now thoasands of trumpets pick up the 
melody whenever Napoleon appears. 

Count Rosen came in. He had a dispatch in his h.ind, and said 
something, I couldn’t hear him, the trumpets in the street were .so 
loud. We turned from the window. '"I have important news for 
Your Highness. On April fifth, Sweden concluded an alliance with 
■■■Ru.ssia.” .■■■". 

"Colonel Villatte--” My voice failed me, Villatte — Jean-Baptiste's 
comrade in 1794 when the Republic was in danger, his colleagues at 
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the Ministry of War, aide at all his battles, the true friend who fol- 
lowed us to Sweden, and returned with me because Sweden disap- 
proved of our French friends, our Villatte. ... 

"Your Highness wishes.^” 

"We have just learned that Sweden and Russia have become al- 
lies.” The martial music had ceased, and we could hear only the 
marching feet. I couldn’t look at Villatte but I had to say some- 
thing. "You are a French citizen, and a French officer, Colonel Vil- 
latte. I think this alliance with the enemies of France will make it 
uncomfortable for you to remain in my house. You once asked for 
leave of absence from your regiment to help us and stay by my side. 
Now I ask you to feel free of these obligations.” 

How it hurt me to say that! 

"Highness — I can’t leave you alone now,” Villatte said. 

I looked at the blond Count Rosen and said, ”I am not alone.” 

The Count stared fixedly at a corner of the room. Did he realize 
I must part from our best friend? "Count Rosen has been appointed 
my personal aide. Count Rosen wdll protect the Crown Princess of 
Sweden if it should be necessary,” I continued. I didn’t mind if 
Villatte saw the tears streaming down my cheeks. "Good-by, Colonel 
Villatte.” 

"Has the Marshal— I mean, has His Royal Flighness — sent me no 
letter?” 

"None has come. I had the news from the Swedish Embassy,” 
Count Rosen told him. 

Villatte was distraught, "I really don’t know ...” 

"But I know how you feel. You must cither resign from the. 
French Army as Jean-Baptiste did. Or — ” I waved toward the wdn- 
dow, toward the marching columns, toward those long, long lines of 
marching men— -"Or march On, Colonel Villatte.” 

"Not march, ride,” protested Villatte, Colonel of Cavalary, in- 
dignantly. 

I smiled through my tears. "Ride then, Colonel Villatte. Ride 
with God. And come back, safe and sound.” 
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the Ministry of War, aide at all his battles, the true friend who fob 
lowed us to Sweden, and returned with me because Sweden disap- 
proved of our French friends, our Villatte. ... 

"Your Highness wishes?” 

"We have just learned that Sweden and Russia have become al- 
lies.” The martial music had ceased, and we could iiear only the 
marching feet. I couldn’t look at Villatte but I had to say some- 
thing. "You are a French citizen, and a French officer, Colonel Vil- 
iatte. I think this alliance with the enemies of France will make it 
uncomfortable for you to remain in my house. You once asked for 
leave of absence from your regiment to help us and stay by my side. 
Now I ask you to feel free of these obligations.” 

How it hurt me to say that! 

"Highness — I can’t leave you alone now,” Villatte said. 

I looked at the blond Count Rosen and said, "I am not alone,” 

The Count stared fixedly at a corner of the room. Did he realize 
I must part from our best friend? "Count Rosen has been appointed 
my personal aide. Count Rosen will protect the Crown Princess of 
Sweden if it should be necessary,” I continued. I didn’t mind if 
Villatte saw the tears streaming down my cheeks, "Good-by, Colonel 
Villatte.” 

"Has the Marshal — I mean, has His Royal FIighncs.s — sent me no 
letter?” 

"None has come. I had the news from the Swedi.sh iimbassy.” 
Count Rosen told him. 

Villatte was distraught. "I really don’t know ...” 

"But I know how' you feel. You must either resign from the 
French Army as Jean-Baptiste did. Or — ” I waved toward the win- 
dow, toward the marching columns, tow'ard those long, long lines f)i' 
marching men — "Or march on. Colonel Villatte.” 

"Not march, ride,” protested Villatte, Colonel of Cavalary, in 
dignantiy. 

1 smiled through my tears. "Ride then, Colonel Villatte. Ride 
with God. And come back, safe and sound.” 
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Pam, middle of September, 18.12 

1 think I'd go crazy if I couldn’t write everything in my diary, 
i Jiave no one with whom to share ray thoughts, i am unspeakably 
alone in this large city of Paris. In my city, as I call it in my heart, 
because here I have been incredibly happy and incredibly miserable. 
. , . Julie asked me to spend the hot summer days in Mortefontainc, 
but for the first time in my life I couldn't say even to her what I 
think. We once shared a young girls' room in Marseilles, but now 
.she sleeps beside Joseph Bonaparte. And Marie? Marie Is the 
mother of a soldier marching through Russia with Napoleon. That 
leaves — how comical — that leaves only my Swcdisli aide as my con- 
fidant. Count Rosen, pure Nordic, aristocratic, blond and blue-eyed, 
wlio never gets upset. He is Swedish with every beat of hi.s heart. 
For centuries Sweden ha.s been bled by wars again.st Russia. Now 
the new Crown Pritice has made a pact wdth the archfiend. And 
blond Count Rosen doesn't understand what it's all about. And can't 
.^ee w'hy I’m anxious. It is so terrible. . . . 

Just a few hours ago Count Talleyrand, Prince of Benevent and 
adviser to the Ministry of Foreign Affairs, and Fouchc% Duke of 
Otranto and former Minister of Police, were here to see me. Thes’ 
called on me separately, and met by chance in my drawing room, 
Talleyrand came first, I’m not used to visitors any more. My frtend.s 
live for the victories on the Russian front, and avoid me these days, 
"Call Count Rosen, tell him to meet me tn the drawing room," 1 
said to Mme la Flotte. I hastily changed my gown. I couldn't think 
what Talleyrand wanted from me. It Was still bright afternoon; hafi 
he arrived at twilight to drink a gla.ss of champagne in the iViuc 
shadows of the garden, I would have known. . . . 

Talleyrand aw^aited me in my salon studying with half -dosed eyes 
the portrait of the First Consul. Before I could present Count Roscai 
ro Talleyrand, the Duke of Otranto was announced, 

"I don’t understand it,” I burst out. 



Talleyrand raised his eyebrows. “What doesn’t Your Royal Hi^i^b- 
ness understand?” 

"It’s so long since I’ve had callers,” I said in confusion, “The 
Duke of Otranto is here, too.” 

Fouche was certainly unpleasantly surprised to nnd Talleyrand 
with me. His nostrils flared, and he lisped, 'Tm glad that Your 
Highness has company. I had been afraid that Your Highness would 
be very lonely.” 

"I was very lonely until this instant,” said I, sitting down on the 
sofa under the portrait of the First Consul. The two gentlemen sal 
opposite me. Yvette brought in tea. 

“This gentleman is France’s famous police minister who, bccaust 
of his health, has retired to his estates,” I explained to Count Rosen 
who was busily passing teacups. 

“Information seems to reach the Duke of Otranto’s estates a.s 
readily and accurately as the Foreign Ministry in Pari.s,” Talleyrand 
remarked, 

"Some news travels fast,” Fouche said, as he drank his tea in re- 
fined little sips. 

“What are you talking about?” I asked politely. “The Frenc!) 
victorie.s are no secret. The bells have scarcely stopped ringing oul 
the capture of Smolensk.” 

“Yes, Smolensk — ” Talleyrand had finally opened his eyes, and 
was considering Napoleon’s youthful portrait with interest. “Hons - 
ever, Your Highness, in half an hour the bells will ring again.” 

“You don’t say so, Your Excellency,” cried Fouche. 

Talleyrand smiled. "Does this surprise you? 'l.’he Emperor is 
leading the greatest army of all time against the Tsar. The duirch 
bells will naturally soon ring again. This doesn’t disturb ’'rour 
Highness?” 

"No, of course not. After all I am—” I broke otf. J’m still a 
Frenchwoman, I wanted to say. But I’m no longer a Frenchwoman 
And my husband has concluded a friendly alliance vaith Russia. 

“Do you believe in the Emperor’s ultimate victory, Your High- 
ae.ss?” Talleyrand inquired. 

“The Emperor has never yet lost a war,” I answered. 


A strange paase ensued. Fouche stared at me curiously, while 
Talleyrand slovAy and reflectively drank the really very good tea.. 
"The Tsar has sought advice," he remarked at last and [)ut ilown 
his empty cup. 

I motioned to Yvette to reflll it. "The Tsar wdll ask for peace," I 
said confidently. 

Talleyrand smiled. "That’s what the Fmperor expected after his 
victory at Smolensk. But a courier, who arrived in Paris an hour ago 
to report the victory at Borodino, knows nothing about any peace 
negotiations. Even though this victory leaves the road te't Moscon\' 
open." 

Had he come to tel! me this.^ Victorie.s, victories, for many years 
nothing but victories. I micst tell Marie that Pierre will .soon be 
marching into Mo.scow. "Then the Russian campaign will .soon be 
over? Have another little piece of marzipan, Excellency." 

"Has Your Royal Highness heard anythitig from His Royal High- 
ness, the Crown Prince, recently?" Fouchc incjuired, 

f laughed. "That’.s right, you no longer read my mail. Your 
successor could tell you that Jean-Baptiste hasn’t written me for two 

weeks. But I have heard from Oscar. He is well, he " I stopped. 

It would bore the gentlemen if I talked about my child. 

"The Swedish Crown Prince has been away." Fouche never took 
his eyes off me. 

"Away?" I looked from one to the other in a.stonishment. liven 
Rosen, too, opened his mouth in surpri.se. 

"His Royal Highness was in Abo," Fouche continued. 

Rosen jumped, I turned to him. "Abo? Where is Abo.'’" 

"In Finland, Your Highness," Rosen replied huskily. 

Finland again. . . . "Finland is occupied by the Rus.siuii',, isn't it.'’' 

Talleyrand drank his second cup of tea. ’'I’he Tsar asked tlie 
Swedish Crown Prince to meet with him in Abu," Fouche announc ed 
triumphantly and looked at Talleyrand. 

"What does the Tsar want with Jean-Baptiste?" 1 whispered. 

"Advice," said Talleyrand. "Where would he seek advice? A 
former manshai, familiar with the Emperor’s tactics, is the perfect 
adviser in a situation like this." 



"And on the basis of this advice, the Tsar has sent no emissaries 
to the Emperor but has let our armies press forward," Fouche said. 

Talleyrand looked at the clock, "At any moment now the bells 
will begin to ring to announce the victory of Borodino. In a few 
days our troops will enter Moscow." 

"Has he promised him Finland.?" exploded Count Rosen. 

“Who has promised Finland to whom.?" asked Fouche in surprise, 
"Finland? What are you talking about, Count?" 

I tried to explain. "Sweden always hopes for the return of Fin- 
land. Finland is close—I mean — close to the hearts of my coun- 
trymen.” 

"And to the heart of your respected husband, Your Highness?" 

"Jean-Baptiste believes that the Tsar will not give up Finland. So 
he is most anxious for Norw'ay and Sw^eden to unite.” 

Talleyrand nodded slowly. "My confidential sources inform me 
that the Tsar has promised to support the Swedish Crown Prince in 
establishing this union. Naturally, after the war." 

"Won’t the war end when the Emperor gets to Moscow?” I asked 
in amazement. 

Talleyrand shrugged. "I don’t know' what advice your husband 
gave the Tsar." 

Silence fell, heavy as lead. Fouche ate a marzipan and .smacked Ids 
lips. 

"The advice which His Royal Highne,ss is said to have given the 
Tsar . , Count Rosen began. 

Fouche grinned broadly. "The French Army lias marched into 
villages burned to the ground by the inhabitants. The French Army 
has found only charred granaries. The French Army is marcliing 
from victor)' to victory — starving. The Emperor has liad to bring up 
provisions from the rear. He had not reckoned on this. Nor on .i 
dank attack by the Cossacks, who were not supposed to be iigliting. 
But the Emperor hope.s to fatten up his troops in Moscow, when- tiie 
Army will w-inter. Moscow is a wealthy city, and can supply the 
troops. So you see, everything depends on the entry into Moscow.' 

"And — do you doubt this entry?" Count Rosen aslced in suq-irisc. 

"His Excellency, the Prince of Benevent, has just said that at an\' 
moment the church bells will ring for the victory of Bi.r(ulino, Be- 



yond this, the coad to Moscow lies opea. By day after tomorrow, 
undoubtedly, the Emperor will be in the Kremlin, dear Count, ' 
Fouche explained, and grinned again. 

A great fear caught at my throat. Despairingly 1 looked from 
one to another. "Please tell me frankly, gentlemeii-^-*why are yj)u 
here?" 

'Tve wanted to call on you for a long time, Your Highaes.s," 
Fouche said, "and when I heard what an important role your dis- 
tinguished husband was playing in this great conflict, I had a heart- 
felt desire to express to Your Highne.ss my deep sympathy, a 
sympathy of many years’ standing, if I may say so." 

Yes, for many years, Napoleon's Minister of Police spied on iis. "I 
don’t understand you,” I said shortly, and turned to Talleyrand. 

"Is a former mathematics master so difficult to see through, Your 
Highness?” Talleyrand asked. "Wars are like equations in higher 
mathematics. In wars, too, there’s an unknown quantity. In this 
war, we are also dealing with an unknown quantity — but this un- 
known, since his meeting with the Tsar, is no longer . . . unknown. 
Hie Swedish Crown Prince has intervened, maJame." 

"Of what advantage is this intervention to Sweden? Instead of 
armed neutrality, a pact with Russia,” Count Rosen said vehemently. 

"I’m afraid the armed neutrality no longer impresses the Emperor. 
His Majesty has occupied Swedish Pomerania. You don’t disapprove 
(if your Crown Prince’s policies, do you, young man?" 

Talleyrand spoke kindly, but my blond young Count would not 
give way, "The Russians have a hundred and forty thousand men 
under arms, and Napoleon has ...” 

"Almost half a million- — ” Talleyrand nodded — "but a Russian 
winter without proper quarters could destroy even the biggest and 
best of armies, young man.” 

At last I understood. Without proper quarters ... I understood, 
all right, 

At tha,t moment the bells started pealing. La Flotte threw tjpen 
rhe door and shouted. "A new victory! The Battle of Borodino has 
been won." 

We never moved. Waves of ringing bells surged over ns. Na- 



poleon wants to spend the winter in Moscow. What advice has 
Jean-Baptiste given the Tsar? 

Fouche and Talleyrand have their spies and couriers in every camp, 
they'll always be on the winning side. Since they have come to see me 
today they believe that Napoleon will lose this war. Somehow, .some- 
where, while victory bells ring out in Paris, Jean-Baptiste has inter- 
vened and assured the freedom of a small country far up north, 
But Pierre will freeze, and Villatte will bleed to death. 

Talleyrand was first to leave, Fouche, on the contrary, stayed on 
and on. There he sat chewdng marzipan, exploring with his tongue 
the gaps between his long yellow teeth, gazing at Napoleon’s portrait. 
And looking very pleased. With what? With the new' victory? 
With himself, because he’d fallen into disfavour? 

Fie didn’t leave until the bells were silent. "The well-being of 
the French people is involved,” he said in parting. "And the French 
people long for peace,” he added pompously, I could find no double 
meaning in these empty words, "The Swedish Crown Princess and 
I have the same goal — peace.” Fouche bowed over my hand. His 
lips were sticky, and I snatched back my hand. 

I went out to the garden and sat down on a bench. The roses were 
through blooming, the grass had withered. I suddenly feared my 
Own house and all my memories. I had understood, but I still 
couldn’t believe it. In my restlessness I ordered the carriage sent 
around. As I climbed in, Count Rosen was at the carriage door. 1 
forget so often that I have a personal aide. I really w'anted t(] be 
alone. We drove along the Seine. I .seemed to recall that Fd been 
told something about Rosen. He broke into my thoughts with. 
"This Duke of Otranto — he’s called that, Isn’t he?” 

"Yes, he used to be Fouche. The Emperor made him a duke. 
What about him?” 

''Thi.s Otranto has some inside information about the caMifereuc e 
,it Abo. He told me more about it out in the hall. I-Ii.s Royal Fligh- 
nc.s.‘i was accompanied by Chancellor Wetterstedt and Marsha! Adier- 
creutz, Low'-enhjcim was there, too.” I nodded, tliese namc.s tuld rm 
so little, "At first the Tsar and His Highne.ss were alone, later an 
English envoy took part in the conversations. It is assiuric..! (li.n His 
Highness wdll bring about an alli-ance betw-een England and Russia,. 



The decisive alliance against Napoleon, Your Highness, It’s said 
that Austria, too, is secretly . . 

"But the Emperor of Austria is Napoleon’s father-in-iaw!" I 
exclaimed. 

"That's doesn’t mean anything, Your Highness. Napoleon forccal 
him into that. No Hapsburg would willingly have taken this parvenu 
into his family,’’ 

The carriage roiled along slowly. Out of the Beep blue evening 
the steeples of Notre-Dame loomed blackly. “I was there. Count 
Rosen, when this parvenu, as you call the Emperor of the ITench, 
took the crown from the Pope’s hands and placed it on his own 
head, I was standing behind the beautiful Josephine, holding a lace 
handkerchief on a velvet cushion. Here — in this cathedral, Count," 

White pieces of torn newspaper blew into the road, extra.s from 
the Momtem announcing the new victory. Tomorrow the street 
cleaner will sweep them into the gutter. We passed Pari.sians sit- 
ting placidly on their doorsteps — they are used to victories, and long 
(Hily for their sons. It was the same as always except my heart wus 
tight with sadness. 

"Perhaps they’ll really come back when this is all over. 'Die Bour- 
bons, I mean,” the young blond Count said. I looked at him side- 
ways. A classical profile, very fair skin, very light hair, .slim boyi.sh 
shoulders. We drove across the Pout Royal. Marie Louise’s win- 
dows were all alight. 

"I'll present you to the Empress Josephine, (iouut." 1 said on an 
impulse. 

After the divorce, she wept for two days and two whole nights. 
And then she had a facial massage and ordered three new gowns, 

. . . Silver eyelids, smiles with lip.s dosed. For her sake Napoleon 
robbed the Italians of the portrait of Mona Lisa. I’ll show the young 
Swedish Count the most beautiful woman in Paris. And ask Jos- 
ephine how I ought to rouge my face. If the Swedes must have a 
parvenue Crown Princess, she should at least be beautiful . . . 

When we got home, I went immediately to my room and began 
to 'a'rite. How long will I be so alone? Marie has just come in and 
asked, "Have you heard from Colonel Villatte? And has he men- 
tioned Pierre?’’ I shook my head. 
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"After this new victory, the Tsar will ask for peace, and Pierre 
will be home before winter,” . Marie said happily. She knelt down 
and removed my shoes. In her hair there is so much white, her hands 
are rough, all her life long she has worked hard and sent her savings 
to Pierre. Now' Pierre is marching toward Moscow', Jean-Baptiste, 
what w'ill happen to Pierre in Moscow.? Jean-Baptiste . . 

"Sleep well, Eugenie, and pleasant dreams.” 

"Thank you, Marie, good night.” As in my childhood. Who is 
putting my Oscar to bed? One, two, three aides? Or chamberlains. 

And you, Jean-Baptiste? Can you hear me? Let Pierre come home 
safely, let him come home ... 

But you probably cannot hear me. 


Pam, two weeks latet 

It has happened again. Once more i am the disgrace of the family. 
Julie and Joseph came back into town from Mortefontaine, and 
gave a large party to celebrate Napoleon’s entry into Moscow. And .1, 
too, was invited. But I didn’t w'ant to go, and wrote Juhe that I liad 
a cold. The very next day she came to see me 

"I'm terribly anxious to have you come,” she declared. "There's 
■SO much .silly talk about you and Jean-Baptiste Naturally, your hus- 
band sJiould have joined Napoleon in his Russian campaign, then 
they couldn’t say Jean-Baptiste had allied himself wdth the 'Tsar. 
I want to stop this malicious gossip . 

"Julie, Jean-Baptiste has allied himself with the Isar ' 

Julie looked at me unbelievably, "Do you mean to say that that 

ii’.s all true, what people say?” 

"I don’t know' wdiat people say, Julie. jean-Baptiste ha.s rnei the 
Lsar and given him advice.” 

"Desiree — you truly are a disgrace to the family,” nu.'aueJ juhe. 
shaking her head hopelessly. 



"Fve been told that before. Because I invited Joseph and Napo- 
leon Bonaparte to our house. Long ago, when it all began. . . . The 
disgrace of our family. By the way, W'hich family do you mean.'^” 

"Naturally the Bonapartes." 

"I'm no Bonaparte, Julie.” 

"You are a sisiter-in-iaw of the oldest brother of the Emperor," 
slie declared. 

"Among other things, my dear, only among other things. Above 
all I’m a Bernadotte; in fact the first Bernadotte woman, cofounciress 
of a dynasty.” 

"If you don’t come, everyone will believe the stupid rumours that 
Jean Bernadotte made a secret pact with the Tsar.” 

"That’s no secret, Julie. The French newspapers just can’t write 
anything about it.” 

"But Joseph insists that you come. Don’t make things hard for 
me, Desiree.” 

We hadn’t seen each other all summer. Julie’s face is even thinner. 
The lines at the corners of her mouth are deeply etched, her colour- 
less skin i.s flaccid. A terrible tenderness overwhelmed me. Julie, my 
Julie, is a harassed, faded, and profoundly disappointed woman. 
Perhaps she’s heard about Joseph’s love affairs, perhap.s he treuEs 
her badly, because he himself becomes more embittered every year 
and has only Napoleon to thank for his kingly crown. Perhaps .she 
knows that Joseph never loved her and only married her for her 
dowry. She must realize that today this dowry means nothing to 
Joseph who is enormously wealthy from speculations in house.s and 
government estates. Why does she stay with him, why torture her- 
self with ceremonies and receptions.^ For love.^ For duty.? Or sheer 
obstinacy.? 

"If it will help in any way, I’ll come,” I said. 

She pressed her hand against her foreHead. "I have another of rn)' 
bad headaches. So often lately. Yes, please come. Joseph wants all 
Paris to know that Sweden is still neutral. The Empress wilt bt: 
there and the entire diplomatic corps.” She stood up. 

'Til bring Count Rosen, my Swedish aide.” 

"Your — ? Yes, of course, your aide. Do bring him, there’ll be so 
few men. They’re all away,” 



On the way out, she lingered for a moment in front of the por- 
trait of Napoleon as First Consul, "Yes, that's how he looked then : 
long hair, sunken cheeks. Now'..." 

"Now he’s fat,” I said. 

"Just imagine — tlie entry into Moscow'. Napoleon in the Kremlin. 
It’s enough to make you dizzy.” 

“Don’t think, Julie. You’d better lie down. You look so tired.' 

"I’m worried about the party. If only everything goes w'ell.” 

Disgrace of the family. I thought about Mama ... If only evers • 
thing goes well. One really never grows up until one’s parents arc- 
gone. Then one can be so frighteningly alone — and un-growm up. 

The high bronze candelabra in the Elysee Palace sparkled. I knew 
people were whispering behind my back, but my back w'as protected 
by the tall young Count Rosen. They struck up "La Marseillaise." 
The Empress entered and I bow'ed a little less deeply than the other 
ladies, for I am a member of a ruling house. Marie Louise — .still or 
again in pink — stopped in front of me. 

"I hear that a new' Austrian ambassador has arrived in Stockholm, 
madame,” she said. "A Count von Neipperg. Has he been pre- 
sented to you, madame?” 

"He must have come after I left, Your Majesty," i answered, and 
tried to read some meaning in her puppet-face. Since the birth of 
the little King of Rome Marie Louise has gained w'eight. She laces 
herself ver)' tightly. There were beads of sweat on her short nose, 

"When I was a young girl, I danced with Count von Neipperg. 
At my first court ball.” Her smile deepened, suddenly became alive. 
"It was, by the w'ay, my first and last court ball in Vienna. Shorth 
afterw'ard I w'as married.” 

I hardly knew' what to say. She seemed to he waiting for sonu • 
thing and I w’as suddenly sad. Since she w’as a small child, she mu.st 
have heard that Napoleon w'as a parvenu, a tyrant and an enemy of 
her country. And then all of a sudden she was forced to marry hinv 
and be dominated by him. 

"Imagine — Count von Neipperg has only one eye. fit wears a 
black patch over the other,” Marie Louise reflected. "And neverthe- 
less — I have such pleasant memories of him. We waltzed together." 

With that .she left me, and I remembered the night when I had 



taught Napoieon the waltz. One, two, three — and one, two, 
three. 

At midnight they played "La Marseillaise" again, juscpij went 
over to the Empress, raised his gla.ss of champagne: 

"On September fifteenth, at the head of the most glorious anu)- 
of all time, His Majesty entered Moscow, and took up Ids residence 
in the Kremlin, the palace of the Tsars. Our victorious army will 
spend the winter in the capital of our defeated enemy, k ive I’Jlm- 
pereur!’^ 

I finished my drink, gulp by gulp. Talleyrand appeared beside 
me. "Was Your Highness forced to come?" he asked, and looked at 
Joseph. 

I grimaced politely. "Whether I’m here or not has no meaning, 
Excellency. I don’t understand politics.” 

"How strange that fate should have chosen you to play such a 
decisive role, Your Highness." 

"What do you mean by that?" I demanded. 

"Perhaps someday I’ll come to you wdth a most important request, 
Your Highness. Perhaps you’ll grant it. I shall make this request in 
the name of France." 

"Do tell me — what on earth you are talking about?” 

"I am very much in love, Your Highness. Forgive me, don't be 
shocked. You misunderstand — I am in love with France, Your High- 
ness — our France." He rolled some champagne around on his tongue. 
"I recently told Your Highness that Napoleon no longer campaigns 
against an unknown, but against a man we know well. Your High- 
ness remembers? And tonight we are celebrating the Emperor’s ar- 
rival in Moscow, The Grand Army has at last found winter quarters 
in the Russian capital. Your Highness, do you believe that this has 
surprised the man whom we know well?" 

My hand gripped the stem of my champagne glass. 

"My brother .should feel at home in the Kremlin. The Tsar's 
palace is furnished in more than oriental splendour," said someone 
right behind us. Joseph, King Joseph. "Sheer genius that mv 
brother could get through so quickly. Now our troops can winter 
peacefully in Moscow.” 

But Talleyrand slowly shook his head. "Unfortunately, i can’t 
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■agree with Your Majesty. A courier arrived half an hour ago. Mos- 
cow has been in flames for two weeks. Even the Kremlin is on Are," 

From far aw^ay I heard the waltz tunes. The candles flickered, Jo- 
seph’s face was like a mask, greenish-white, the eyes wide open, the 
mouth gaping with horror. Talleyrand, on the other hand, kept his 
eyes half -closed, was unmoved and unaffected, as though he’d ex- 
pected for two weeks the new's which had reached us only a half- 
hour before. 

Moscow is on lire. 

Moscow has been burning for two weeks. 

"How' did the fires start?” asked Joseph hoarsely, 

"Incendiaries, undoubtedly. And simultaneously in various parts of 
the city. Our troops have tried in vain to put out the fires. Every 
time they think one fire is under control, a fresh blaze is reported 
from some other district. The inhabitants are suffering terribly!" 

"And our troops, Your Excellency?" 

"Will be forced to withdraw," 

"But the Emperor has told me many times that under no circum- 
stances would he lead the troops across the Russian steppes during 
the winter. The Emperor counted on Moscow as wdnter qiiarter.s.' 
said josepli. 

"I'm only telling you what the courier reported: The Emperor 
tannot .spend the winter in Moscow, because Mo.scov<,’ i.s burning 
down." 

Talleyrand fa!.sed his glass to jo.seph. "Dun t let your face betra} 
you, Your Majesty. The Emperor w'ould not want the new's known 
prematurely. F/ri? I'Emperemr 

'I’ire niiii peruur," Joseph repeated mechanically, 

'T'our Highness?" Talleyrand raised his gdass to me. But 1 was 
j-)etrific‘d. 1 saw the Empress waltzing with an old gentleman crip 
pled with gout. One, two, three- — and one, two, three. . . . Josej'li 
wiped away beads of sweat from his forehead with a lace lumdicer- 
chief. 

"Goi>d night, jo.seph, my love to Julie. Good night. Your hxcei- 
lency," I murmured. One doesn’t leave a ball before Her Majest)-. 
has retired, but etiquette could go hang. I was tired and confiesed. 
No, no — not confused. I saw everything clearly, so terribly clearlv 



Torchbearers ran along beside my carriage as always when 1 drive 
out to attend an official function. ''It was an unforgettably brilliant 
ball,” said the young Swedish Count on my left, 

"Do you know Moscow-, Count Rosen?” 

"No, Your Highness, Why?” 

■'BecuLse Moscow is burning, Count. Because Mt)st;ow luis been 
burning for fourteen days.” 

"The advice of His Highness to the Tsar in Abo. . . 

"Don’t talk any more, please don’t talk any more. I’m so tired,” 
And Talleyrand’s important requevSt? What rec]ue.sl--and when? 


CJO 

Pmis, Dearmbef i:6, 1812 

in Josephine’s w'hite-and-gold salon at Malmaisun ladies rolled 
bandages for the wounded in Russia, and in her boudoir Josephine 
herself, tw^ee^iers in hand, bent over me plucking my heavy brows, 
It hurt, but the thin arched line made my eyes seem larger. Next 
she rummaged through her rouge pots and powder box:e.s, and found 
.1 small jar of silver make-up, rubbed a little of it on my e)'elids, atui 
studied my new- face in the mirror. At that moment I noticed the 
morning edition of the AUmiteur under ribbons atid comlxs on her 
dressing table. It was flecked with red. I began to read. It was 
Emperor Napoleon’s Bulletin 29, in wdiidi he openly admitted that 
his Grand Army lay spent, froijen, starved and buried in the snowy 
wastes of Russia, There was no more Grand Army, d’hc red on 
tlie paper looked like drops of blood, but it was only lip rouge. 

"You must make up like this, Desiree, when you appear in public " 
Josephine said. "Thin, arched eyebrows, a little green on the eye- 
lids and, above ail, the silver. When you show yourself at a window 
or on a balcony you must always stand on a footstool. No one will 
notice it. and you’ll seem much taller. Believe me . . .” 
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"Have you read this, madame?" With shaking hands, I heid sjur 
the paper to her, 

Josephine gave it a fleeting glance. '‘Naturally. Bonaparte’s lirsr 
from the front in months. It just confirms what we’ve feared for a 
long time. Bonaparte has lost the war with Russia. I take it he’]! 
soon be back in Paris. Have you ever thought of using henna when 
you wash your hair? Your dark hair would have a reddish ai.st in 
candlelight. It would be lovely on you, Desiree." 

"This army, which on the sixth of the month had been the greatest 
army in history, was by the fourteenth completely demoralized. It 
had no cavalry, no artillery, and no transport,’’ I read. “The enem\\ 
apprised of the disaster which had befallen us, exploited our weak- 
ness to the full. Cossacks ambushed our columns. ..." 

In these words, Napoleon informed the world that the greatest 
army of ail times had foundered, during their retreat, in the snov^ 
wasteland of Russia. He soberly enumerated the troop formations 
Of the hundred thousand cavalrymen who had ridden off to Moscons', 
for example, only six hundred riders were left. Six hundred — Na- 
poleon’s cavalry! The words "exhaustion’’ and "starvation" appeared 
again and again. At first I could take it in. I read on. I read the 
Bulletin 29 from beginning to end. It dosed with the words, "The 
health of His Majesty was never better." 

When I looked up, a strange face confronted me in the mirrur. 
Large, melancholy eyes under silvered lids. An upturned nose, ntVi 
pink as usual, but powdered brownish. And curved lips, a deep 
cyclamen pink. So I, too, can look elegant, so beautiful, so unex- 
pected. I dropped my new face over the newspaper again, ".And 
what will happen now, madame?" 

A shrug and — "There are always two possibilities in life, Desiree,' 
Josephine kept polishing her fingernails. ".Either Bonaparte will 
make peace, and abandon the idea of ruling all Europe. Or eontiime 
to make war. If he goes on with. his war.s, there are again two possi- 
bilities. He could either . . 

"And France, madame?” 1 must have shouted, for she shr.ink 
back, hut I couldn’t help it, Suddenly I understood tiie .Bulletin, 
And also the rumours. The rumours were true. Terribly true, Ten 
thou.sand men, a hundred thousand men stumbling through the snow . 



crying from pain like children, because their arms and legs are 
frozen, they suddenly fall and can’t get up again. Ravenous wolves 
surround them. They try to shoot, but can no longer hold tlicir 
muskets. The men scream in horror and the wolves slink back a little, 
It’s getting dark. The night will be long, the wolves wait. . . . 

In desperate haste the engineers build a bridge across a river, 
called the Beresina. Only over this bridge does the way lead hack. 
The Cossacks pursue them closely. Any moment the l.nmlge' may be 
blown up, and their retreat cut off. So with a final agonizing effort, 
the exhausted men stagger onto the bridge.. In the stampede many 
fall and are trampled by their comrades. The bridge sways . . . only 
to get across, only to live. Anyone who can’t push his way through 
is crowded off the bridge and falls screaming among the ice fioes 
in the river below. Tries to clutch the ice, is borne away by the 
current, screams, screams, screams and sinks. But His Majesty’s 
health has never been better. 

”And France, madame?” I asked again, dully. 

"What about it? Bonaparte isn’t France.” 

Josephine smiled over her shining fingernails. "Napoleon I, by 
the Grace of God, Emperor of the French. . . vShe winked at me 
"We both know how that was done. Barras needed sorricone to 
cjueii a hunger riot, and Bonaparte was willing to fire the cannon 
on the people of Paris; Bonaparte became Military Governor of 
Paris, Bonaparte held the liigh command in the soutli, Botuqnirte 
conquered Italy; after that Bonaparte was in Egypt, Bonaparte over- 
threw the Government, Bonaparte became First Gonsul — ” She 
hesitated, then added hopefully, "Perhaps she’ll desert him in ad- 
versity,” 

"She is .still the mother of his son,” I protested. 

Josephine tossed her childlike curls. "That doesn’t mean any- 
thing. I’ve always been more wife than mother. And this Marie 
Louise — a girl from an ancient family — is probably more claugjfier 
than wife or mother. My Bonaparte crowned me himself. Marie 
Louise, on the other hand, was married by her papa to this Na- 
poleon by the Grace of God. . . . Whatever happens, Desiree, don't 
ever forget what I’ve told you, will you promise?” 

I looked at her, astonished- 



"Just between us — there are more distinguished dynasties thaji 
the Bernadotte family, Desiree! But the Swedes themselves chose 
Jean-Baptiste, and he won’t disappoint them. Jean-Baptiste is a 
born ruler, my Bonaparte has always believed so. But you, my 
child, will never learn how to rule. You must at least do the Swedes 
one favour — be beautiful! Silver grease paint and cyclamen rouge," 

"But my turned-up nose?’’, 

"We can’t change that, but your nose suits you. You look .so 
young. You’ll always look younger than you are. So — let’s go down 
to the salon and have Therese tell our fortune from the cards. We’ll 
■ask her about Bonaparte’s star. Too bad it’s raining, I wanted to 
show your Swedish Count the garden. The yellow roses are still in 
bloom. But now of course they’re drowning in this rain. , . 

On the stairs Josephine suddenly stopped. "Desiree, why aren't 
you in Stockholm?” 

"In Stockholm there i.s already one queen, and one queen mother, 
isn’t that enough?” 

"Are you afraid of your predecessors?” 

My eyes filled with tears. I swallowed hard. 

"Don’t be silly — predecessors aren’t dangerous. Only-'---SLicce\ssor.s," 
Josephine said softly, and .seemed somehow relieved. "You see, ! 

was afraid you were here for his sake. Because you still loved him-- 

Bonaparte.” 

In the white-and-gold salon, the ladies were still preparing end- 
lessly long gauze bandages, Paulette, crouched on the thick carpet 
in front of the fireplace, wound them into tiny rolls. Queen Hor- 
tensc lay on a sofa, reading letters. A dreadfully fat lady, com- 
pletely enfolded in an Oriental shawl, looked to me like a big 
cfdoiired ball. The coloured ball w'as playing Patience. My young 
Count Rosen, at tiie window, gazed disconsolately at the rain. When 
we entered, the ladies bobbed up. Beautiful Paulette, however, 
merely shifted her weight from her left leg to her right. The 
loloured ball sank before me into a court curtsy. 

"Periiaps Your Highness remembers the Prince.s.s de Ciiimay.- ' 
Josephine asked. Slie calls me D&iree only if we're alone. Princess 
de Cihirnay? The name of one of the very oldest, most distinguished 
families in France. 1 was sure I had never before met a member of 



Lhi-s frightfuiiy grand family. "Notre dame de i;hermidor,'' Jos- 
ephine laughed. "My old friend Therese!" 

Josephine’s friend Therese, The Marquise de hontenay, who mar- 
ried the former valet Tallien during the Revrdntion to s..ive her 
I lead, Tallien was a representative, and the lovely T’herese became 
tire hrst lady of the Directorate. And was said to have danced for 
her guests stark nuked. And procured new trousers for Napoleon, 
his old pair was ail worn out. I had forced my way into her house 
to find my fiance, But I lost him there and foiuid Jean- Baptiste. 

vShe had an even worse reputation than Jccsephinc, cvhom slie suc- 
ceeded as Barras’ mistress, Napoleon refused to receive Thercese at 
court. He’s gotten terribly moral since he became Emperor. Poor 
Therese was sick about it because she’s Josephine’s bosom friend. In 
the end, Therese decided to annoy Napoleon. She married the 
Prince de Chimay and had seven children. Now she was round a.s 
a ball, but her black eyes laughed irresistibly. Napoleon would have 
liked to receive the distinguished Prince in the Tuilerie.s, a genuine 
aristocrat, after all. But the Prince wouldn’t come because Napoleon 
.still refused to invite Therese to the court. She had danced stark 
naked, and Napoleon could never forget it. Undoubtedly he had 
watched her. ... 

'Tm glad to .see you again, Princess,’’ I said spontaucou.sly, 

"See me again?’’ Therese opened her eyes as wide as the rolls of 
fat on her cheeks permitted. "Eve not had the honour of being 
presented to Your Highne.ss," 

"Desiree," came a voice from the fireplace, "’i'he Empress has 
silvered your eyelids.” Paulette, thin to the point of emaciation, wear- 
i!ig the pink pearls of the Borghese, looked me over. "But it's be- 
coming to you. And tell me, little new Crown Prince.ss of Sweden, is 
your aide there at the window deaf and dumb?’’ 

"No, only dumb, Your Imperial Highnc,ss,’’ spluttered Rosen 
angrily. And I realii;ed that it had been a mi.stake to bring him here. 

Quickly Josephine laid her small hand on his arm. Very light h', 
bur Rosen quivered. "When it stops raining," Josephine said, "i’ll 
show you the garden. In my garden, the roses still bloom in Decern • 
her. You love roses, too, don’t you? You even have the same name." 

Josephine looked up at him mischievously, smiled without show- 
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ing her bad teeth, and gazed into his eyes. Heaven knows how .she 
managed it. Then she turned to the others. "What does Camni 
Fiahault write from Russia, Hortense?” 

Hortense’s lover is aide-de-camp to the Bmperoi. Since Hmaeasc 
no longer lives with fat Louis, her relationship with Flaiiault has 
been quietly accepted in her mother’s salon. 

"He’s marching through the snow at the iimperor s side.' l-ior- 
tense declared proudly. 

"Bonaparte marching through the snow! He'.s probabl}’ driving 
in a sleigh, and your Flahault’s letter is utter nonsense." said 
Josephine. 

"Count Flahault tells me he has marched beside the Fmpernr 
since Smolensk. The Emperor has to walk, because nearly all the 
horses have frozen to death. Frozen, or been shot and eaten by tlu 
hungry troops, Mama. The Emperor wore the fur coat the Tsar uncc 
gave him, and a cap of Persian lamb. He leaned on a cane. He was 
accompanied by many generals who had lost their regiments. Tin 
Emperor marched between Murat and Count Flahault." 

"Ridiculous. His faithful Meneval marched beside him." said 
Josephine. 

Hortense riffled through the pages of the long letter in her hands 
"Meneval has collapsed from exhaustion and been loaded on a wagcjii 
with the wounded.” 

There was dead silence in the room. A log in the fireplace cr.ukled. 
hut we all felt cold. 

"Tomorrow I’ll arrange for a service of Intercession," Jo.sephiut. 
announced, and asked Therese to tell Napoleon’s fortune frcun a 
large star. Therese very .seriously shuffled her cards, divided them 
into two piles and said to Jo.sephine, "Bonaparte, as always, is King 
of Elearts.” Then Jo.sephine had to choo.se cards from each pile. 
Tlierese wrinkled her brow solemnly, and laid out the cards in tin 
form of a star. Josephine held her breath with excitement. Hor 

rensc carne over and stood behind her, her long unpowdered nose 

iiung sadly over her upper lip. Paulette sat close tf) me and looked 

at the young Count. Count Rosen, however, let his gaze- wander, and 

probably doubted our sanity. 

Therese is an artist at fortunetelling. After .she had arrangc-il tlie 



cards in a star, she stared impressively and silently into space. Fi- 
nally Josephine couldn’t bear it any longer and whispered, "Well?” 

"The situation is ominous,” intoned Therese, and relapsed intn 
thoughtful silence. At last, ”1 see a journey.” 

"Naturally,” Paulette said briskly. "The Emperor is coming back 
from Russia. He may be walking, but he’s, nevertheless, on a jour- 
ney." 

Therese shook her head. "1 see another journey over water. 
In a ship.” A long pause, "No, unfortunately the outlook Is not 
favourable.” 

"What about me.^" Josephine inquired. 

"The Queen of Spades won’t accompany the Emperor. Your situa- 
tion will remain unchanged. I see financial worries. But that 1.5 
nothing new.” 

"Yes, I’m in debt again, at Le Roy’s,” Josephine admitted un- 
comfortably. 

Therese raised her hand dramatically. "I see a separation from 
the Queen of Diamonds.” 

"That’s Marie Louise,” Paulette whispered to me. 

"But it means nothing good. In fact, I see no favourable signs.” 
Therese made her voice as mysterious as possible. "Moreover — what 
can the Jack of Hearts mean here? He lies between the Emperor 
and the Jack of Clubs. The Jack of Clubs is Talleyrand. ...” 

"The other day he was Fouch^*’ Hortcnse reminded her. 

"Perhaps the Jack of Hearts is the little King of Rome. Bonaparte 
i.s returning to his cliild,” suggested Josephine. 

TherCse picked up the cards and began to shuffle them madly. 
Then she divided them again into two piles and laid out a fresh 
•Star. 

"No change. Still the sea voyage, financial worries, treachery (.)f 
— ” Therese paused. 

"Treachery by the Queen of Diamonds?” demanded Josephine, 
'i'herese nodded. "And for me?” Josephine asked. 

"I can't understand it. There’s nothing between the Queen of 
Spades and the Emperor. And nevertheless — ” Therese sighed and 
shook her head. "And nevertheless, he doesn’t come to iicr. I really 
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don’t know why, dearest Josephine. And here we have the jack of 
Hearts again! Next to the Emperor, always next to the Emperor, 
The seven of Clubs and the Ace of Clubs can’t get to him, because 
they’re held oi^ by the Jack of Hearts. That can’t be the little King 
of Rome, it must mean an adult. But whom?” She looked around 
the circle, perplexed. We didn’t know the answer. She looked down 
and pondered over the cards again. "It could also be a young woman 
— 'a girl, for instance, whom the Emperor doesn’t treat as a woman — 
someone who’s knowm him all his life, and who wouldn’t leave him 
in a pinch, perhaps ...” 

”]3esiree, of course — the Jack of Heartsis Desiree,” cried Paulette. 

Therese stared at me blankly, but Josephine nodded. "That might 
be. The little comrade, a young girl he once knew. I do believe I-Ier 
Royal Highness ...” 

"Please leave me out of the game,” I said hastily, embarrassed 
before Count Rosen. 

Josephine understood me. "Enough for today," she said, and 
went over to the Count. "I think the rain has stopped. I’ll show' you 
the yellow roses and the greenhouses.” 

In the evening we drove back to Paris, it was raining again. "Tm 
afraid you were very bored at Malraaison, Count Rosen. But I w'anted 
you to meet the most beautiful woman in France,” 

"The Empress Josephine must once have been c]uite beautiful." 
the young man an, sw^ered politely. 

She aged in a single night, I thought. 1 will also grow old sonic 
day, w'ith or wdthout silver paint on my eyelids. I hope not over- 
night. But that depends on Jean-Baptiste. .. . 

"The ladies at Malmaison are very different from our ladies in 
Stockholm,” Rosen declared suddenly. "They discuss everythin!,’ 
from prayers to love affairs.” 

"People also pray and make love in Stockholm. 

"Naturally, But they don’t talk about it.” 





Paris, December 1% 1812 

U has rained coatinuously since my visit to Malmaisun. But in 
spite of the weather the past two days people have stood on street 
corners and read Bulletin 29 aloud to each other from rain-soaked 
newspapers, and tried to imagine their sons freezing in Russia. They 
wait for comfort, for further news. They wait in vain. I know' of no 
single family who hasn’t a dose relative in Russia, In all the 
diurches, services of Intercession are being held. 

Yesterday evening I couldn’t get to sleep, I w'andered restlessly 
from room to room. Moreau’s former house was cold and far too 
large for me alone. Finally I put Napoleon’s sables on over my 
dressing gown, sat dowm at the desk in the little salon and tried to 
write to Oscar. Marie sat in a corner knitting a grey shawd. She's 
been knitting this shaw'l for Pierre ever .since she heard about the icy 
cold of the Russian steppes. We've had no new.s from him, Tijc 
needles clicked, Marie’s lips moved silently. Now and then a news- 
paper rustled. Count Rosen was reading Danish newspapers, the 
Swedish papers haven’t come for days. Now he wa.s poring over tiie 
Danish court news. La Flotte and the staff of servants were long 
since asleep. 

I dung to my thoughts of Oscar. I wanted to write him lie should 
be careful ice skating so he wouldn’t break his leg. If he were here 
— if he were here, he’d be called up for military service in a few 
years. How do other mothers stand it? Marie knitted, and the snow- 
falling incessantly in Russia, white and soft, buried tlie sons. . . . 

At that moment I heard a carriage stop in front of my house, 
'Then a thundering knock at the door. ’’The servants have gone to 
bed,” I said. 

Marie put dowm. her knitting. "The Swedish porter in tiie gate- 
house w'ill open the door,” she said. 

We waited evith bated breath. -Heard voices in the hall. "I wdll 



speak to no one. I have already retired,” I said quickly. Count Rosen 
left the salon, 

Very soon 1 heard his harsh French. A door opened, and he 
escorted someone into the adjoining large salon. Had he gone mad? 
1 had told him 1 would receive no one. "You must go at onc:e, 
Marie, and say Fve gone to bed.” 

Marie got right up and went through the connecting door into the 
large salon. I heard her begin a sentence and stop. There was com- 
plete silence in the next room. Incredible to admit anyone at this 
late hour against my express wishes. ... I heard papers rustle, and a 
log fail. The coachman was lighting, a fire in the big fireplace. That 
was the only sound I heard. Otherwise all was deathly still. 

Finally the door opened. Count Rosen came in. His movements 
were oddly stiff and formal. "His Majesty, the Emperor,” 

What? I couldn’t have heard correctly, "Who?” 

"His Majesty accompanied by one gentleman wishe.s to speak i.o 
Your Royal Highness.” 

"The Emperor is still at the front,” 1 declared in confusion. 

"His Maje.sty has just returned.” The young Swede was pale vvith 
excitement. 

I had calmed down. Nonsense, 1 won't let myself be intimidated. 
1 won’t be forced into this upsetting situation, I don’t want to see 
him again, at leavSt not now, not alone. , . , "Tell His Majesty that 
I have gone to bed!” 

'Tve already told His Majesty that. His Maje.sty insists on speak- 
ing to Your Highness immediately,” 

I didn’t move. What does one say to an Emperor who leaves his 
army stranded in the Russian snow? No, not stranded, there is rm 
army any more. He lost his army, . . . And he cf)mes first to me . . . 
I stood up slowly, pushed the hair back off my forehead. It occur real 
to me that I was wearing my old velvet dressing gown and over it 
the sables £Uid must look awfully funny. Against my will, I went to 
the door. He must know now that Jean-Baptiste is allied with tlie 
Tsar, and had advised him how to defend Russia. He must know 
now that Jean-.Baptiste’s advice was followed. 'Tin worried. Count 
Rosen,” I murmured. 



The young Swede reassured me. "I think you need have no feat, 
Your Highness.” 

The large salon was very bright. Marie was putting candles in 
tlie last of the tall candelabras. The fire flickered. On the sofa, 
under the portrait, sat General Caulaincourt, the Emperor’s chief 
equerry, once eighth aide-de-camp to the Fir.st Gonsul. Ciaulaincourt 
wore a sheepskin coat and a \voolen cap pulled down over lii.s ears. 
Ills eyes were closed, he was apparently asleep. 

The Emperor stood dose to the fire, with his arms on the mantel- 
piece, His shoulders sagged. He seemed so tired tiiat he had to 
lean against .something to stay upright. A grey Persian lamb cap sat 
crooked on his head. He looked completely strange. Neither of 
them heard me come in. 

"Sire — ” I said softly, and went over to the Emperor. 

Caulaincourt awoke, .snatched off his woolen cap and stood at 
attention. The Emperor slowly raised hi.s head. I l’orgt>(: to bow. 1 
stared at his face agha.st. For the first time in rny lit'e 1 saw Napo- 
leon unshaven, 

His beard was reddish, his bloated cheeks slack and grey. His 
mouth was a narrow line, and his chin jutted out t(.) a point. His 
eyes looked at me, but did not focus. 

“Count Rosen,” I said sharply, "someone forgot to take Eli.s Maj- 
esty’s cap and his fur coat.” 

"I am cold, I’ll keep my coat on,” Napoleon muttered, and wearily 
took off his fur cap, Ro.sen carried out Caiilaincourt’s coat. 

"Please come right back, Count. Marie, brandy and ghi.sse.s.” 
Marie had to play the part of a iady-in-waiting. At this jiour of the 
night I couldn’t receive gentlemen alone, even the Emperor of 
France. Especially not him. And Count Rosen must be a witness to 
our conversation, 

"Please sit down, Sire,” I said, and sat ray.self down on (he sof.i. 
The Emperor didn’t budge. Caulaincourt stood indecisively in the 
middle of the room. Count Rosen returned. Marie brouglit brandy 
and gla.s’.ses. 

“Sire,” I said, "a glass of brandy.” 

The Emperor didn’t hear me. 

I looked at Caulaincourt questioningly. "We’ve driven without 
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stopping for thirteen days and thirteen nights,” he murmured. "No 
one in the Tuiieries knows yet that we have returned. His Majesty 
wanted to talk to Your Highness first.” 

It was fantastic. The Emperor had travelled thirteen days and 
thirteen nights to cling like a drowning man to my mantelpiece, and 
no one else knew he was in Paris. ... I poured out a glass of brandy 
and took it to him. "Sire, drink this. Then you'll feel warmer.” 1 
said it very loud, and at last he raised his head and looked at me. 
Took in my old dressing gown and the sables he himself had given 
me. He swallowed the brandy in one gulp. 

"Do ladies in Sweden always wear fur stoles over dressing gowns?” 
he inquired. 

"Of course not, but I was cold, I am sad, and when I’m sad, I 
freeze. Besides, Count Rosen told you that I had already retired.” 

"Who.?” 

"My aide. Count Rosen, Come here, Count. I want to present 
you to His Majesty.” 

Count Rosen clicked his heels together. The Emperor raised his 
glass. "Give me another brandy. I’m sure Caulaincourt wants one, 
too. We have a long journey behind us.” He poured the whole 
glass of brandy down his throat. "Are you surprised to see me here. 
Your Highness?” 

"Of course, Sire.” 

"Of course? But we’re old friends, Highness. Very old friends, if 
I remember rightly. What surprises you about my visit?” 

"The late hour, Sire. And the fact that you come to me unshaven.’’ 

Napoleon stroked his rough chin. A shadow' of that youthfui 
untroubled smile of the Marseilles days flitted across his slack, heavy 
face. "Forgive me. Highness. In the last few days J have forgotten 
n.) shave. I wamted to reach Paris as soon as possible.” The sugges- 
tion of a smile vanished. "What was the effect of my last bulletin?” 

"Perhaps you’ll sit down, Sire?”T sugge.sted. 

"'rhank you, I’d rather stand near the fire. But, please don’t let 
it disturb you, madarne. And, gentlemen, please be seated.” 

1 sat dcn.vn again on the sofa. "General Caulaincourt." 1 waved 
toward an armchair. "Count Ro.sen, please, here. And you must sit 
down, too, Marie.” 



“Generai Cauiaincourt has been Duke of Vincenza for a long 
time,” Napoleon remarked. Cauiaincourt lifted his hand as though 
warding off my apologies. Then he fell into his chair and closed his 
eyes. 

"May i ask, Sire — ?" I began. 

''No, you may not ask, madame. You most certainly may not ask 
anything, Mme Jean-Baptiste Bernadottc,” he roared, and turned 
away. Count Rosen shrank back. 

"I would like to know to what I owe the htMiour of tliis une?i- 
pected call, Sire,’’ I said calmly. 

"My call is no honour to you, but a disapproval. If, all your life, 
you hadn’t been such a childish, brainless creature, you'd realize what 
this visit implies — Mme Jean-Baptiste Bernadotte!” 

"Sit down, Count Rosen. His Majesty is apparently too tired to 
be courteous,” I entreated my young Swede. Rosen had jumped up, 
and already had his hand on his sworii. 7'hat would have been the 
last straw. 

The Emperor ignored it. He came nearer and starc<.l at the peu' 
trait above my head. The portrait of the Finst Consul, the portrait of 
the young Napoleon with the thin face, the shining eyes, and the 
tangled hair that hung almost to his shoulders. In a monotone he 
began to speak. More to the portrait than to me. "Do you know 
where I’ve come from, madame.? I’ve come from the steppes where 
my soldiers lie buried. Where Murat’s hussars stagger through the 
snow. The Cossacks have killed their horses. The men are snow- 
blind and they whimper with pain. Do you know at all what it ks, 
inadame — snow blindness? I have come from a bridge which col- 
lapsed under Davout’s grenadiers. The ice floes cracked their skulls, 
and the icy water turned red. At night men crawled under their 
dead comrades to keep warm. I have . . .” 

"How' can I send him this shawl?” Marie’s cry cut off Napoleon’s 
words. She leapt to her feet, rushed to the Braperor, suddenly fell on 
her knees before him and clutched his arm fiercedy. "1 am knitting 
a Nvarm shawl for my Pierre. Or he can wear it over his cars, but 1 
don’t know where to send it. Your Majesty has couriers. Help a 
mother, Your Majesty, send a courier . , 

Napoleon tore himself loose.. His face was distorted with rage, 





"Fve written down the number of his regiment, he would be 
easy to find — ” Marie whispered. 'This shawl, this warm shawl — " 

"Are you mad, woman.?’’ Saliva oozed from the corners of Napo- 
leon’s mouth. "She asks me to send a shawl to Russia, a shawl — " 
He began to laugh, shook with laughter, choked with laughter, 
groaned with laughter. "A shawl for my hundred thousand dead, 
for my frozen grenadiers, a grey warm shawl for ray Grand 
Army — ’’ There were tears in Napoleon’s eyes — from laughing. 

I led Marie to the door, "Go to bed, dearest, go to bed,’’ 

Napoleon was silent, standing helplessly in the middle of the 
room. Then he walked with strangely stiff steps to the nearest chair 
and sank down into it. "Forgive me, madame, I am very tired — ’’ 

The minutes ticked away, and none of us stirred. This is the end, 
I thought. My thoughts wandered across a continent and over the 
.straits to Jean-Baptiste in the royal palace in Stockholm. 

A clear hard voice — "I have come to dictate to you a letter for 
Marshal Bernadotte, madame.’’ 

"Please have one of Your Majesty’s secretaries write this letter." 

"I wish you to write this letter, madame. It’s a very personal 
letter, and not at all long. Inform the Swedish Crown Prince that 
we have returned to Paris to prepare the final defeat of the enemies 
of France.’’ 

The Emperor stood up and began pacing up and down the room, 
his eyes fixed on the floor as though the map of Europe were spread 
out on it. ITe tramped over this imaginary map with dirty boots. 
"We wish to remind the Swedish Crown Prince of the young General 
Bernadotte who, with his troops in the spring of 1797, rushed to the 
a.ssistance of General Bonaparte. His crossing of the Alps, the most 
rapid crossing ever made, was the decisive factor in the victor it 
Italian campaign. Do you remember this, madame.?" 

1 nodded. 

The Emperor turned to Caulaincourt. ’'Bernadotte's classic cros.s- 
ing of the Alps is taught in all military colleges. A masterly acliieve 
ment. Masterly . . . Pie brought me regiments from the Rhine .Army 
whicli had fought under Moreau’. s command.’’ He paused. A log 
the fire cracked and dropped. Moreau, in exile, Jean-Baptiste, C’.rown 
Prince of Sweden ... 


"Remind Bernadotte first of the reinforcements he brought to me 
in Itaiy. Then of the battles in which he defended the young Re- 
public. Finally of the song: 'Le Regiment de Sambre et Mensc. 
rnafche toujours anx cris de liberie, suivant la route glorieuse. . . 
Write him that fourteen days ago, I heard this song in the Russian 
snow. Two grenadiers, who could go no farther, were digging them- 
selves in the snow. And while they waited for the wolves, they sang 
this song. . . . They must have been former comrades of your hu.s- 
band in the Rhine Army. Don’t forget to mention this incident." 

My fingernails dug into my palms. 

"Marshal Bernadotte advised the Tsar to secure peace in Europe 
by taking me prisoner during the retreat. You can tell your husband, 
madame, that his plan almost succeeded. But only — almost. Since I 
am safe in your Paris salon, madame, I my.self will secure the peace 
of Europe. And in order finally to defeat the enemies of France--- 
and the enemies of a permanent peace everywhere-—! offer Sweden 
an alliance. You understand, madame.^" 

"YCvS, Sire, you offer Sweden an alliance." 

"To express myself more simply, I want Bernadotte to marda ^«>'if ii 
me again. Write your husband exactly tliat, madame," 

I nodded, 

"To pay for her armaments Sweden will receive from France a 
million francs a month. vShe will al.so receive goud.s to the value of 
six million." His eye.s were fastened on young Count Rosenfs face. 
"After the peace, Sweden will be given Finland. Arul Pomerania, 
ofcour.se.” 

He gestured expansively. "Write Bernadotte he is to have Film- 
land, Pomerania, and — northern Germany from Danzig lo Meckien- 
burg," 

"Count Rosen, please get a piece of paper and write that dinvn. 
It looks a.s thoLigli, when peace has been condiided, Sweden will 
have so many countries that neither of us could jsos.sihly rc-mernher 
diem ail without making a list." 

"That’s not necessary," Caulaincourt declared. "I have here a 
memorandum which His Majesty dictated to me this mornintr." l ie 
reached into his breast pocket and haqded Rosen .some closely wrideii 

pages. 
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The young man skimmed them rapidly — and incredulously. ’'Fin- 
land?” 

''We’ll re-establish Sweden as a great power.” Napoleon smiled 
at Rosen, the engaging smile of the old days. "Moreover — this will 
interest you as a Swede, young man. In the Kremlin archives 1 
found a documentary record of the Russian campaign conducted b)' 
your heroic King Charles XII. I am told that in Sweden his memory 
is highly revered. And I wanted to learn something from this great 
King’s success in Russia.” 

Count Rosen was radiant. Napoleon continued. "But unfortu- 
nately I learned that the Swedish Nation barely escaped being bled 
to death by his wars and impoverished by the taxes he imposed,” 

Napoleon smiled with bitter amusement. "Young man, 1 have a 
feeling that in the Stockholm archives, too, one can find records of 
the Russian venture of Charles XII. Someone has learned a great 
deal about it recently. Your — what do you call him? — Karl Johan. 
My old friend Bernadette. , . .” Napoleon shrugged his shoulders, 
took a deep breath, and turned on me. 

"Madame, you will write Bernadotte tomorrow., I must know 
where I stand.” 

So that’s why he had come to see me. "You have not said, Sire, 
what will happen if Sweden doesn’t accept this alliance?” 

He didn’t answer. Just looked again at his youthful portrait, "A 
good portrait. Did I really look like that? So — thin?” 

I nodded, "By then, Sire, you had already begun to put on weight. 
Before, in Marseilles, for instance^ — you used to look desperately 
hungry.” 

"Before — in Marseilles?” He looked at me in surpri.se. "How do 
you know that, madame?” 

"Yes, you did, but then ...” 

He drew his hand across his forehead. "For a moment — 1 had 
forgotten — yes, we’ve known each other a long time, madame.” 

I stood up. 

'Tm tired, so terribly tired,” he murmured. "I had to speak to 
the Crown Princess of Sweden, But you also are still Eugenie. . . .” 

"Drive to the Tuileries, Sire, and have a good sleep.” 

"I can’t, my dear. The Cossacks are on the move. And Berna- 


dotte has established the Coalition; Russia-Swcden-England. 7die 
Austrian Ambassador in Stockholm frequently dines with Bernadette, 
Do you know what that means?” 

He called rne Eugenie, yet seems to have forgotten I am marrieci 
to this Bernadette. 

"Then what’s the use of ray letter, Sire?” 

"Because I shall wipe Sweden off the map if Bernadotte will aot 
march with me.” He wa.s .shouting again, and then, unsteadily, he 
turned to go. 

"You will bring your husband’s answer to me per.sonaliy, madame. 
If it should be a refusal, you part from me forever. It would no 
longer be possible for me to receive you at court.” 

I bowed. "Nor would I care to come, Sire,” 

Count Ro.sen escorted the Emperor and Caulaincourt to the door. 
'Fhe memorandum in Caulaincourt’s neat handwriting lay on the 
table in front of the sofa. Finland! With an exclamation mark. And 
Pomerania. North Germany from Danzig to Mechlenhurg. He u.sed 
to appoint hi.s marshals, now he tries to buy them. I went slowly 
from candelabra to candelabra, blowing out the candles. 

Rosen returned, "Will Your Highness write h) the Crown Prince- 
tomorrow?” 

"Yes, Count, and you will help me with the letter.” 

"Does Your Highnes.s believe that the Crown Prince will answer 
the Emperor?” 

"T am convinced of it. And it will be the la.st letter my hu.sband 
will ever write to the Emperor.” The fire in the fireplace had died 
down, leaving many ashes. 

"rd rather not leave Your Highnes.s alone ju.st now,” Roseu 
hesitantly. 

"That’s kind of you. But I am alone. Dreadfully alone, and you 
arc too young to under.stand. Anyway, I’m going to Marie .ind 
comfort her.” 

I spent the rest of the night at Marie’.s bedside, i promised her 
I'd write to Murat and to Marshal Ney, and, of course, to Colonel 
Villatte, from whom I hadn’t heard for weeks. I promised that in 
the spring I’d go with her to the Russian steppes to search for 
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Pierre. 1 promised and promised, and in her terror she wa.s like a 
child and believed that I could help her. 

Today special editions of the newspapers announced that His 
Majesty had returned unexpectedly from Russia. The health of His 
Majesty was never better. 


Paris, end of Janua.ry, 1813 

At last a courier has arrived with letters from Stockholm. 

’*My dear Mama,” Oscar writes, and his handwriting is regular 
and quite mature. In six months he will be fourteen, Sometimes 1 
could scream for loneliness. His soft tanned little child’s neck, the 
dimples in his fat little arms . . . But that was long ago. Today 
Oscar is a thin, awkward lad in a Swedish cadet uniform, perhaps he 
shaves occasionally, though this I can’t imagine. . . . "My dear 
Mama: On January 6 we saw a wonderful performance at the Thea- 
tre Gustavus III. A famous French actress, Mile George, who u.sed 
to be in Paris at the Theatre Frangais, appeared here. She played 
Mary Tudor, and I was with the Queen, Princess Sofia Albertina, 
and Papa in a box. The ladies cried because it i,s a frightfully sad 
play. I never cry at the theatre. Nor does Papa. After the play, Papa 
gave a supper party for Mile George. The Queen didn’t like it be- 
cause Papa and the actress talked on and on about Paris and the old 
days. So the Queen kept interrupting the conversation, and saying 
'Our dear .son Karl Johan.' This made mademoiselle laugh. She 
finally touched the large cross of the Legion of Honour which Papa 
alway.s wears, and cried: 'General Bernadotte, that I would find you 
again here in Stockholm, and as the son of the Queen of Sweden — f 
never would have believed it.’ This made the Queen so angry that 
.she sent me to bed, and retired with all the iadie.s. The actress drank 
some more coffee and liqueurs with Papa and Count Brahe. 'Hie 
iady-in-waiting Marianne von. Koskull was .so furious and jealous 


that she took to hec bed a whole week with a cold in the head. Papa 
works sixteen hours every day, and looks awful ill; that theatre party 
for Mile George was his first in many weeks. ...” 

1 laughed. And cried a little, too, and had a great desire to speiui 
a week in bed with a cold like Marianne von Koskull, Mile George 
in Stockholm . , . Ten years ago, Jo.sephinc fussed and fumed vvlule 
the First Consul played hide and seek in his study with his new si\- 
tecn-year-old mistress. Georgina, he called her, Georgina, . , , 
When he became Emperor, he abandoned her, because Mile George 
laughs too much, "Our dear son Karl Johan." ... 1 h(,)pe slie 
laughed in the Swedish Queen’s face, 

Oscar had written this letter by himself without the supervision, 
of hi.s tutor; it folded up very small and was .simply .signed, "your 
0,scar.” 

My son's second letter was mure studied. "A famous French au- 
thoress, exiled by the Ejnperor of the French because she wrote 
against his despotism, lues arrivcal here, and i.s oftcsi received by 
Papa. Her name is Mme de Stael, and she calLs Papa (he S.iviour ot 
Europe. The lady is very fat (this word had been scratched, out and 
"corpulent” written over it) and talks incessantly. Papa always has 
d headache after she has called. Papa is working si,s:tecn hours a day, 
and has reorganized the Swedish Army — ” Mile George, Mme de 
vStael, a Russian grand duchess is waiting. . . . 

Oscar’s second letter was signed formally: "Your ever-loving .son. 
Oscar, Duke of Sddermanland.” 

I looked for a letter from Jean-Baptiste. He must have guttcji mv 
letter about Napoleon's visit and olfer long ago. Bu! I found (ndy a 
few scribbled lines; 

"My dearest little girl, I am overwhelmed witli work, and, will 
write more next time. Thank you for your account of the Fmperor’s 
visit. I will an.swef the Emperor, But I need time. My answer will 
not be only to him but also to the French nation and to posieri!.)', { 
don’t know why he wants me to send it through you. But I'll do it, 
1 regret that you may have another difficult interview. I euihr.s. c 
you. Your J.-B," 

A page of music fell out of the envelope, "Oscar’s first coiaiposi- 
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tion. A Swedish folk dance. Try to play the melody. J.-B.” was 
scrawled in the margin, 

A simple melody that reminded me of a waltz. I sat right down 
at the piano and played it over and over. “I want to be a composer, 
Or a king . . he had said in the coach on our way from Hanovc-r 
to Paris. "Why a king.?’’ "Because a king can do .so much good.’' 
Yes, Oscar, but a king must also face decisions that may break his 
heart, and his nation’s neck. "Composer or king,’’ my child had saitl 
. . . "Better be a king, it’s easier,” 

1 re-read Jean-Baptiste’s hasty note. "My answer will not only be 
to him but also to the French nation and to posterity.” I suddenly 
thought of Herr van Beethoven with the dishevelled hair: "To the 
memory of a hope which was not fulfilled ...” I rang and called 
Count Rosen. The courier had also brought letters for him. He had 
a large bundle of letters in hi.s hand. "Good news from home, 
Count,?” 

"The letters are very discreet. One never knows if the French 
secret police will let a courier through. But between the lines . . 

"Between the lines?” 

. I read that the Allies— -Rus.sia, England and .Sweden— have 
asked His Royal Flighness to plan the corning campaign. And Aus- 
tria, repre.sented in .Stockholm by the Ambassador Count von Neip 
perg, is well informed, and very kindly disposed towaird these plans.” 

So his father-in-law, too, the Aiestrian Emperor lu’ancis, will fight 
against Napoleon. 

"'rire occupied German territories are prepared to revolt,” Count 
Rosen continued. "The Prussians particularly are eager to march 
across the Rhine, naturally.” 

"The Prus.sians arc always eager to march, and always across ihe 
Rhine,” I .said absent-mindedly, and thought- even his father-in- 
law. 

”'rhe preparations for this campaign, the greatest in history, arc 
being made secretly in Stockholm,” Count R.osen whispereti, his 
voice luv.irse witli excitement. "We will be a great power again. 
And Your Highness' son, the little Duke of .Sodermanhind ...” 

"Oscar ha.s sent me his first composition, I’ll practice it and play ii 
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for you this evening/’ I said. ''It’s a Swedish folk dance. Why arc 
you looking at me so oddly.? Are you disappointed in my son?” 

"Of course not, Your Highness. On the contrary- -1 was only 
surprised — i didn’t know ...” 

■'You didn’t know that the Heir Apparent is musical? And you 
jM'fcfcr to discuss the possibility that Sweden may again he a great 
power?” 

"I was thinking of the Empire which His Royal Highness, tlie 
Crown Prince, will one day bequeath his son/’ His wonls fell over 
each other. "Sweden has chosen one of the greatest generals of all 
time to succeed to the throne. The Bernadette Dynasty will re-es- 
tablish Sweden as a great power,” 

"You talk like a textbook for schoolchildren, Count,” I said in 
disgust. "The Bernadotte Dynasty — your Crown Prince will fight 
these battles for the people, for men’s rights which we call liberty, 
equality and fraternity. He’s fought for them since he was fifteen. 
That’s why, at the old courts of Europe, he w^as privately called the 
Jacobin General. And later, when this is all over, and jean-Baptiste 
will have won this terrible war for all Europe, they’ll call him that 
again. Then — ” I stopped, because Count Rosen looked at me un* 
comprchendingly. "A musician, wdio understands nothing of poli- 
tics, once spoke of a liope which was not fulfilled, ” I said softly. 
"Perhaps tiiis hope may yet be fulfilled, at lea.st in Sweden. And 
your little country will then really be a great poever, CAuut. But 
different from what you are imagining. A great power, wdiose king.s 
vvill make no more wars, but have time to write pixdry, to compose 
music. . . . Aren’t you happy that Oscar composes?” 

"Your Highne.ss, you are the strangest woman Eve ever met,” ex- 
claimed the young Count. 

"You only think so because I’m the first commoacr you’ve ever 
known well,” T was suddenly very tired. “You've always been at 
court or in royal palaces. Now you are aide to a silk merchant’s 
daughter. Try to get used to it, won't you?" 
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Paris, Pehruary, 1.813 

The letter was delivered to me at seven o’clock in the evening. 

1 ordered the carriage immediately, and asked Count Rosen to ac- 
company me, 

"To the Hotel Dieu?" My Sw'edish coachman, unfortunately, 
hadn’t yet learned his w'ay around Paris. 

"The Hotel Dieu is a hospital," and because he still looked be- 
wildered, I said, "Drive to Nfotre-Dame; the hospital is opposite." 

The wet paving stones shimmered in many colours. "Tve ju.st 
received a note from Colonel Viilatte. He was able to get Marie's 
son into a load of wounded who were brought to the Hotel Dieu, 
I want to take Pierre home." 

"And Colonel Viilatte.?" Rosen asked, 

"He couldn’t come to Pari.s. He’s been a.ssigned to the Rhineland 
to try to assemble the survivors of his regiment.” 

"I am glad he’s well," murmured Rosen politely. 

"He’s not well. He’s .suffering from a .shoulder wound. But he 
hopes to see us again.” 

"When,?" 

"Sometime. When it’s all over." 

"An odd name- — Hotel Dieu." 

"The Lord’s House, A beautiful name for a hospital. I'he 
wounded used to be taken to military hospitals outside the city. But 
this time so few got back to Paris that military ho,spitaIs weren't 
needed. They simply turned over the big general hospitals." 

"But there must he thousands and thousands of wounded. Where 
are tliey.?" 

"Why do you torment me.? You’ve heard hundreds of times that 
they fell to the wolves, and their bones lie under the snow." ! 
caught my breath. 

"I beg Your Highne.ss’ pardon." 

I wa.s ashamed. One doesn’t shout at an aide, aide;-; c.ui't talk 



back. "The survivors were first taken to emergency hospitals in 
Smolensk and Wilna and other towns. Then Cossacks came and 1 
ilon’t know what happened to the wounded. There weren’t any more 
wagons to bring them any farther. A few thousand arc in Germany, 
and only one load has been brought to Paris. Somehow Vi! latte 
managed to send Pierre on this.” 

"What’s wrong with Pierre?” 

"Villatte didn't say. So I haven’t told Marie anything. Well, 
here’s the Cathedral. The hospital is to the left, coachman.” 

The gate was locked. Rosen pulled the bell cord. Suddenly the 
door opened a crack. The porter had only one arm, and I saw^ by 
his medals that he’d been wounded in the Italian campaign. "No 
visitors allowed,” he said, 

"This is Her Royal Highness ...” 

"No visitors allowed.” 

The door was slammed shut. 

"Please knock, Count!” 

Rosen knocked. He knocked loud and long. Finally it again 
opened a crack. I pushed Ro.sen a,sjde and said quickly, "I have a 
permit to visit the hospital,” 

"Flave you a special pass?” he asked skeptically. 

"Yes.” 

We were finally admitted and found ourselves in a dark gateway 
lighted only by the candle in the hand of tlie di.sabled soldier. 
"Your pass, madame?” 

"I haven’t it with me. I am King Joscph’.s sister-in-law." 

He held the candle up so that the light fell on my face. 

"You will understand,” I continued, "that I could have a pass at 
any time. But I was in such a hurry I couldn’t spare the time. I’ve 
come for a wounded man,” I said. And because he didn't answer, 
I reassured him. "I really am King Joseph’s sister-in-law.” 

"1 recognize you, madame, I have often .seen you at parades, You 
ire Marshal Bernadotte’s wife,” 

I smiled in relief. "Have you perhaps served under my husband?" 

His face didn’t relax. He was silent. 

"Please call someone who can show us the way to the wards.” 
) said. 
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But he didn’t move. The man made me uncomfortable. 

“Lend us your candle, and we’ll find the way ourselves,’’ 1 sug- 
gested helplessly. 

He handed me the candle, stepped back, and vanished in the 
darkness. But we heard his voice; “Marshal Bernadotte’s wife,’’ he 
sneered. With that he spat loudly and it spattered on the iloor. 

Count Rosen took the candle from me, for my hand was shaking 
violently. “Forget this man, we must search for Pierre,” I said. 

We groped our way up the broad staircase, Rosen held up the 
candle: a corridor with many doors. The doors were ajar. We 
heard moaning and sharp cries. I resolutely pushed open the first 
door and was assailed by a terrible stench. Blood, sweat, excrement 
— 1 rallied, and breathed deep so as not to be overcome. The moan- 
ing was dose to us now, right at my feet. I took the candle from 
Rosen and looked down. There were beds on both sides of the room, 
and in the middle a row of straw mattresses. The other end of the 
room, where a candle and a sacred flame burned, seemed very far 
away. At a table with a candle sat a nun. 

“Si.ster — ” 

But my voice could not be heard above the moaning and groaning, 
I could hardly hear the whimpering at my feet. “Water, water . . 
f lowered the candle. On the straw sack lay a man with a bandaged 
head, Fli.s mouth was wide open, and in his agony he tried to say 
some w'ord, time and again. I raised my skirt.s so as not to brush 
against his poor face and groped my way forward a few steps. 
“Sister — ” At last the nun heard me, picked up her candle and 
came over to u.s. I .saw a thin expressionless face under a huge white- 
winged cap. 

"Sister, Fm looking for a wounded man named Pierre Dubois." 

It didn’t seem to surprise her. 

“AH day long women stand in front of the hospital and beg tir 
he admitted, hoping to find their relatives or to get news of them, 
\X^e let no one in. This is no sight for wives, fiancees and mothers." 

“I — but I have a permit to search for Pierre Dubois," I insisted, 

“We can’t help you, there are so many here \^'e don't know their 
names,” gently, and indifferently, too. 

“Then how can I find him.^” I .sobbed. 



"I don’t know,” said the nun politely. "If you have a permit to 
search for him, you’d better search. Go from bed to bed, and per- 
haps you’ll find him.” 

She turned in her soft-soled shoes and went back to her table. 
"Water, water — the whimpering continued. 

"Sister, can’t you give the man a drink.^” 

She stood still. "He has a stomach wound and isii't allowed to 
drink. Besides, he’s unconscious, the wound in his licad- -” She 
disappeared from the light thrown by my candle. 

I closed my eyes for a moment. The smell of blood mingled with 
the stench from the pans between the beds and the sacks of straw. 
I shook myself, "We must go from bed to bed,” I said to Rosen. 

And we walked from bed to bed, from straw sack to straw sack, 
directing our light on every face. Irresolutely I looked down on 
bandaged eyes and noses, bitten, bleeding lips. Perhap.s . , , No, 
not that one. I saw a man who liiccuppcd between every breath, like 
that General Duphot who had died in my arms many years before. 
I saw a smile on a waxy yellow face, and went on. The man smiled 
only because he had just died. Hi.s neighbour, da 2 :;gied by the light 
of my candle, opened his eyes wide ami tried to ask me something, 
but I had gone on to the next one and couldn't bear his plea. Thi.s 
search 1 must spare you, Marie. This is more than a mother could 
bear. I'he bed before the last, and then the door. 

Pierre was not in this ward. 

We went to the next. I raised my , skirt, shone (he light on the 
face on the first straw sack, on the second, hesitated before ever)’ 
bandaged head, closed my eyes at the siglit of a .shatteretl chin, hut 
forced them open again to study the face. Perhap.s . . . No, ddinitdy 
not Pierre. 

I went on searching, searching, . . . We were nearly at tlie end 
of the room before the nun noticed us. She was still very young, her 
eyes were full of pity. "Are you looking for your husband, mad- 
ame?” I shook my head. The light from my candle fell on ,ui 
emaciated arm with a small round wound, covered with ;i crust. I'hc 
crust moved — lice. "Wounds of this kind heal by. themselves,” the 
nun said gently, "when the soldiers get enough to eat So many of 



them starved during the retreat. But perhaps you’d still find the man 
you’re seeking, madame.” 

Pierre wasn’t in this ward either. 

In the corridor Rosen leaned suddenly against the wall, 1 held 
up the candle. Beads of sweat shone on his forehead. He turned 
cjuickly, swayed forward a few steps, and was sick. I wanted to 
comfort him, but that would have embarrassed him. All I could do 
was wait until he felt better. While I waited I noticed a sacred red 
flame. I went over to it slowly. It burned under a statue of the 
Madonna. A simple, unpretentious figure in a blue and white gown, 
witli round red cheeks and sad eyes. The little boy in her arms was 
rosy and laughing. I put my candle on the floor and folded m)' 
hands. I hadn’t done that for many years; The little red light flick- 
ered, from the many doors came the awful sounds, I pressed ray 
hands together. Then I heard footsteps behind me and picked up 
my candle. "I humbly beg Your Highness' pardon,” murmured my 
young Swede apologetically. I gave my Madonna one last look, her 
chubby face wa,s again in shadow. We mothers, I thought, we 
mothers. ... 

In front of the next door, 1 said, "You'd better wait outside, I'll 
go in alone.” 

He hesitated. "It's my duty to stay with Your Highness until 'v^■c 
And him,” he said, a little shame-faced, 

"Stay outside, Count,” I said firmly, and left him. 

My candle had already hovered over ail the beds on the right 
side. At the end of the room sat an old nun reading a little black 
book. She, also, looked at me without surprise. "I’m looking for 
A certain Pierre Dubois,” I said, and realized myself how^ hopeless 
my voice sounded. 

"Dubois? I believe we have two Dubois here. One of them , . 
She took me by the hand and led me to a straw sack in the middle 
of the room. I knelt down, and my candle shone on tangled white 
hair, an emaciated face. His bony knuckles kneaded his stomach, 
his knees v/efe drawn up, a stupefying stench rose from the straw. 
The nun’s strong hand helped me up. "Dysentery, like most of 
them. They lived on snow water and raw horsemeat. Is that vour 
Duboi.s?” 



I shook ray head. 

She led me to the left bank of beds. To the last bed. At the head 
of the bed, I raised my candle. The dark eyes were wide open, 
staring at me. The swollen lips had bloody cracks. 1 lowered the 
candle. "Pierre.” 

He continued to stare straight ahead, 

"Pierre — don’t you recognize me?" • 

"Of course," he murmured indifferently. "Mme la marechale,” 

1 leaned over him. "I’ve come— to get you. We’re taking you 
home, Pierre, Now. To your mother." 

Plis face showed no emotion. 

"Pierre — aren’t you glad to go home.^" 

No answer, 

I turned, perplexed, to the nun. "That’s my Pierre Dubois, llic 
one I was looking for. I want to take him home and get him well. 
His mother is waiting for him there. I have a carriage. Perhaps 
someone will help me — ” 

"The porters have all gone home. You miust wait until tomorrow, 
madame." 

But I didn’t want to leave Pierre there another minute. "Is lie 
very badly wounded? My ai—a gentleman i.s waiting for me outside 
the ward. Together we could help Pierre Dubois, if he can just 
manage the stairs ...” 

The nun lifted my hand, in which 1 held the candle. 'Hie light 
fell on the blanket. Where Pierre’s legs should have been, it was 
flat. Quite flat. "I have a coachman downstairs who can Itelp me,” 
I said cjuietly. "I’ll be right back, Sister." 

A figure swayed out from the wall near the door. "Ask our 
coachman to come up, Count. He must carry Pierre down to the 
carriage, tiere, take my candle. And bring all tlie robes we ha\'c 
in the carriage.’’ 

Then I waited. No more and never again will he walk, I thought. 
And so it is in the Dear Lord’s House. One learns how to pray, 
another gives up. The whole world seemed like this Dear Lord’s 
House, And we’ve made the world what it is. We, tiie mothers of 
sons, and you the sons of mothers. 

Their footsteps echoed. I met Rosen and the coachman as they 
■ , R 



came into the ward. "Please help us, Sister, we must wrap him up 
warmly. And Johansson — ” I nudged the coachman and he stepped 
forward. "And Johansson will carry him down." 

The Sister lifted Pierre’s shoulders, he couldn’t resist. His eyes 
burned with hatred. "Leave me in peace, madame, leave me 
alone — ’’ The nun flung back the bed covering, I shut my eyes and 
held up my candle for her. When I opened my eyes again, Pierre 
Dubois lay in front of me like a wrapped-up package. 

That’s how I brought Marie’s .son home to her. 


Paris, beginning of Aprils 1813 

In half an hour, 1 shall speak to him for the last time in my life, 
I thought, and put some silver paint on my eyelids. 

Then this long relationship, which began as first love, will be 
over. ... I painted my lips with deep red, and put on my new hat, 
a high tight-fitting hat, which ties under my chin with a rose bow 
and which I w-’asn’t .sure w'as becoming to me. I studied myself a 
long time in the mirror. So this was how he would remember me: 
a crown princess with silver eyelids, a violet velvet costume, a 
boucpiet of pale violets in the low V-neck. And a new hat with a 
ro.se-coloured bow'. 

I heard Count Rosen in the next room ask La Flotte if I’d ever be 
ready. I rearranged my violets. In half an hour my personal associa- 
tion with my first love would be over. , . . Yesterday evening a 
courier from Stockholm brought me Jean-Baptiste’s .answer to Na- 
poleon. The letter was sealed, but Count Brahe had enclosed an 
exact copy for me. Count Brahe, also informed me that a copy of 
Jean-Baptiste’s letter to Napoleon had been given all the newspapers. 

1 stood up and for the last time read the copy. "The sufferings 
of the Continent make peace imperative, and Your Majesty cannot 
refuse this demand for peace without increasing tenfold the .sum of 



the erinies you have already committed. What benefits has France 
derived which could possibly compensate her for her enormous sacri- 
fices? She has gained nothing but military glory and superficial fame, 
while misery exists everywhere within her borders. , . 

And I’m to deliver this letter to Napoleon. Things like this only 
happen to me. My heart beat faster, as I read on: 

‘'I was born in the beautiful country of France which is under 
your rule. Her honour and M'di-being can never be a matter of in- 
difference to me. But without ceasing to pray for the prosperity and 
happiness of France, I shall always, to the best of my ability, defend 
that Nation which elected me Crown Prince, and tlie sovereign who 
adopted and recognized me as his son. In this conflict between world 
tyranny and freedom, I shall say to the Swedes: I am fighting with 
you, and for you, and all freedom-loving peoples will bless our 
struggle. As to my personal ambitions, I declare to you that I am 
ambitious, very ambitious. But my ambitions are to serve mankind, 
and to achieve and maintain the independence of the Scandinavian 
Peninsula.” 

This letter, addrc.ssed by Jean-Baptiste not only to Napoleon but 
also to the French nation, ended on a personal note: ‘'Regardless of 
the outcome, whether you decide for peace or war, Sire, I shall al- 
ways retain for Your Majesty the regard of a former comrade in 
arms.” 

1 put the copy back on the night table. Count K<jscit wa.s waiting. 
I had been told to be at the Tuileries at five o'clock in tiie afternoon 
In the next few days the Emperor and his new army leaves for the 
front. Russia is on the move, Prussia has joined with Russia. Na- 
poleon made up his mind long ago. I picked up the scaled letter 
and straightened rny hat. 

Count Rosen wore the dress uniform of the Swedi.sli dragoons aiul 
Ids aide's sash. "You accompany me on difficult missions, Count.” 
I said as the carriage rolled over the Pont Royal, Since that night 
It the hospital, there’s been a strange comradeship between us. Proli 
ably because 1 was there when he was sick. Somehow thc.se things 
bring people close together. 

We drove in the open carriage, the air smelled of spring, and the 
blue dusk softened the outlines of everything around us. Now om 



should have a rendezvous, a fleeting, secret rendezvous for which to 
wear violets and buy a new hat. Instead, I had to hand the Emperor 
of the French a letter destined for posterity from the Crown Prince 
of Sweden, and bring on a Napoleonic outburst of rage. A waste of 
this lovely twilight. 

We didn’t have to wait a minute. The Emperor received us in his 
large study, Caulaincourt and Meneval were there. Count Talley- 
rand was over at the window and didn’t turn until I was halfway 
to the big desk. Napoleon had no intention of sparing my spur- 
clanking Rosen and me the well-known long, painful walk from the 
door to his desk. Napoleon wore the green Chasseur uniform, and 
with folded arms stood in front of the desk, leaning back on it, and 
watched me with a slightly sneering smile. I bowed, and without 
a word handed him the sealed letter. 

The sealing wax cracked. The Emperor read it wdthout betraying 
any emotion. He handed the sheets of paper, thick with Jean- 
Baptiste’s handwriting, to Meneval. "A copy for the archives of the 
Foreign Ministry, the original to be kept with my private papers,” 
And to me, “You’re all dressed up, Highness. Violet suits you, 
But what a peculiar hat. Are high hats in style these days,^’’ 

This was worse than the outburst of fury I had expected. It was 
ridicule, ridicule not only of me, but also the Crown Prince of 
Sweden. I pressed my lips firmly together. 

Napoleon turned to Talleyrand. “You know something about 
beautiful women, Excellency. How do you like the new hat of the 
Crown Princess of Sweden.?’’ 

Talleyrand kept his eyes half-closed. He seemed unutterably 
bored. Napoleon turned again to me. 

“Have you made yourself so beautiful for me, Your Flighness?” 

“Yes, Sire,” > 

“And wore violets to bring me this — ” he snorted through his 
nose — "this scrap of paper from the former Marshal Bernadotte? 
Violets, rnadame, bloom in obscurity, and smell sweet. But this 
treachery, over which the English and Russian newspapers are al- 
ready rejoicing, stinks to high heaven, rnadame!” 

1 bowed. “May I ask leave to withdraw, Sire.?” 

“You not only may withdraw, rnadame, you absolutely must witli- 



draw,” he roared. "Or did you think I would allow you to come 
and go freely at court? While Bemadotte is at war witJi me? And 
gives orders to fire on the regiments he himself has led in countle.ss 
battles? And you, madame, dare come here — w'caring violets . . 

"Sire, the night of your return from Russia, you urged rnc ta. 
write to my husband and to bring you his an.swer myself. I luivt 
read a copy of his letter. Sire, and I’m sure you are seeing me for the 
last time. I wore violets because they look well on me. Perhaps 
you’ll have a pleasant memory of me. Sire. May I rK)w~-for alv^ays 
— withdraw?” 

There was a pause. A dreadfully painful pause. Count Rosen 
stood, stiff as a statue, behind me. Meneval and Caulaincourt stared 
at the Emperor in astonishment. Talleyrand actually opened his 
eyes. Napoleon was definitely disconcerted, and looked around un- 
easily. "The gentlemen will wait here. I want to speak to Her 
Highness a moment alone," he said finally. "Please come wdth me 
to my study, Your Highness.” He indicated the wallpapered door 
"Meni^val, pour the gentlemen some brandy." 

I .saw Meneval open a wall cupboard, then wciU into the .sanie 
room where years before I had pleaded in vain for the life of the 
Duke of Enghien. The room was practically unchanged. The .same 
small tables, the same piles of documents. Only probably different 
documents, On the carpet in front of the fireplace l.ty wooden 
blocks in various colours. The blocks were notched. WiOiout think- 
ing, I bent over and picked up a red one. "What's thi.s? A tiiy tor 
the King of Rome?” 

"Yes — and no. I use these blocks when I'm planning a campaign, 
Each one represents a certain army corps. And the notches indicatt 
the divisions at the disposal of each corps. 'Die red block you have 
in your hand is the Third Army Corps- — Marshal Ney's, It has live 
notches, that is, Ney's corps coasists of five divisions. Arid here - ■ 
the blue block with three notches is Marmont’s Sixth Army C'.orps 
with three divisions. When I lay out these blocks on the floor, i 
can clearly visualiiie a battle, I have the, map in my head, it's reall) 
very simple — ” 

"But do you also chew on the little blocks?" I'd noticed with 
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surprise that a piece of wood had : been bitten otf the blodc in m)' ; 

'hand, ' ■. ? 

"No, that’s the little King of Rome, As soon as he’s brought in 
here he gets out the bright little blocks; he knows where J keep 
them. Then, together, we build them up, my little eagle and I. And 
sometimes he gnaws one of them. God knows why. Mostly he 
chews on the corps of the worthy Ney." 

I put the red block of wood back on the floor. 

"You wanted to say something to me, Sire.^ I refuse to discuss, 
with Your Majesty, His Royal Highness, the Crowm Prince of 
Sweden.” . ? 

"Who wants to talk about Bernadotte,” he said irritably, "It 
wasn’t that, Eugenie, it w^as only — He came close to me and 
stared at my face, as if he wanted to impress each feature on his I 

memory, "Only when you said you hoped I would have pleasant I 

memories of you, that you were saying farewell forever, I thought — ” 

He turned aw-ay brusquely, and went to the wdndow. "People can't | 

part like that when they’ve known each other so long. Can they?” j 

1 stood hi front of the fireplace, the tips of my shoes toying with i 

the coloured blocks of wood. Corps Ney, Corps Marmont, Corps ) 

Bernadotte? No, there is no such corps any more. Instead, he has 
an army, a whole array, made up of Swedish, Russian and Prussian I. 

troops. The Army Bernadotte lighting on the other side. ... j. 

"I said that one can’t part like that, without further explanation,” 
came from the window. s 

"Why not, Sire?" s 

"Why not? Eugenie! Have you forgotten the days in Marseilles? 

Tlie hedge, the meadow? Our talks about Goetlie’s novel? Our 
youth, Eugenie, our youth. ... You didn’t understand at all why f 
came to you. The evening I got back from Russia. I was so terribh 
cold, I was so tired and so alone, and ...” i: 

"While you were dictating the letter to Jean-Baptiste, ycju luui 
completely forgotten that you had known me as Eugenie Clary. You 
came to see the Crown Princess of Sweden, Sire.” 

I was sad. Even at our parting, he w'as lying, I thought, 

But he shook his head emphatically. "I had been thinking aboui 
Bernadotte. That very morning. But when I reached Paris, T km!.!eu 



to see you, only you. And then- — 1 don't know how---l wa.s so tired 
that evening, as soon as we mentioned Bernadottc I forgot Marseilles 
again. Can’t you understand?” 

It was dark. No one came to light the candles. 1 could iuj longer 
distinguish his features. What did he want? 

"In these last weeks I have organised a new army of two hundred 
thousand men. By the way, England has promised Sw'edcn one mil- 
lion pounds to pay for the equipment of Bernaduilc's truojis. lEii 
you know that, madame?” 

I didn’t answer. Besides, I hadn’t known it. 

"Do you know who advised Bernadotte to give copie.s of his letter 
to me to the enemy press? Mme de Staei is with him in Stockholm. 
In the evening, she probably read.s her novels to him. Did you 
know that, madame?” 

Yes — I knew it; it doe,sn’t matter, why doe.s he bring it up. 

"Bernadotte seems not to have found a more delectable com- 
panion,” 

"Yes, he has, Sire,’’ I laughed, "Mile (.reurge gave a command 
performance with great success in Stockholm and enjoyed the benevo- 
lence of His Royal Highness. Did you know that, Sire?” 

"My God, Georgina, .sweet little Georgina. . . 

"His Royal Highness will soon be seeing his old friend Moreau 
again, Moreau is returning to Europe to fight under Jean-Bapiiste’s 
command. Did you know that, Sire?” 

How lucky that the darkness lay like a wail betNveen us, 

"They say the Tsar has promised Bernadotte the crown of Fraiu c.” 
Napoleon said slowly. 

That sounds mad, but it’s possible. If Napoleuu were defeated 
then — yes, then what? 

"Well, madame? If Bernadotte should even pl,.iy with this 
tiiought, it would be the blackest treachery ever jxTpetrated by a 
Frenchman." 

"Naturally. A traitor to his own convictions. iVhiy j wiihdr.iw 
now, Sire?” 

"If you should ever feel in personal danger in Paris, a'uid.imc ■ 1 
mean, if people should molest you, you rnu.st immediately seeic 
refuge with your sister Julie. Will you promise me that?" 



"Yes, of course. And the other way around." 

"What do you mean— -'the other way around’.?" 

"That my house is always open to Julie. That’s why I'm .staying' 
in Paris.’’ 

"Y'oii, too, are reckoning on my defeat, Eugenie?’’ He came veiy 
close to me. "Your violets have a bewitching fragrance. ... 1 
.dioiiid have you put out. You probably tell everyone that the Em- 
peror will be defeated. Besides, it doesn’t please me to have you go 
driving with that tall Swede.’’ 

"But he is my aide. I must always take him with me.’' 

"Your mama would have disapproved. And your strict brother 
Etienne.” He took my hand and laid it against his cheek. 

"Today, Sire, you have at least shaved,” I said and drew my ham! 
away. 

"What a pity you’re married to Bernadotte,” he murmured. 1 
groped toward the door. "Eugenie!” 

But I already stood in the light of the large study. The gentle- 
men sat around the desk, drinking brandy. Talleyrand had ap- 
parently just made a witty remark, for Menevai, Caulaincourt and 
my Swede were shaking with laughter. 

“Let us share the joke,” the Emperor said. 

'We were saying that the Senate has agreed to the calling up of 
250,000 recruits for the new army," Menevai .said, and nearly col- 
lapsed with laughter. 

"And if it goe.s on for two years, they’ll be called up younger and 
younger and the recruits for the years 1S14 and 1815 will be mere 
children,” Caulaincourt continued. "The Prince of Bcaievcnt, there- 
fore, suggested an armistice of at least one day each year so that 
Your Majesty’s new army can be confirmed.” 

The Emperor also laughed. It didn’t sound entirely real. The 
recruits are now Oscar’s age. "That isn’t funny, it’s .sad," I said, and 
bowed for the last time. This time the Emperor escorted me right 
t(j the door. 'We didn’t .say another word to each other. 

On the drive home, I asked Rosen if the Tsar really liad ottered 
Jean-Baptiste the French crown. 

"In Sweden, that’s an open secret. Did the Emperor knovs- aboiu 
it?”. 



I nodded. 

"Whai; else did he talk about.^" Rosen asked shyly. 

I thought back. Suddenly I yanked off my violet consage and Hung 
it out of the carriage. "About violets, Counh on!)' about violets." 

'fhat very same evening a small parcel from the luilerics was 
delivered to my hou.se. The lackey said that it wa.s for the Crow'!! 
ITince of Sweden. I opened it and found a small gnawed block of 
wood. Green, wdth five notches. When I see Jeait-Baptiste again, 
ril give it to him. 


Paris, suuiHteu 18 l:t 

'1 he tuiachman has carried Ficrre into the garden, 1 am sittiiyj’ ut 
the window watching Mtirie britig licr .son a gla.ss of lemonade. Bex'S 
buz;' around tlie rosebushes, tincl there’s also the sound of marching 
feet as the regiments pass the house. In step, al\va)'s in step, . , . 

Napoleon had gold bars that he’d hidden in the adlars of the 
d’uilerie.s — said to be worth one hundred and forty million francs 
---melted down to pay for the equipment of his new' regiments. Mow 
absurd that I once had to lend him my saved-up pocket money. A 
hundred and forty million . . , Then I wanted so much to buy lum 
a proper general’s uniform! 

Of course that was long ago. Meanwhile, the son.s of i’rance have 
perished in Ru.ssia, and the children of I'rancc, (he nsi.j. and ift!-, 
recruits, arc marching to war. A great many of these have been 
taken into tlie newly organized guard regiments. 'I'he lunperor as- 
sumes that every lad in France dreams of belonging to the gu.irti.s. 
But since battlc.s can’t be fought by children who luive never c-. vn 
seen maneuvers, the Emperor has simply assigned giumer-^ from tlse 
Navy to the Infantry, On the Elbe the last hur.ses .still to be tound 
on the farms of the peasants are being requisitioned, and hitched i.o 
gun carriages and wagons. Where is he getting hors' .s h.r Uu 



eavairy? Every French town has been ordered to send the Emperor 
a company of volunteers. Paris has equipped an entire regiment, 
Ten thousand guardsmen have paid for their own equipment. And 
because of the shortage of experienced fighters, the gendarmerie is 
sending three thousand of their number to the front as officers and 
noncommissioned officers. The mood of the people reminds me of 
the days of the young Republic when it was a question of life or 
death to defend our frontiers however we could. This time, too, one 
feels that in reality the danger extends only to our frontiers. But 
now children are being called up, children sing “La Marseillaise,” 
while .on every street corner one sees disabled soldiers, and the hos- 
pitals are always overcrowded. The women, with their market 
baskets, look grey and tired. Sleepless nights, unbearable anxiety, 
waiting, reunions and farewells have robbed them of the best years 
of their lives. 

Below, in my garden— yes, Pierre has finished his lemonade, 
Marie has put the glass on the lawn, and she sits beside her son, 
Her arm supports his back. His frost-bitten left leg w'as amputated 
at the hip. We hope a w'ooden leg can be attached to the stump of 
his right, which was amputated above the knee, when the wound 
heals. But the wound won’t heal. When Marie changes the band- 
ages, Pierre howls in pain like an animal, I have given him Oscar’s 
room, and Marie sleeps there with him. But I must find him a room 
on the ground floor, it’s too difficult always carrying him up and 
down the stairs. 

Talleyrand called on me earlier this evening. Apparently only hj 
inquire if I didn’t feel too lonely. “I would have been alone any- 
way this summer,” I told him. "I am, unfortunately, used to having 
my husband at the front.” 

Talleyrand nodded. “Yes — at the front. Under other drcuni- 
stanccs, Your Highness would be alone, but — not lonely.” 

I shrugged my shoulders. We sat in the garden, and La Flotte 
served us chilled champagne. Talleyrand told me that Fouche has 
a new post. Governor of Illyria. Illyria is an Italian state whidi tlie 
Emperor has just set up espedally for Fouche. "Tire Emperor can 



no longer aiford intrigues in Paris,” Talleyrand declared. "And 
Pouclie always intrigues.” 

"And you — isn’t the Emperor afraid of you, Excel lencyr'" 

"Fouche intrigues to win power or to hold it. I, on the otlicr 
hand, iriy dear Idighncss, w'ant nothirig but tlie weli'-hcing of 
France." 

f saw the first star twinkle in the blue velvet sky. it was still ,su 
hot one could hardly breathe. 

"I-Iow quickly our allies drop away," 'i'alleyrand remarked be- 
tween sips of champagne. "First the Prussians, who, by the way, are 
under your husband’s supreme command. Your husband has estab- 
lished his headquarters in Stralsund, and commands the Allies’ north- 
ern armies.” 

1 nodded. Rosen had told me that. "I read in the Moniteur,'' I 
said finally, "that the Emperor of Aastria is trying to negotiate an 
armistice between France and Rassia.” 

Talleyrand held out his empty glass to Mine la Flotte. "Au.stria 
is negotiating to gain time to rearm.” 

"But the Austrian Emperor is the father of our Empress,” said 
Mme la Flotte sharply. 

Talleyrand ignored her. "If France i.s defeated, all tlie allied states 
will try to enrich theinseivc.s at our expense. Austria naturally doesn’t 
want to be left out, so she’s joining the Allies,” 

My mouth was dry. I had to swallow hard before 1 could speak. 
"The Austrian Emperor can’t make war on his own daugiiter -aiul 
his grandson.” 

"No.^ My dear Highness, he’s already at war witli tlicin." 'rallcy- 
rand smiled. "It's not yet appeared in the Monheur, madame." 

I didn’t stir. Talleyrand's amiable voice continued. "The Allies 
have eight hundred thousand men under arms, and the Emperor 
about half that.” 

"But His Majesty is a genius," said Mme la Flotte with trembliag 
lips. It sounded like a phrase learned by heart. 

Talleyrand again held out an empty glass. "Quite right, iiuidauK' 
— His Majesty is a genius.” 

Mme la Flotte filled his glass. 

"Moreover, the Emperor has forced our allies, the Danes, to de- 



dare war on Sweden. Your husband, therefore, has the Danes at 
his bade, Highness,” Talleyrand continued pleasantly. 

"He’ll take care of that,” I said impatiently, and thought — 1 must 
iind something for Pierre to do, a real occupation. That’s most im- 
portant. "Did you say .something, Your Excellency?” 

"Only that the day may come when I shall ask a favour of you." 
Talleyrand stood up. 

"If you see my sister. Your Excellency, give her my love. Julie 
can't come here any more. King Joseph has forbidden her.” 

Up shot his thin eyebrows. "I also miss your two faithful aides, 
Your Highness.” 

"Colonel Villatte has been on active duty for a long time, he was 
in Russia. And Count Rosen ...” 

"The tail blond Swede, I remember.” 

"... told me a few days ago that, as a Swedi.sli nobleman, he felt 
he must fight at the side of his crown prince.” 

"Nonsense. He’s just jealous of Count Brahe, his personal aide- 
de-camp,” Mine la Flotte declared. 

"No, he meant what he said. The Swedes are a very serious peo- 
ple, madame. Ride with God and come back safe and sound, I told 
him. Just as I told Villatte. . . . You’re right. Excellency — I am 
very lonely.” 

I watched him limp away. Talleyrand limps so gracefully, .so 
elegantly. At the same time I decided to entrust Pierre with the 
management of my household affairs. 

I think that’s a good idea. 


Paris, Nmmnber, 1813 

.At night fear takes me by the throat, for i am all alone with ii 
Whenever I go to sleep, I have the same dream. Jean-Bapti.ste 
rides alone across a battlefield, on which a battle was fought two 



weeks before. Like the one J saw on my way to Marienbur^u. 
Mounds of loose earth, dead horses with bloated bellies, and deep 
craters where cannon balls had fallen. Jean-Baptistc rides a white- 
horse, like that Fve seen him riding at parades. He leans forward 
in the saddle. I cannot see his face, but J sense that lie is sohbinn. 
The horse stumbles over a fresh mound of earth. j'ea,n-Baptiste falls 
to the ground and doesn’t get up. 

For over a week it’s been rumoured in Paris that a decisive battle 
was fought at Leipzig. No one knows the details. M,arie tells me 
tlmt at the baker’s they believe everything hinges on this battle. How 
do these women shoppers find out what’s happening? Perhaps they, 
too, lie sleepless in their beds at night, or are haunted by bad dreams. 

At first, I thought the horses I heard were part of my dream. I 
opened my eyes, my night light had almo.st burned down and I 
could ,see my dock only indistinctly. Four-thirty in the morning. A 
horse neighed. I sat up and listened. There came a cautiou.s knock 
at the front door. So gentle, I was .sure no one else heard it. 

I got up, put on my dressing gown and went downstairs. In t’lN.- 

front hall my night light went out, Again a knock — very light- 

as not to frighten anyone. 

"Who’s there?” 

"Villatte,” and at practically the same time, ’’Ro.sen.’' 

I pushed back the heavy bolt. In the light of the big kuuca'ii iluit 
hangs above the door, I distinguished two figures. 

"Where have you come from?” 

"From Leipzig,” Villatte said. 

"With messages from Flis Flighnes.s,” Rnsen iiddevi, 

I went back into the hall, and, shivering, wrapped mv vlressmg 
gown more tightly around me. Ro-sen felt his way to a c;!.ndcl.ibr;( 
and lighted a candle. Villatte had disappeared, pre.sumabl)' t(^ iakt. 
the heuscs to the stable. Rosen w^ore the coat and b.earskin «ap of 
.1 French grenadier. 

"A strange uniform for a Swedish dragoon," I remarlcetl, 

"Our troops are not yet in France, His Highness told jne tc! we-ir 
tl)i,s comic coat and ridiculous cap so that I coaid Cfcs.s.s the lines 
without trouble.” 



1 was annoyed. "Do you think the bearskin cap of a grenadier 
really so funny?" 

Just then Villatte returned.. "We’ve been riding day and night," 
he said. His face was dirty and drawn and his unshaven beard was 
blue-black. He spoke indistinctly. "Besides, the decisive battle has 
been lost.” 

"Has been won — His Highness himself stormed Leipzig,” Rosen 
declared passionately. "At the same moment His Highness entered 
Leipzig through the Grimma Gate, Napoleon fled from the city. 
His Highness fought at the head of his troops — from beginning to 
end." 

"And why aren’t you with the fleeing French Army, Colonel 
Villatte?" 

"I am a prisoner of war. Your Highness.” 

"Rosen’s prisoner?" 

A ghost of a smile flitted over Villatte's face. "Well — that is — 
yes. His Highness didn’t have me marched off to the prison barracks 
with the others, but ordered me to ride to Paris immediately to be 
with Your Highness until — ” He gulped. 

"Until?” 

"Until the enemy troops enter Paris." 

So that’s how it i.s. A lonely horseman rides across a battlefield 
at night and weeps. "Come, gentlemen, we’ll go out to the kitchen. 
I’ll make some coffee,” 

"I’ll w'ake the cook. Your Highness." 

"Why, Count Rosen? I make very good coffee. Perhaps you’ll 
be good enough to light the fire in the hearth.” 

Rosen clumsily pushed a few logs onto the hearth. These aristo- 
crats, these aristocrats. . . . "Kindling first, Count, or it won’t burn. 
Help him, Villatte. I don’t think the Count has ever in his life had 
anything to do with a hearth.” 

Villatte made the fire, and I put on a kettle of W'ater. The three 
of us sat down at the kitchen table and w-aited. The boots, the 
h.inds, and the faces of both men were spattered with mud. "The 
battle was fought on the seventeenth and eighteenth of October. On 
the morning of the nineteenth, Bernadofcte stormed Leipzig," said 
Villatte quietly. 



"h Jeiin-Baptiste well? Did you see him yourself, Vil latte? Is 
he vveii?” 

“Very well. 1 saw him with my own eyes in the midst uf tiie 
worst fighting — at the gates of Leipzig. It was really a terrible battle, 
madame, and Bernadottc was throughout extremely well.” 

“Did you speak to him, Villatte?” 

“Yes- — afterward. After the defeat, madame,” 

“The victory, Colonel Villatte. I won’t allow-™" (iount Rosen s 
youthful voice cracked. 

“How did he look, Villatte? 1 mean— afterward?" 

Villatte shrugged hi.s shoulders and stared into the pale oil light 
on the kitchen table. I got up and made the coffee. Then i set the 
table with the servants’ heavy cups and saucers and poured it out, 
“Villatte, what did he look like?” 

“His hair has turned grey, m.adame.’’ 

The coffee ta.sted bitter, I had forgotten the sugar. 1 jumped uji 
to look for the sugar bowl, I was suddenly ashamed because 1 no 
longer knew my way around my t)wn pantry, finally 1 found the 
sugar and set it on the table. 

“Your Highness makes wonderful coffee, ’’ said Rosen in awe, 

“My husband says so, too. I always used to make black coffee for 
liim when he worked through the night. Tell me everything you 
know, Count.” 

“If only I knew where to begin, so much has happened. I caught 
up with His Highness at Trachtenburg Castle. And I was there 
when His Highness explained hi.s plan of campaign to the Tsar of 
Russia, the Emperor of Austria and the allied General Staff. The 
two Emperors and their generals studied the maps. But His High' 
ness didn’t need any notes. While he spoke he stared .at the oppo.sile 
wall, and was yet able to name tiny villages and little-known hills. 
His Highness’ plan was unanimously accepted without discus.sion 
His Highness suggested dividing the allied troops into three armies, 
which were to attack Napoleon in a half-circle. A.s .soon as Napo- 
leon moved toward one of the armies, the other two were to attack 
his flanks and ait off his line of retreat. Someone said to Elis Higlv 
ness, 'The plan of a genius,’ at which His Highness answered, 'Yes, 
but not original, it’s based on Napoleon’s tactics.’ “ 



I poured out more coiiee. A dock struck half-past iive. '‘Go on,” 
r urged him. 

"His Highness himself commanded the Northern Army, with 
headquarters first in Straisund. Then we took Berlin, and His High- 
ness lived in Charlottenburg.” 

"What did His Highness say when you suddenly appeared?” 

Rosen was embarrassed. "To be honest — His Highness was furi- 
ous and shouted at me that he could win the war without me. And 
— that I should have stayed in Paris with Your Highness." 

"Of course you should have stayed,” Colonel Villatte said. 

"What about you? You rode off, too, didn’t you, to be on the 
spot?” Rosen parried. 

"No, no, not just to be there — but to defend France. Besides, 
Her Highness isn’t my Crown Princess, but yours. But it doesn’t 
matter now, does it?” 

"From Berlin, tlis Highness went to Grossbeeren where he fought 
his fir.st important action. We were first attacked by Oudinot’s artil- 
lery. Then Kellermann’s hussars tried to break through our lines. 
Behind them marched an infantry division. . . 

"Dupas’ Division, madame,” Villatte remarked. "Fine regiment.s 
which served for years under Bernadotte.” 

How had Jean-Baptiste stood it, how could he have , . . 

"Then Flis Flighness gave the order for the Cossacks to attack. 
They hurled themselves against the French flank — and all hell broke 
loose. The enemy knew on which hill His Highness was stationed. 
Cannon halls fell all around us. But His Highness sat motionless on 
his horse hour after hour, madame. In the valley below bayonets 
and sabres flashed while above it all the French eagles fluttered, until 
finally everything was obscured by clouds of smoke. One could no 
longer see at all, hut Flis Highness seemed to know exactly what was 
happening and continued to issue orders without hesitation, Noi: 
until the Cossacks stormed the city did he order our heavy artillery 
to fire.” Rosen stopped for breath. 

"Go on,” I begged. 

He drew his hand across his forehead, "It began to rain. I put 
a cape around His Highness’ shoulders, but Flis Highness shook it 
off. It had turned cool, but there were beads of sweat on His High- 



ness’ forehead. Toward evening, the French at last retreated. After- 
ward — yes, afterward, His Highness rode from one regiment to an- 
other and thanked the men. Count Brahe and I were with him, 
Near the tent of the Prussian General von Blilow wc saw the Frencl) 
prisoners of war. Several thousand, standing at attention, 11 ic Pru.s- 
■sians always make their prisoners stand at attention. When His 
Plighness saw the prisoners, he stiffened and looked as though he 
wanted to turn back. But then, his lips grimly tight, he rode toward 
them. He rode slowly down the line of prisoners, looking each man 
in the face. Once he stopped, and assured the Frenchman nearest 
him that he would see that prisoners were well treated. The man 
didn’t answer. His Highness rode on, but he appeared to be sud- 
denly dead tired. He slumped forward in the saddle. Not until he 
.saw the eagle, did he change.” 

"What happened when Bernadette .saw the eagle.^” Villatte asked 
harshly. 

"Prince von Billow had ordered the captured flags and eagles set 
up in front of his tent. It was a Prussian gesture, on his own in- 
itiative. His Highness had given no specific orders on captured flag.s 
or insignia. So the Prussians had laid them neatly in front of their 
general’s tent, and there they gleamed in the light of the campfires. 
When His Highness saw the eagles, he stopped and dismounted. 
He went right up to the eagles and saluted and stood al attention. 
Two minutes, three minutes. Finally he turned abruptly away, ami 
rode back to his headquarters.” 

"And then?” 

"I don’t know. His Highness went to his teat, and gave orders to 
admit no one. Not even Brahe. I think Fernand took him a cup of 
soup,” 

I poured out some more coffee. 

"His Higlme.ss had, of course, known ail along that the decisive 
battle would be at Leipzig,” Rosen said, "where the tlrree Allicvi 
armies were to meet. The Tsar, the Austrian Emperor and the King 
of Prussia were waiting for the Northern Army. On Monday, Oc- 
tober eighteenth, Plis Highness had our cannon placed in position, 
and the town of Schonefeld was assaulted. Schonefeld wa.s defended 
by French and Saxon regiments under Marshal Ney's command,” 



I tried to catch Viilatte’s eye. Villatte, tired Villatte, smiled. "As 
you see, madame, the Emperor chose his best troops to oppose Berna- 
dotte. The Saxons, naturally, were among them. The Emperor 
hadn’t forgotten that Bernadotte said the Saxons held like men of 
iron. Count Rosen, how did the Saxons stand at Leipzig.?” 

"If I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes, Your Highness, I wouldn't 
have believed it. Fantastic! Before the battle began, His Highness 
disappeared into his tent, and appeared a little later in his parade 
uniform,” 

"Mot in his field uniform,?” 

"No, For the first time during the entire campaign he wore his 
parade uniform: violet velvet coat, conspicuous from afar, and white 
ostrich plumes on his three-cornered hat. Not content with that, His 
Highness asked also for a white horse. Then he signalled to attack, 
spurred his white horse and galloped straight toward the enemy 
lines, that is, toward the Saxon regiments. And the regiments , . .” 

"The regiments stood firm as iron. Not a .shot was fired,” laughed 
Villatte. 

"No, not a .shot. Brahe and I galloped after him. Right in front 
of the Saxon.s, His Flighness reined in his horse. The Saxons prcj- 
.seated arms. 'Vive Bernadotte!’ one of them cried, and 'Vive Berna- 
dotte!' rose in chorus. His Highness raised his baton, turned his 
white horse, and rode back. Behind him marched the Saxons In 
parade step, led by their regimental band. Twelve thousand men 
and forty cannon came over to us.” 

“And what did Jean-Baptiste say?” 

"His Flighness gave a brief order telling his men where to place 
the cannon,” Rosen said. “During the battle, His Highness .sat 
again hour after hour on his horse. From time to time, Adlerercutk:, 
be:side him, offered him a field glass, but His Highness rcfirscd it, 
'I know what's happening, I know, . . . Now the Corps Regnicr is 
falling hack, Flave Schonefeld occupied immediately.’ And later. 
'Ncy has very little ammunition left, his artillery is firing only every 
five minutes — the guards are trying to hold out, they won’t .succeed 
--they are now seeking cover in the city of Leipzig. . , Early that 
night. His Highness suddenly declared, 'The Emperor is with his 
Fourth Corps. You see all those watch fires, Adlcrc’reutz? That’s 



where Napoleon is giving orders for the night positions.’ His High- 
ness didn’t dismount until the last cannon was silent. He walked 
over to a campfire and warmed his hands. Suddenly he demandet! 
the dark-blue greatcoat of his field uniform, and a three-cornered 
hat without plumes or insignia and a fresh horse. 'A dark horse,' he 
added. As he mounted, Brahe asked him if he should aecximpanj’ 
him. His Highness looked at him blankly as if he’d never seen him 
before. ’Fernand is coming wdth me,’ he murmured. Brahe was 
deeply hurt. Fernand is, after all, only a valet, and . . 

"Nonsense, Fernand was Jean-Baptiste’s schoolmate,’’ I said. 
"]ean-Baptiste got expelled from school on his account. But what 
happened that nighH” 

"His Highness and Fernand rode off. I don’t know where. They 
returned at dawn. Sentries saw His Highness pa.ss, and once he dis- 
mounted and walked a bit, while Fernand held the horses. His 
Highness sat dow'n beside a man who had fallen, and held his head 
in his lap. A sentry heard him speak to the man—the man was dead. 
His Highnes.s probably didn’t realize it. Next morning the .sentry 
went to look at the dead man. He was a Frenchman," 

" And — next morning.?" 

"We knew that His Highness had suggested to the three other 
.sovereigns that Leipzig be stormed by his troops, llse Austrian 
Emperor, the Tsar of Russia, and the King of Prussia w'cre each on a 

separate hill, watching through their field glasses, and by God, 

we did it." 

Villatte, staring off into space, took up the story. "Bernadotte, at 
the head of his troops, stormed the .so-called Grimma Gate of I.eip- 
zig. We had strong infantry positions in front of the gate, but Ber- 
nadotte had his attack covered with heavy artiller)-. Once mure in 
full regalia, he himself galloped forwxird with his Swedish dragoons, 
Our French infantry hurled itself against the enemy, slashing tlie 
horses with bayonets. So then the Swedes fought on ft.iot. with their 
sabres, and, madame, it was a battle such as I have never seen. Man 
against man, Bernadotte on his white horse, alway,s in the middle of 
it all, with his white ostrich plumes, and his sabre," 

"His sabre?" 



"In tlie scabbard. He held only his field marshal’s baton in his 
hand.” 

''Think, of it, Villatte!” 

"Finally the French fell back — put to rout," Rosen said. 

"No, we were ordered to retreat," Villatte corrected Rosen. "Jn 
live days we had fired two hundred and twenty thousand rounds, 
and had ammunition for only sixteen thousand more. That was tbe 
on!y reason the Emperor ordered the retreat," said Villatte heatedly. 

"When the city was stormed I saw no cannon at all. Only 
infantry, and we drove back the infantry,” cried Rosen triumphantly. 

"The infantry you saw at the Grimma Gate was there only to 
cover the retreat," Villatte explained quietly. "The Emperor . . ." 

"Your Emperor fled through the West Gate when His Highnes.s 
entered Leipzig,” Rosen insisted loudly. 

"The last sixteen thousand shots were fired at Bernadette’s troops. 
Bernadotte took Leipzig by storm with eighty-six battalions of in- 
fantry, and thirty-nine cavalry regiments." 

Rosen looked surprised. "Where did you get this information, 
Colonel Villatte.?” 

Villatte slirugged hi.s shoulders. "May I have some more coffee?" 

"I'he pot is on the hearth, Colonel. And after that, Count Rosen? ' 

"His Elighne.s.s rode to the market square in Leipzig and waited 
for the other three sovereigns. He had told tliem in Trachtenberg 
he would .see them next in the market .square of Leipzig, so — there 
he sat on hi.s white horse and waited. ... By chance, the French 
prisoners were led pa.st him. Elis Highness’ eyes were half-dn.sed. 
I thought he wasn’t watching the prisoners. But suddenly he rai.sed 
hi.s baton, and pointed at a colonel. 'Villatte, come here, Villatte.’ ” 

"I .stepped out of the ranks, rnadame,” Villatte said, "and that's 
liow we met again. 'Villatte, what are you doing here?’ he asked. 
Tm defending France, Marshal,’ I answered, and I purposely called 
him Marshal in a loud voice, "Then I must tell you that you are 
defejuling F'rance very badly, Villatte,’ Bernadotte said. 'Moreover, 
1 expected you to stay with my wife in Paris.’ 'The Marshal’s vdfe 
her.self sent me to the front,’ I said, and he didn’t answer. J stood 
beside Ids horse and watched my fellow prisoners march by. Finally 
1 thought he had forgotten me, and wanted me to leave him. But as 



soon as I moved, Bernadotte leaned down from his horse and 
grabbed my shoulder. 'Colonel Villatte, you are a prisoner of war. 
I order you to return to Paris without delay and to take up your 
residence in rny wife’s house. Give me your word of lionour as a 
French ofiicer that you will not desert my wife until 

"Until?” 

“ 'Until I myself get there.’ Those were his \^a^rd.s. I gave iiiiri 
my word of honour.” 

I lowered my eyes. Heard Rosen’s voice, "Witli that His High- 
ness turned to me. 'And here’s the second faithful aide to Her 
Highness. Count Rosen, you will accompany Colonel Villatte on his 
ride to Paris!’ 'In my Swedish uniform.^’ I asked in horror, ‘The al- 
lies have not yet officially marched into France.’ Flis Fiighness 
looked at Villatte. ‘Colonel, you will be respon.sible to me for 
Rosen’s safe arrival in Paris, and for arranging with the proper civil 
authorities his right of asylum in my wife’s home. And you, Rosen, 
are responsible for guarding our prisoner of war.' ” 

It all seemed very complicated to me. "Who is whose prisoner?” 
1 asked. 

Neither of them heard me. Villatte continued. "’Then I must 
get him a French uniform, or I can’t get him safely through our 
lines, Marshal,’ I told Bernadotte. ‘Put a bearskin cap on his head, 
Villatte, and you, Count Rosen, wear the bearskin cap with pride. 
And before we could say any more, Bcrnacitdte comm.inded, 'F’or- 
ward march — au revoir, Count, au revoir, Villatte,’ " 

"I found a horse for Villatte, and he got me a F'rench unilorju. 
We had a hurried meal and rode off. We’ve been on the wav ever 
since, and now — well, now we're here,” Rosen coudiideti, 

A clock struck half-past six. 

"Our troops tried to escape across the Flstcr. I'hat's how M.irshai 
Pontiat’owsky was drowned.” 

"And the Emperor?” 

Villatte shrugged. "He hopes at least to hidd the frontier on the 
Rhine. If that faiks, he’ll at least defend Paris.” 

I leaned my elbow on the kitchen table and pul in)’ h.uuls owf my 
eyes. The frontier on the Rhine, . . . Just as, years ago, Frendmien 
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answered the call to arms to hold the frontier on the Rhine. Ho\^' 
gallantly they had held it. Jean-Baptiste was a general then. 

Someone swaggered into the kitchen, shouting, "Thunderation! 

XX^ithout my permission, no one’s allowed in my kitchen . , . Oh - 

1 beg your pardon, Highness.” 

I straightened up. My fat cook stood before me. A frightened 
kitchen maid opened the window and let in the grey morning light, 

I shivered suddenly with cold. "Your Highness — a cup of hot 
chocolate.^” the cook suggested. I shook my head. Someone helped 
me up. Villatte. My prisoner of war. ... 

"Go to your rooms, gentlemen. You’ll find everything just a.s 
you left it,” I said to my two heroes. Then I asked for a duster. 

The kitchen maid looked at me in alarm. "Don’t you know what 
a duster is.^” The poor frightened thing curtsied and. brought me a 
snow-white napkin. So that’s what my kitchen maid imagines a 
suitable duster for a crown princess. I took it and went up to Jeau- 
Baptiste’s room. When had it been dusted last.? I whisked the nap- 
kin over the dressing table and felt miserable, because the room 
looked .so un-lived in. Jean-Baptiste long ago had all the books, 
ail the portraits, all the busts, that meant anything to him sent to 
Stockholm. In tliis room there’s nothing left he cares about. 

1 opened the window to air out the room. My garden looked the 
same as yesterday. A day like every other, I thought. Yet the Rus- 
sians, the Prussians and the Austrians will soon cross the Rhine. The 
Russians, the Pru.s.sians, the Austrians, and the Swedes. 

"Don’t stand at the open window in your dressing gown. Go to 
your room right away, or you’ll catch cold,” Marie said. "What arc 
you doing here, anyway.?” 

'Tm getting the room ready for Jean-Baptiste, France has been 
defeated. The allied troops are marching to Paris. Jean-Baptiste i.s 
coming home, Marie.” 

"He sliould be ashamed of himself — " came from between 
clenched teeth, I could hardly hear it. My cavalier, tny poor, loneK- 
cavalier. ... 


Paris, last week in March, 1814 

■'I hear at the baker's shop that the Cossacks r.i|x..‘ all women, ohi 
ones, too,” Marie announced excitedly. 

"They prefer the old ones,” I said. 

"Eugenie! Don’t make fun of me!” 

"I’m not. The Cossacks believe that old women bring them luck.” 

"Nonsense.” 

I shrugged my shoulders. ”You might as well know, Marie. . . ." 

She was really angry. "Who told you that?” 

"Villatte.” ■ 

Marie frowned. "Couldn’t you ask the Swedisli Count if it’.s true.^ 
He’s their ally, he must know.” 

"I can’t possibly a.sk him that. A crown prince.ss naturally doesn’t 
know what ra . . .” 

At that, for the first time, we heard the distant thunder. 

"A thunderstorm in March?” Marie murmured in surprise, 

We stared at each other. It thundered again. "Cannon at the cit)' 
gates,” I whispered. 

That was two days ago. Since then the guns of Paris have never 
been .silent. 

We had heard so often lately that troops of the Austrian Emperor 
would appear any moment at our gates. That the Cossacks would 
storm Paris, and burn down all the houses. I'hat the Prussians had 
crossed the Rhine weeks ago, shouting, "To Paris! To Paris!” Natu- 
rally Napoleon was trying to halt the allied advance. Here in Paris 
we knew very little about his battles. The Monitctir mentioned only 
constant victories, now here, now there. But we no longer read the 
Aio?meur, Now the guns are booming at the gates of Paris, Arc 
they our guns? Austrian, Prussian, Russian? 

My days are full to the brim with anticipation. I don’t know 
wliere Jean-Baptiste is. I only know that he will come. 'Tonight, to 
morrow night. Plis.room is ready. . . . I’ve had no letters for a long 



time either from him or from Oscar. Germany and France lie be- 
tween us and the intervening land is one huge battlefield. No\\- 
and then a note is smuggled through to us. That’s how we found 
out that Jean-Baptiste, after the battle of Leipzig, refused to pursue 
the French troops across the Rhine. That of all his troops only his 
thirty thousand Swedes stuck by him and marched north with him, 
TJiat he went through Hanover and probably revived many memo- 
ries. Was i one of your memories, Jean-Baptiste? And Herr van 
Beethoven and his lost hope? Chancellor Wetterstedt and the Swed- 
ish General Staff accompanied him and tried to explain that the 
Allies wanted only one thing from him, only one decision — to cross 
the Rhine, But Jean-Baptiste dictated a letter to the Tsar demanding 
the frontiers of France be respected. France was not Napoleon. It 
was Napoleon who had been defeated. . . . Now the Prussians, the 
Russians and the Austrians are marching into France. Jean-Baptiste, 
meanwhile, is waging his own war. ... 

The guns seem closer. Will Marmont hold Paris? The Corps 
Marmont is defending the Capital, Marmont once asked me to 
marry him. What had Napoleon said about him long ago in Mar- 
seilles? Yes — intelligent, hopes to build his career along with mine. 
No, Marmont won’t hold Paris. At least not for Napoleon. 

Jean-Baptiste marches with his Swedes toward Denmark. In Sep- 
tember, Napoleon finally forced the Danes to declare war on Sweden, 
Unhappily, very unhappily, the Danes agreed. But their king, Fred- 
erick VI, held stubbornly to his alliance with France. Why? I tried 
to remember this Frederick whom I had seen only once in my life. 
The son of that mad Christian and of his beautiful queen, Caroline 
Matilda, born in England, who fell in love with Struensee, the chief 
minister. Because of this affair Struensee was executed. The son 
never mentions his mother, and stands by Napoleon to revenge him- 
self on, England, her native land. The son — the son must have 
loved his mother terribly and been very jealous of her little bit of 
happiness. Strange that sons judge their mothers so ,stern.iy. We 
mothers. ... 

The windowpanes are rattling; the guns are very dose. 1 must go 
on writing, and not think about Jean-Baptiste . . . Jean-Baptiste is 
fighting his private war, and advancing into Schleswig, It’s almost 


like a parade. From Kiel he sent the Danish King an ultimatum. 
Jean-Baptiste dem.anded that Norway be ceded to Sweden, and of* 
fered a million reichsthaler as compensation. 

Also from Kiel a note was smuggled through to Count Rosen. 
Denmark has given up Norway, except for Greenland, the Fiiro 
Islands and Iceland, to Sweden. But the million thaler the Danish 
King has indignantly refused. The Norwegians were not for sale, he 
said. ... 

"Crown Princess of Sweden and Norway," said Count Rosen, 
looking thoughtfully at me. 

I got out a map and found Norway. "And Greenland.^’’ I asked. 

Rosen pointed to a large white spot on the map. "Ail snow and 
ice, Your Highness.” 

I'm glad that the Danes have at least kept Greenland. Jean-Bap- 
tiste is (^uite capable of asking me to live on a white spot on the map! 

I'm writing all this down to escape my great anxiety. Jean-Bapti.ste 
is no longer in Kiel. Jean-Baptiste is . . . I don't know where he is. 
He disappeared three weeks ago. He finally agreed to the Allies’ 
request and marched to the Rhine, not across the Rhine, not across 
the Rhine. ... He was last seen in Liege, in Belgium. There he took 
a travelling coach. Count Brahe was presumably with him and he 
has disappeared. No one knows where he was going. Many believe 
that Napoleon, in desperation, secretly asked Jean-Baptiste for help. 
And that Jean-Baptiste has quarrelled with the Tsar, because he 
won’t recognize the frontiers of 1794. The Paris newspapers, in the 
meantime, allege that Jean-Baptiste is mentally ill. Marie and Yvette 
hide these articles from me, but La Flotte always leaves the news- 
papers lying around the salon. The reports say that Jean-Baptiste’s 
father was out of his head when he died, and that his brother has 
also gone crazy — no, I can’t go on. Not now when no one knows 
where Jean-Baptiste is. Perhaps he’s already in France. Perhaps he's 
driving along the road which was conquered mile my mile by the 
Russians aiid Prussians. Probably he’s seeing the scorched earth, the 
ruined houses , . . I’ve had word from Liege, from the Chamberlain, 
Count Lowenstein, who asked me if I knew where Flis Highness 
might be. 

I don’t know, Chamberlain, but I can guess. He’s coming home 

452 



— coming home through the mins. And is supposed to wear his 
dress uniform and march in, victorious. I can’t ansv*^er your question, 
M. Chamberlain — please, be patient. His Highness is also only hu- 
man, leave him alone in these dark days and night — 


Paris, March SO, 1814 

Today, at seven o’clock in the morning, Marie came into my 
room. "You are to go to the Tuileries immediately.” 

r looked at her incredulously, half-awake. "To the Tuileries?” 

"King Joseph has sent a carriage, you are to go to Julie at once.” 

I got up and dressed quickly. Joseph is Commandant of Paris, 
and hopes to hold the city. Julie has obeyed him, and we haven’t 
seen each other for months. And now suddenly this urgent message. 

"Shall I wake up one of your aides? And which one? The 
prisoner of war or the allied aide.?” 

Villatte is my "prisoner of war” and Ro.sen my "allied” aide. "I 
don’t think I need an aide to call on Julie,” I said. 

"I never have understood why you always drag around an officer 
with you,” Marie grumbled. 

It was cold driving through the deserted streets. Street cleaners 
were sweeping away rumpled copies of a proclamation. I stopped, 
I had to read it. The lackey jumped down from the box and fished 
one out of the gutter, 

Parisians surrender! Do as your brothers in Bordeaux! Recall Louis 
XVin to the throne. Secure peace for France ! 

The proclamation was signed by Prince von Schwarzcnberg, the 
Austrian commander in chief. The street cleaners of Paris didn't 
seem to think much of Louis XVIII, They were busilv swecDiu!? ud 
the proclamations that had been secretly distributed d 

At the entrance to the Tuileries was a mounted cuit 
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motioniess as statues in the pale morning light. As we drove into 
the courtyard I saw a mass of carriages, as if for a bail. Close to the 
gate were ten green carriages of state with the Imperial coat of 
arms. Travelling coaches and transport wagons of every kind filled 
rlie courtyard. Relays of lackeys loaded heavy iron boxes in the 
wagons. The crown jewels, I thought, the treasures of the Imperial 
family. And money chests — a great many money chests. The sentries 
watched, with impassive faces, the removal of the chests. 

Since it was impossible to drive further, I climbed out and made 
my way to the door between the waiting carriages, I asked to be re- 
ceived by Joseph immediately. "Just tell him his sister-in-law is 
here,” I explained to the officer on duty. 

He was clearly startled. "Very well, Your Royal Highness." 

They haven’t forgotten me either in the Tuileries. 

To my surprise I was escorted to the private apartments of the 
Empress. As T entered the large salon, my heart skipped a beat--- 
Napoleon.? No, only Joseph at the moment trying desperately to 
look like his brother. Joseph stood in front of the fireplace, his 
hands crossed behind him, and talked rapidly, his head thrown back. 
The Empress, now called the Empress Regent, because Napoleon en^ 
trusted her with absolute power to rule during his absence, sat beside 
Mme Letizia on a sofa. Mme Letizia wore a shawl peasant- fashion 
around her shoulders, while the Empress wore a travelling coat and 
had put on her hat. Marie Louise acted like a guest who couldn’t 
.spare the time to sit down. I noticed Meneval, now secretary to the 
Regent, and a few senators. Behind Mme Letizia, tall, slender and 
wearing a faultless uniform stood King Jerome of Westphalia, the 
greedy child of long ago. The Allies long since took away his 
kingdom. The room was bright with many candies. Their glow 
blending with the grey morning dawn made the whole scene seem 
strangely unreal. 

"Here — look — here it is ail written out," said Joseph, and reached 
into his breast pocket for a letter. "Rheims, March i6, 1814. My 
verbal instructions were," Joseph read, "and so forth and so forth-- 
Here is the passage 1 meant: 'Do not desert my son, and remember 
that I would rather see him in the Seine than in the hands of the 
vnemies of France. The fate of Astyanax, prisoner of the Greeks. 
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has always seemed, to me the greatest tragedy of all time. Your af- 
fectionate brother.’ Signed, 'Napoleon.’” 

"You read that letter yesterday to the State Council. We ahead)’ 
know what Napoleon thinks about the fate of Astyanax. What 
chance is there of the child falling either into the Seine or into the 
hands of our enemies?” demanded Jerome. Since his sojourn in 
America he speaks very slowly and somewhat nasally, 

"Napoleon writes,” Joseph said, taking another letter from his 
breast pocket, " 'Stand steadfast at the gates of Paris, place two 
cannon at each of the gates and the National Guard on duty. At 
each gate station fifty men with muskets or fowling pieces, and one 
hundred men with lances, also two hundred fifty men at the main 
gate.’ As if I couldn’t count. He writes to me as though I were an 
idiot,” Joseph interjected, and then continued, " 'Every day a reserve 
of three thousand men is being trained to muskets, fowling pieces 
and lances, and they should be sent, as necessary, to the battery of 
the Guard, or the W^ar Academy, or elsewhere. Your devoted 
brother.’ Signed, 'Napoleon.’ ” 

"That’s perfectly clear,” Mme Letizia said calmly, "Have you car- 
ried out the orders, Joseph?” 

"That’s just it — I can’t carry them out. We have neither muskets 
or fowling pieces, and the Overlord of the Underwear can’t get any 
more. And the Guards refuse to fight against a modern army with 
old lances from the museum.” 

"'Refuse?'’ cried Jerome indignantly. 

"Could you defend a city against cannon with lances?" 

"I wouldn’t know how to handle a lance. And Napoleon prob- 
ably wouldn’t either.” 

"His Majesty can do anything in the defence of France,” declared 
Menevai firmly. There was a slight pause. 

"Well?” asked Marie Louise calmly and indifferently. "What arc 
we to do? Shall I leave with the King of Rome or stay here?" 

"Madame — ” Jerome raced to her from behind the sofa. "Mad- 
ame, you’ve heard the oath sworn by the officers of the Guard: a.s 
long as the Empress Regent and the King of Rome are in Paris. 
Paris will not fall, The Guard wdli make a superhuman effort to 
protect the Regent and the Emperor’s son in the Tuileries. Imagine 



the situation — a woman, a young and h^utiful woman and a helpless 
child on the steps of the throne of France. Every man capable of 
bearing arms will fight to his last drop of blood!” 

"Jerome — ” Joseph interrupted. "Remember we have only lances 
for the arms-bearing men.’’ 

"But the Guard is still fully armed, Joseph." 

"A few hundred men . . , But I can’t take the responsibility 
alone. I realize that the presence of the Regent would inspire not 
only the Guard but also the people of Paris to resist to the last ditch. 
The departure of the Regent would be . . 

"Flight,” Jerome shouted. 

"All right — the flight of the Regent and the King of Rome would 
lower the morale of the people. I fear that if they left Pari.s — ” 
Joseph left it hanging. 

"Well?” the Empress asked. 

"I must leave the decision to the Regent,’’ said Joseph wearily, and 
he no longer reminded me at all of Napoleon. A fat, elderly man, 
helplessly stroking his thinning hair with an uncertain hand. 

"I only want to do my duty, and not be reproached afterward,” 
Marie Louise explained apathetically. 

Mme Letizia recoiled as though from a blow. So this was the 
woman her Napoleon had married. ... 

"Madame, if you leave the Tuileries now, you may forfeit your 
claim to the Imperial Crown of France. You and your son,” Jerome 
whispered urgently. "Madame, trust the Guard, the people of 
Paris!” 

"We’ll stay here then,” said Marie Louise amiably, and began to 
untie the ribbons of her hat, 

"Madame, the letter from His Majesty,” Joseph moaned. "Na- 
poleon said he would rather see his son in the Seine, than . . 

"Don’t repeat that awful phrase,” I burst out. They all turned 
toward me. It was dreadful. I was still near the door; I bowed 
hurriedly in the general direction of the Empress and murmured, 
"Excuse me, I won’t disturb you, I only . . 

"The Crown Princess of Sweden in the salon of the Regent? 
Madame, this is an impertinence that cannot be borne,” roared 
Jerome, and made for me like a madman. 
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"Jerome, I myself asked Her Royal Highness here because, be- 
cause Julie — " Joseph, utterly disconcerted, looked for support to my 
sister. I looked, too, and for the first time saw Julie. She sat on a 
sofa at the far end of the salon with her daughters. Ail three were 
blurrecl in the half-light. 

"Please sit down, Highness,” Marie Louise said graciously. I 
quickly betook myself to the end of the room and sat with Julie. 
She had her arm around Zenai'de’s shoulder and was stroking the 
child’s arm. 

"Don’t be so upset,” I whispered. 

The first rays of the sun came streaming into the room. "Jerome, 
blow out the candles, we must economize,” Mme Letizia said 
sternly. Jerome did nothing. Julie’s little daughters jumped up, de- 
lighted to have something to do. 

I put my arm around Julie. "You and the children are coming 
home with me,” I whispered. They w'ere still arguing around the 
fireplace. Then Joseph came over to us. 

"If the Regent and the child go to Rambouillet,” he said, "I must 
go too.” 

"I thought you had the supreme command in Paris,” said Julie in 
a low voice. 

"But the Emperor wrote me that 1 shouldn’t leave his son," Joseph 
said breathlessly. "The w’hole family wdll come wdth us. Julie, 1 ask 
you for the last time — ” 

Julie shook her head. Tears streamed down her cheeks. "No, no 
— I’m afraid w'e’ll be chased from palace to palace, and in the end 
the Cossacks will get us. Let me stay wdth Desiree, Joseph. Pier 
house is .safe. Your house is safe, isn’t it, D&iree.?” 

Joseph and I looked at each other.. It was a long look in wliicli 
we said all the things w^e hadn’t said since that evening when \vc 
met in the Town Hall. "You can stay at my house, too, Joseph." 1 
said at last. 

He shook his head and managed a smile. "Perhaps Napoleon 
will conic back and save Paris, then in a few days 1 can be with 
Julie again. If not — ” he kissed my hand — "I thank you for every- 
thing you’re doing for Julie and my children. You and your hus- 
band.” 



At this moment a lackey announced, "The Prince of Bene vent 
asks an audience.’’ 

We looked at Marie Louise. Smilingly she turned to the door. 
"Let him come in." 

Talleyrand limped quickly toward the Empress. His face looked 
tired and strained, but his hair was carefully powdered. He wore the 
uniform of a grand seigneur of the Empire. "Your Majesty/’ he said, 
"I have spoken with the Minister of War, We have news from 
Maimont. The Marshal begs Your Majesty to leave Paris immc' 
diately with the King of Rome. The Marshal does not know how 
long he can hold the road to Ramboulilet. I deeply regret being the 
bearer of this tragic news.” 

There was almost complete silence. Only the silk ribbons of Marie 
Louise’s hat rustled as she tied them under her chin again. "Am I 
still to meet His Majesty in Rarabouillet?” she inquired. 

"His Majesty is on his way to Fontainebleau, and from there will 
hurry here to the defence of Paris,” Joseph said. 

"But I mean His Majesty, the Emperor of Austria — my papa!" 

Joseph went white to his lips. Jerome clenched his teeth, the vein 
on his forehead swelled. Only Talleyrand smiled pityingly and 
showed no surprise. Mme Letizia grabbed her daughter-in-law by 
the arm. "Come, madame, come with me." 

At the door Marie Louise turned around once more. Her blue 
eyes took in the salon, lingered on the white curtains with the em- 
broidered bees, met Talleyrand’s enigmatic smile. "If only no one 
reproaches me later,” Marie Louise said, and left. 

Now we could hear the child outside crying and screaming, in- 
stinctively I w'ent to the door. The two governesses, Mme de Montes- 
quieu and Mme Bouber, were trying to get the little Napoleon down- 
stairs. They’d dressed him in a small Chasseur uniform. The child, 
with Marie Louise’s blond curls and his father’s stubborn chin, hung 
onto the bani.ster. "I won’t,” he screamed. "I won’t go.” And 
kicked the helpless governesses in the shins. 

"Come, darling, come on/’ Mme de Montesquieu told him in 
despair. "Mama is v/aiting downstairs in a beautiful large carriage." 
But the child wouldn’t budge. 

Suddenly Hortense took over. "I know how to deal with little 
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boys/' she said with a smile. She leaned over the boy, and with an 
experienced pressure sprung his fingers loose. "There, now go down 
like a good boy," The child was startled. For the first time, someone 
had taken charge. 

"Are we going to Papa, Aunt Hortense.?” (Kick her in the shins, 
j thought, give her a good kick! ) 

"Of course, darling," Hortense assured him, and little Napoleon 
obediently followed his governesses down the stairs. I looked at 
Hortense. She was breathing hard. Hadn’t Napoleon once named 
her oldest son his successor? Before the birth of the King of Rome. 
Before ... 

"Exit Napoleon II,” murmured Talleyrand beside me. 

"lam sorry to be so uneducated. I don’t know who this Astyanax 
in the Seine is, and neither do I know the word ‘exit.’ ’’ 

"Astyanax is a character in classical antiquity. An unfortunate 
boy who was taken prisoner by the Greeks and thrown from a wall. 
People feared he might revenge the destruction of Troy and the 
death of his father, Hector. But, at this moment, Plighness, I can’t 
possibly tell you the whole story of the Trojan War, 'Exit’ is a Latin 
word which means 'he goes out.’ Exit Napoleon II: Napoleon II 
goes out~of the Tuileries, of world history." Talleyrand looked at 
his watch, "I fear 1 must take my leave, my carriage is waiting, . . 

He also looked back thoughtfully at the salon. His eyes also 
lingered on the white curtains with the embroidered bees. "A pretty 
pattern ... a shame the curtains will soon be taken down." 

"If they were hung upside down, the bees would stand on their 
heads. Then they’d look like lilies. Like Bourbon lilies," I said. 

Talleyrand raised his lorgnon to his eye. "How very strange. , . . 
But I must go, Your Highness.” 

"No one is detaining you, Prince, Are you really going with the 
Empress?" 

"Of course. But I will, unfortunately, be taken prisoner by the 
Russians at the gates of Paris. Therefore, I must not be late, the 
Russian patrol is expecting me. Au revoir, dear Highness." 

"Perhaps Marshal Marmont will free you. You deserve it," I said 
contemptuously. 

"You think .so? Then you’ll be disappointed. Marshal Marmont 



is very busy at the moment negotiating for the surrender of Paris. 
But keep this news to yourself, Highness. We want to avoid unnec- 
cessary confusion and bloodshed.” 

How graciously he bowed, how confidently he limped away. He 
would certainly have the curtains hung upside down. ... 

At last I w'as in my carriage with Julie and her daughters, driving 
back to the rue d’ Anjou. 

And, for the first time since the day Julie became a queen, Marie 
spoke to her again. She put a motherly arm around Julie’s thin 
shoulders and led her upstairs. "Marie, Queen Julie will sleep in 
Oscar’s room, and the children can use Mme la Flotte’s. Mme la 
Flotte must move into the guest room.” 

"And General Clary, M. Etienne's son?” Marie asked. 

"What?” 

"The General arrived an hour ago, and wants to stay here. Just 
for a while,” Marie announced. Etienne had sent his son Marius to 
the War Academy instead of training him for Papa’s business. And 
Marius, with the help of God and Napoleon, had become a general. 

"The allied and the prisoner of war aides can share a room. Then 
General Clary can sleep in Colonel Villatte’s bed,” I decided, 

"And the Countess Ta.scher?” Marie asked. The full import of 
this question I didn’t understand until I entered the salon. There 
Etienne’s daughter, Marcelline, who is married to a Count Tascher, 
flung herself, weeping, into my arms. "Aunt, I’m so frightened in 
my own house. The Cossacks may arrive at any moment,” she 
sobbed. 

"And your husband?” 

"Somewhere at the front. Marius spent the night with me, and 
we decided to come here and, for the present — ” 

I gave her the guest room, and La Flotte will have to sleep on a 
divan in the dres.sing room. 

About five o’clock in the afternoon the cannon stopped roaring. 
Villatte and Rosen returned from a wHk and said that Bliichcr had 
taken Montmartre, and the Austrians were in Menilmontant. The 
Allies are demanding unconditional surrender. 

"What about my children’s governess?” Julie moaned. i",If she 



hasn’t a room of her own, she’ll give notice. Who's sleeping in 
Jean-Baptiste’s bed.^” 

Not your governess! I thought furiously, and lied. Fled to jean- 
Baptiste’s empty bedroom. Sat down on the wide empty bed. Lis- 
tened to the night outside, listened. ... 


Paris, AUrch 31, 1814 

At two o’clock this morning the treaty of surrender was signed. 
When I looked out of my window the Swedish flag waved over my 
front door. Count Rosen, with the help of the Swedish coachman, 
had hung it there, A great crowd of people w^aited in front of our 
house. Their angry mutterings carried up to my window. 

"What do these people want, Villatte.?” 

"The rumour has gone around that His Highness will soon ar- 
rive.” 

"But what do these people want of Jean-Baptiste.^" 

The mutterings increased and sounded definitely hostile. 1 in- 
cjuired no further. 

A carriage drove up. Gendarmes held back the crowd. 1 sav 
Hortense climb out of the carriage with nine-year-old Napoleon 
Louis and six-year-old Charles Louis Napoleon. The babble of 
voices ceased. One of the children pointed to the Swedish flag and 
asked something. But Hortense hastily herded her boys into the 
house. 

La Flotte appeared. "Queen Hortense wants to know if the Em- 
peror’s nephews can, for the present, remain under the protection of 
Your Highness, The Queen herself will go to her mother at 
Malmaison.” 

Two little boys in the house, perhaps we still have some of Oscar’s 
toys in the attic. . , . "Tell Her Majesty I’ll take good care of the 
children.” I’ll put them in Mme la Flotte’s room. Marcelline can 



have the dressing room, and Mme la Flotte Yvette’s room, and Yvette 
--I saw Hortense, below, get back in her carriage. "Vive i'Em- 
pereur!’’ the crowd shouted as she drove ojff. 

Then the human wall closed in once more around my house. I no 
longer wait alone. Ominously, the mob waits with me. 
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Paris, April, 1814 

On March 31, the troops of the Allies marched into Paris. The 
Cossacks galloped down the Champs Elysees shouting weird, incom- 
prehensible cries. The Prussians moved forward in serried ranks; 
they carried captured eagles — standards and French banners through 
the streets, and sang songs written by their so-called Poets of Libera- 
tion. 

The Austrians, on the contrary, marched to the beat of drums, 
and waved to the girls hanging out of the windows. They’d rolled 
cannon in front of the allied commanders’ headquarters to protect 
them from the Parisians’ fury. But they had no time to revenge 
themselves on Prince von Schwarzenberg or General von Bliicher. 
The Parisians were lined up at the baker or begging the grocers for 
a small sack of flour. The granaries outside Paris had been plun- 
dered by the Allies and then burned to the ground. The roads to 
the southern districts are barricaded. Paris is hungry'. 

An April i, a provisional government was set up to negotiate 
with the Allies. At the head is Talleyrand. The Tsar was quartered 
in the Palais Talleyrand. Talleyrand gave a great ball in his honour, 
attended by members of the old nobility wjhom Napoleon had al- 
lowed to return from exile. Champagne flowed without stint, and 
the Tsar produced, as if by magic, flour and meat and caviar. The 
guests were stuffed. 

Napoleon is at Fontainebleau with five thousand guardsmen, 
Caulaincourt’s carriage drives continuously back and forth between 
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Paris and Fontainebleau. Caulaincburt is negotiating in the name of 
the Emperor with the Allies^ The Allies are promoting Talleyrand 
as head of the new Government, but France herself is supposed to 
decide. 

On April 4, Napoleon signed the following act of abdication: 

The Foreign Powers having declared that the Emperor Napoleon was 
an obstacle to the re-establishment of peace and to the territorial integrity 
of France, and Whereas: being loyal to his principles, and to his promise.s 
to further the happiness and glory of the French people in all tilings, 
Therefore: the Emperor Napoleon declares that he is ready to abdicate 
in favour of his son, and to send that Act in due form as a message to 
the Senate, as soon as the Powers shall have recognized Napoleon II 
together with the Constitutional Regency of the Empress. Upon this con- 
dition the Emperor will withdraw immediately to the palace which shall 
be agreed. Given at our Palace of Fontainebleau, April 4, 1814, 

[Signed] NAPOLEON. 

Two days later the Senate announced that a Regency for Napoleon 
II was out of the question. I don’t know where people have sud- 
denly found the Bourbon banners which they’ve hung out of their 
window.s. They flap, soiled and grey, in the April rain. No one 
pulls them down, no one exults over them. The Moniteur writes 
that only the restoration of the Bourbons would guarantee a lasting 
peace. The police, charged with clearing the roads for the entry of 
the allied troops, no longer wear blue-white-red cockades, but the 
white cockades, symbol of so much bloodshed during the great Revo- 
lution. 

Most of the Bonapartes fled from Rambouillet with the Empress 
to Blois. The Empress won’t see anyone. Safe in the arms of His 
Majesty, her papa, she weepingly begs him to protect her and her 
child. Her child now, only hers. The Austrian Emperor calls his 
little grandson Francis. He doesn’t like the name Napoleon, 

Joseph has written several letters to Julie from Blois. They were 
brought by peasant lads who gladly smuggled them through the 
lines so they could see Paris. Julie and her children are to stay with 
me until the new Government and the Allies have decided the fate 
of the Bonaparte family, and the size of the "compensation for 
property’’ to be paid them. On April i, Julie a.sked me for money 



t(j pay her governess’ salary, "1 haven’t a sou,” she said. "Joseph 
look ail our money and the securities with him in a money chest. 
My jewelry, too.” Pierre, as my manager, paid the governess. 
Then my nephew, Marius, wanted to borrow some money. I turned 
him over to Pierre. 

Although Marcelline is afraid of the passers-by who collect in 
small groups outside my house, she decided to take a drive. She 
used my carriage with the Swedish coat of arms, and came back 
with two new hats. The bill she had sent to me. On the morning 
of April II, Marie brought me up a cup of artificial coflfee, which 
tastes horrible, and a piece of dry grey bread. Setting the tray on my 
night table, she said, "Pierre must talk to you. You have no more 
money.” 

Pierre now lives with Marie in the former porter’s rooms on the 
ground floor, I found him at his desk. His wooden leg was leaning 
in a corner, he rarely uses it. The wound in his right stump hasn’t 
yet healed. On the desk stood our money box — open and empty. 
Entirely empty. I sat down on the chair beside the desk, Pierre 
handed me a piece of paper covered with long rows of figures. 

"An account of the payments I’ve made since the first of April — 
wages; purchases for the household. The suras are high, we can buy 
food only at exorbitant prices. Last month, at the last moment, I 
sold Your Highness’ French Government securities, and we’ve been 
living on the proceeds. The cook could buy a veal roast today for 
all your guests, if I had a hundred francs. Or Swiss currency. Your 
Highness, we haven’t a sou.” He shoved the money box toward me. 
Yes, yes — I’ve seen, it’s empty. ■ 

"Can Your Highness count on money from Sweden any time 
soon?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. 

"Perhaps His Highness, the Ctown Prince . . 

"But I don’t know where His Highness is.” 

"I can, of course, borrow any amount, if Your Highness signs a 
promissory note. Any sum is at the disposal of the Crown Princess 
of Sweden. Will Your Highness sign?” 

I put my hand to my head in desperation. "I can’t borrov' 
money. At least not as Crown Princess of Sweden. It would make 
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a dreadfully bad impression, and my husband wouldn’t like it. 
No, I really can’t.” 

iMarie had come in. "You can sell some silver dishes, or pawn 
them,” she said to me, and to Pierre, "You must vs'ear your wooden 
leg, or you’ii never get used to it. . . . Well, Eugenie.^” 

"Yes, that’s one solution. But — no, Marie, that won’t do either. 
Everything is engraved. Either with J.B. or the Ponte Corvo coat 
of arms. On the large meat platters, which might really be worth 
something on a loan, there’s the Crown Princess’ crown. AH Paris 
would know immediately that we have no money. And that would 
look bad for Sw^eden.” 

"I could pawn some of Your Highness’ jewelry, and no one would 
guess whose it was,” Pierre suggested. 

"And if, as Crown Princess of Sweden, I had someday to receive 
rny mighty cousins — the Russian Tsar or the Austrian Emperor.^ 
There Td be w'ith a bare neck. I have so little really valuable 
jewelry ...” 

"Julie has always been dripping with diamonds, she ...” 

"Marie, Joseph took all of Julie’s jewelry.” 

"How W'ill you feed all the people under your roof.^” Marie de- 
manded. 

I stared at the empty box. "Let me think, please let me think.” 

They let me. A hush fell over the room. "Marie, in Papa’s time, 
the firm of Clary had a warehouse in Paris, didn’t it.^" 

"Of course. The warehouse is still here. M. Etienne visits it 
whenever he comes to Paris from Genoa. Hasn't he ever mentioned 
it to you?” 

“No, there was no reason to.” 

Marie rai.sed her eyebrows. , "No? Who inherited the half of the- 
brm that belonged to your mama?” 

'■f don’t know. Etienne never . . .” 

''According to law, you, Queen Julie, and your brother hiicimi.- 
cael} inherited a third of this half,” Pierre declared. 

"But when Julie and I were married we had a dowry,” 1 argued. 

"Yes, that was your inheritance from your papa. Etienne inherited 
ijne-half of the business, and your mama the other.” Marie frowned, 
"But .since your mama’s death—’ 



"A sixth of the firm of Clary belongs to Your Highness," Pierre 
said, and I decided to talk it over with Julie. But Julie stayed in 
bed all day, and had Yvette put cold compresses on her aching head. 
So I couldn’t suddenly burst in and say we had no money to buy 
dinner. 

"Marie, tell the cook to buy the veal roast. The butcher will be 
paid this evening. And please call a carriage for me at once." 

The large salon was like a madhouse. Marius and Villatte were 
beading over a map, and, with wonderful hindsight, winning ail the 
battles Napoleon had lost during the last month. Julie’s daughters 
were fighting with Hortense’s sons over the contents of a very fine 
Sevres porcelain candy box. La Fiotte, in a flood of tears, was trans- 
lating to Rosen a newspaper article in which Napoleon was de- 
nounced as a monster. 

I turned to Marius. "Where is the Clary warehouse.^’’ 

Strange to say, he blushed. "You know I have nothing to do with 
the silk trade, Aunt. I’ve been an officer all my life." 

This conversation was particularly embarrassing with Villatte 
there, but I didn’t give up. "But your father is a silk merchant, and 
you ought to know where his warehouse is. He goes there whenever 
he is in Paris." 

"But I’ve never gone with him, I-~ " 

I looked him in the eye. He faltered. "It’s in a basement in the 
Palais Royal, if I remember rightly," he said hastily, and gave mt 
the address, 

"Do you think your Yvette could do my hair?" Marcelline a.skecl 
me at the same time, rustling in, in an expensive dressing gown. "I 
want to take a drive," she continued. "That is, if you don’t need the 
carriage, Aunt.” 

"1 don’t need it. But I advise you not to take the carriage wdth 
the Sw^edish coat of arms." 

"Oh, it’s very quiet on the streets. People have got used to the 
change-over very quickly,” Marcelline smiled. "May I?" 

I nodded, "Your carriage is here," Marie whispered in my ear, 
No one noticed me leave. 

The hired carriage stopped before a roomy, very elegant basement 
.shop in the Palais Royal. A small sign in dignified gold letters said, 
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Francois Clary, silks, wholesde and retail. 1 had the coachman wait, 
went down three steps, opened a door, heard a shop bell tinkle, and 
stood in an office beautifully furnished with delicate chairs and little 
tables. Only the half-empty shelves along the wails, with large rolls 
of silk on them, showed wffiat kind of business was transacted at the 
handsome mahogany desk. Behind the desk sat an elderly man in a 
well-cut business suit, the white cockade of the Bourbons in his 
buttonhole. 

"What can I do for you, madamei'" 

"Are you the Paris manager of the Clary firm.^" 

The man bowed. "At your service, madame. White for the 
Restoration is in great demand. White satin is, unfortunately, sold 
out, but we still have a few pieces of white muslin which madame 
could hang over her airtains. It is very popular in the Faubourg St. 
Germain — ” 

"That’s not what I want,’’ I said sharply. 

"Madame is thinking of a gown.^’’ He looked at the shelves. "Up 
to yesterday we had some brocade with a woven fleur-de-lis pattern, 
madame, but unfortunately we’re sold out, all sold out. Perhaps 
velour or white — ’’ 

"Business is good, monsieur — ?” 

"Legrand, madame, Legrand,’’ he introduced himself. 

"These white materials — brocades with embroidered fleurs-de-lis 
of the Bourbons, the curtain muslin for the Restoration, and the 
other white cloth — when did they get here? Aren’t the roads from 
the south to Paris still closed?" 

He laughed so hard that both double chins jiggled up and down 
in his high collar, "M. Clary shipped it from Genoa months ago. 
The first consignment arrived right after the Battle of Leipzig. M. 
Clary, the head of the firm, is politically well-informed. Madamc 
knows who M. Clary is — ’’ He cleared his throat impressively. "M. 
Clary is the brother-in-law of the victor of Leipzig, The brother-in- 
law of the Crown Prince of Sweden- — madame wall, therefore, under- 
.stand , . 

"And for weeks you have been selling white silk to the ladies of 
the old aristocracy?’’ I interrupted. He nodded proudly, I stared 
at the cockade in his buttonhole. "I couldn’t imagine where so many 



white cockades came from overnight,” 1 murmured. “The ladies 
of the old families whom the Emperor received at his court have 
also been secretly maldng white cockades.^” 

"Madame — I beg of you,” he tried to soothe me, but 1 was angry, 
terribly angry. The shelves were almost empty. 

"And you’ve sold white silk, roll after roll. While French troops 
fought to bold back the Allies, here you sat, coining money. Am I 
right, monsieur.?” 

"Madame, I’m merely an employee of the firm of Frangois Clary,” 
he said, hurt and on the defensive. "Besides, .most of our accounts 
have not been paid. Unpaid bills, nothing but unpaid bills. The 
ladies who bought the white material with the fleurs-de-lis are wait- 
ing for the Bourbons’ return. Then their husbands will have im- 
portant positions, and the ladies can pay their bills. But the gowns 
for the Bourbons’ reception in the Tuileries must be made first,” He 
paused, and eyed me suspiciously. "What can I do for you, mad- 
ame?” 

"I need money. How much have you here.?” 

“Madame, I — I don’t understand . . .” 

"A sixth of the firm of Clary belongs to me. I am a daughter of 
the late founder. I need money urgently. How much have you in 
the cash box, M, Legrand?” 

"Madame — I don’t quite understand. M. Etienne has only two 
sisters. Mme Joseph Bonaparte, and Her Royal Highness, the Crown 
Princess of Sweden.” 

"That's right. I am the Crown Princess of Sweden. How much 
money have you in the shop, monsieur?” 

M. Legrand groped with a trembling hand in his breast pocket, 
drew forth his glasses, put them on, and looked at me. Then he 
bowed as deeply as his fat stomach would permit. When I held out 
my hand to him, he began to sniffle with emotion, "I was an ap- 
prentice in your papa’s business in Marseilles when Your Highness 
was still a child — a dear child, Your Highness, but naughty, very- 
naughty!” 

"But you didn’t recognize me, did you? Not even with your 
glasses?” I began to cry. "I’m not naughty any more, 1 only try to 
do my best in these troubled times, . . .” 
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Legrand went swiftly to the door and locked it. "We don't want 
any customers now, Your Highness,” he whispered, 

1 searched in my handbag for a handkerchief. Legrand gave me 
his, snowy-white, of the finest silk. "Fve raclced my brains figuring 
hoNv i can manage without going into debt. A Clary just doesn’t go 
into debt. Fm waiting until my husband — ” In despair i crumpled 
up the handkerchief of our former apprentice. 

"All of Paris is waiting for the gala entrance of the victor of 
Leipzig,” Legrand assured me. "The Tsar has already arrived, and 
the King of Prussia. It can’t be long before — ” 

I wiped aw'ay the last of my tears, "In all these years I've never 
taken my share of the firm’s profits. So now I mu.st take all you have 
on hand.” 

"I have very little on hand, Your Highness. The day before he 
left King Joseph asked for a large sum.” My eyes widened in amaze- 
ment, but he did not notice, and plunged on, "Twice a year, King 
Joseph drew his wife’s share of our profits. When he left Paris he 
took all the money we’d made up to the end of March from the 
secret sale of white material. There’s nothing left but unpaid ac- 
counts, Highness,” 

So Joseph Bonaparte, too, had made a profit on the white cockades! 
Knowingly or unknowingly, it doesn’t matter now — 

"Here,” said Legrand, and gave me a bundle of banknotes. "This 
is all we have at the moment.” , , 

"It’s something,” I said, stuffing the money into my bag. And, 
decisively, "M. Legrand, we must collect the outstanding accouncs 
immediately. Everyone says that the franc will continue to fall. My 
carriage is outside. Take it, drive from customer to customer, and 
collect. If anyone refu.ses to pay, make him return the goods. Will 
you do it.^’' 

"But I can’t leave. The apprentice — we have only one apprentice, 
the others were called up— I’ve sent the apprentice to see an old 
customer who needs new clothes badly. The wife of Marshal Mar- 
mont, Your Highness. And I’m expecting the buyer from Le Hoy’s 
any moment. They’re working day and night at Le Roy’s, and tlit 
ladies of the new court . . 



"While you settle the accounts, ril attend to the customers here." 
With that I took off my hat and coat: 

Legrand stammered, "But — ^Highness . . ." 

"Why are you surprised? As a girl l often helped in the shop m 
Marseilles. Don’t worry, I know how to handle silk. Hurry, 
monsieur!’’ 

Doubtfully, Legrand made for the door, "Monsieur, a moment." 
He turned. "Please take off the white cockade when you call on 
behalf of the firm of Clary." 

"Highness, most people are wearing ..." 

"Yes, but not former apprentices of my papa. Au revoit, 
monsieur.” 

When I was alone, I sat at the desk and put my head down on my 
arms. I was very tired. So many nights without enough sleep. My 
eyes smarted from the silly tears I’d shed. Memories of Marseilles 
were to blame for that. A naughty child — I was a naughty and a 
carefree child. My papa had taken my hand and explained to me 
the Rights of Man. That was long ago. And will never be again, 

The bell over the shop door tinkled. I leapt up. A light-blue 
frock coat with fancy embroidery and a white cockade. The buyer 
from Le Roy’s. I’d always dealt with the manageress, I didn’t knov' 
the buyer. "You’re the buyer from Le Roy’s, aren't you? Lrn spell- 
ing M. Legrand. What can I do for you?” 

"I’d like to speak to M. Legrand personally. ..." 

I said I was sorry. I pulled down a heavy roll of velvet from a 
shelf with a note on it: Ordered by Mme Mere, Returned, I un- 
rolled a bit to see the right side of the material. Dark green, the 
Corsican colour. With embroidered gold bees. 

"Here,” I said. "Dark-green velvet with the Bourbon fleurs-de- 
lis." I struggled to turn around the heavy roll quickly, so that the 
bees were upside down. The buyer didn’t help me. Jmst lifted hi.s 
lorgnon and examined the velvet, 

"The lilies look like bees,” he objected. 

"I can’t help that,” I snapped, 

"The fleurs-de-lis remind me of Napoleonic bees,” he insisted, 1 
•shrugged. "Besides,” he said, "dark green is very unfashionable. 
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People saw too much of it during the Empire, And velvet. Velvet 
in the spring! Have you any pale lilac muslin?” 

I looked along the shelves. Muslin — rose-coloured muslin, yel- 
low muslin, violet muslin — Sure enough, on the top shelf. There 
jnust be a ladder somewhere, perhaps . . , Yes, there was the ladder. 
I leaned it against the shelves, crept shakily up and fished out the 
violet muslin. "The Empress Josephine has ordered a pale-lilac 
gown. Pale lilac is a colour of mourning. The Empress needs the 
gown to receive the Tsar.” 

I almost fell off the ladder. "She's going to — receive — the Tsar.^ ' 

"Naturally. She’s looking forward to his visit, so she can discu.ss 
her financial situation with him. The financial affairs of the Bona- 
partes are already being negotiated. Apparently they’re being gener- 
ous and letting these parvenus have pensions. Have you any pale 
lilac muslin or not?” 

I climbed down the ladder with the roll. Peeled off some of the 
transparent thin material for him to see. 

"Too dark,” he declared. 

"The colour of lilac blooms," I contradicted, "and exactly right 
af the moment.” 

He looked at rne disdainfully. "Why do you say that?" 

"It’s becoming, and slightly melancholy. Just right for Josephine. 
By the way — we’re selling now strictly for cash.” 

"That’s out of the que.stion. Our customers don’t pay us prompt!)'. 
Naturally, as soon as the situation is clarified, mademoiselle . , 

"The situation is clarified. The franc is falling. We sell only for 
cash.” I took the roll from the desk and carried it back to the 
shelvc.s. 

"Where is M. Legrand?” Le Roy’s buyer grumbled, 

"I told you he isn’t here.” 

His eyes roved hungrily over the half-empty .shelves. "You ve 
iiardly anything left,” he remarked. 

I nodded. "Yes, we’re pretty well sold out. And for cash." 

He stared, as though in a trance, at a few rolls of satin. "Marslrai 
Ney’s wife,” he murmured, 

"Light-blue satin?” 1 suggested. "Mme Ney is ejuite ruddy and 
wears light blue well." 



He looked at oie curiously. '‘You’re well informed, little one, 
well versed in the silk trade, mademoiselle—.^” 

"Desiree,” I said amiably. "Well, how shall we dress Mine Nfc)' 
for her presentation to the Bourbons in the Tuileries?” 

"You sound so bitter, Mile Desire. You’re not a secret Bonapart- 
ist?” 

"Take a light blue for Mme Ney. You can have the satin at the 
prewar price.’’ From the roll hung a label in Etienne’s spidery hand- 
writing. The price was on it, I named the sum. 

"ITl give you a receipt,” he said. 

"You will pay cash or leave the satin here, I have other customers." 

He counted out the money on the desk. 

"And the lilac muslin.?” I asked, while I measured out eight 
metres of satin, and took the large pair of scissors from the window 
sill. Then, very daringly, i made a tiny incision in the material, and 
tore it across firmly — just as I’d seen Etienne and Papa rip off a 
length of silk. 

"The Empress herself never pays cash,” he grumbled. I ignored 
him, "Seven metres of muslin,” he sighed. 

"Take nine metres, She’ll want a shawl to go with the gown,” I 
.idvised him, and measured off nine metres. In the meantime he un- 
happily counted out the money on the desk for Josephine’s mel- 
ancholy dress. 

“And ask Legrand to reserve the green velvet witli the gold bees 
for us until this evening,” he hurled at me as he left. That I 
promised him gladly. 

I served three more customers, climbing constantly up and down 
the ladder. Finally Legrand returned. The shop happened to be 
empty. . 

"Have you collected all the accounts, monsieur.?’’ 

"Not all, but several. Here-—” He handed me a leather pouch 
full of banknotes. 

"Write it all down and I’ll sign a receipt,” I said, 

He began to write. How long would we be able to live on this 
money? One week, two weeks? .He shoved tlie slip of paper to me 
for my signature. I thought a minute, and wuote, Des;ree, Crown 
Princess of Sweden, nee He poured sand on my signature. 
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"From now on, Hi settle regularly with my brother, Etienne,” I said. 
"And, M. Legrand, stodc lilac muslin— the newest thing, you’ll soon 
see. And the green velvet Madame Mere returned is reserved for 
Le Roy. No, Fm not joking, Le Roy really wants it. Au revoir, M. 
Legrand.” 

"Highness . . 

I'he little bell over the shop door jingled again. My carriage was 
s\'aiting. As I got in, the coachman wordlessly handed me a news- 
paper, I told him to drive to the rue d’ Anjou, On the way I read 
the special edition. The carriage rocked, the letters danced , . . 

The Allied Powers having proclaimed that the Emperor Napoleon was 
the sole obstacle to the establishment of peace in Europe, the Emperor 
Napoleon, faithful to his oath, declares that he renounces for himself and 
his heirs the thrones of France and Italy and that there is no personal 
sacrifice, even of his life, which he is not prepared to make on behalf 
of France. 

And all that in a single sentence. . . . We’ll have roast veal foi 
dinner. I must be careful of my handbag, I had stuffed all the notes 
into it. The air smelt of spring. But the people in the streets looked 
disgruntled. People don’t understand why they must still go hungry 
sifter a \var. The women stood, as always, in snaky lines in front of 
the bakers’ shops, and wore w'hite cockades. Copies of the special 
edition, announcing the abdication, lay discarded in the gutters. 

With a jolt, the carriage stopped. A line of gendarmes barred the 
entrance to the rue d’Anjou. A gendarme shouted something to the 
coadiman. lie got down from the box and opened the carriage door. 
"We can’t drive any farther; the rue d’Anjou Ls cordoned off. The 
Tsar is expected.” 

"But I must go to the rue d’Anjou, 1 live there.” The coachman 
explained this to the gendarme, "Persons who can prove they live 
in the rue d’ Anjou may enter, but only on foot,” I was informed. I 
alighted and paid tire coachman. 

Gendarmes were lined up on both sides of the road. There wasn’t 
a soul in the street, my footsteps echoed. Almost at my house I was 
stopped. A mounted police captain trotted toward me. "You ma}- 
go no faftber.” 



I looked up at him. His face was familiar. I recognized him as 
the same man who for years had guarded our house on behalf of the 
Minister of Police. I never found out whether we were supposed to 
consider the man as a guard of honour or as a spy. Napoleon had 
the houses of his marshals watched by the police day and night. 

The captain was an older man in a very down-at-the-heels uniform, 
On his shabby three-cornered hat there was a dark spot where, until 
two days ago, he’d worn a blue-white-red cockade. He had deliber- 
ately left the dark spot uncovered. Beside it was attached his white 
cockade, which he had to wear by decree of the new government. 

"Let me through. You know I live in that house.” I indicated it 
with a lift of my chin. In front of the entrance, gendarmes were 
massing. 

"In half an hour, His Majesty the Tsar of Russia will call on Her 
Royal Highness, the Crown Princess of Sweden. I have orders to 
let no one pass the house,” he snarled without looking at me. 

So the Tsar was coming to see me, the Tsar. . . , "Then let me 
through quickly, I must change,” I stormed. 

But the shabby captain still wouldn’t look at me. 1 stamped my 
foot. "Look at me, you’ve known me for years. You know perfectly 
well that I live in that house!” 

'T had mistaken Your Highness for the wife of Marshal Berna- 
dette,” he said, looking at me at last. His eyes gleamed wickedly. 
"I beg your pardon — a mistake. Your Highness must be ready to 
receive the Tsar!” Then he shouted, "Clear the way for the Crown 
Princess of Sweden!” 

I ran the gauntlet between the rows of gendarmes. My feet were 
like lead. But I ran. ... At home they'd been waiting for me 
frantically, the door flew open as I approached. Marie grabbed my 
arm. "Hurry, hurry — in half an hour the Tsar will be here.” 

Pierre was balancing on his crutches in the door of the porter’s 
quarters. I tossed my handbag to him. "Here — we’re out of the 
woods. At least for the moment,” I said. 

I can’t remember how' I got to my dressing room. Marie ripped 
off my clothes and flung a dressing gown around me. Yvette began 
to brush my hair. 1 closed my eyes, exhausted. 
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'Drink this, in one gulp.” Marie had a glass of brandy in her 
hand. . 

"I can’t, Marie, I never drink brandy.” 

"Drink it!” 

I took the glass. My haiids shook. I loathed brandy, but I drank 
it. It burned all the way down. 

"What are you wearing?” Marie asked, 

"I don’t know. I haven’t anything new. Perhaps the violet velvet 
I wore at my farewell audience with the Emperor.” 

Velvet in spring? Violet — becoming and melancholy. 1 rubbed 
my face with rose water, rubbed off the dust of the shop, dabbed 
silver paint on my eyelids — Yvette held my make-up box. 'rhere— 
and now rouge on my cheeks. The powder puff. 

"You still have a quarter of an hour, Eugenie,” Marie said, as 
.she knelt down and took off my shoes and stockings. 

'Til receive the Tsar in the little salon, the whole family is sitting 
in the large one.” A headache hammered at my temples. 

''I’ve already got everything ready in the small salon — champagne 
and sweetmeats, don’t wmrry,” Marie put on my silver sandals. 

At that instant, I saw Julie in the mirror. She had on one of her 
purple gowns, and held one of her small crowns in her hand. 

"Shall I wear a crown or not, Desiree?” 

I turned and looked at her uncomprehendingiy, Siie was so thin 
that the purple gown, which was so pitifully unbecoming to her. 
hung in loose folds, “Why on earth should you wear a crown?” 

"I thought — I mean — ^when you present me to the Tsar, you will 
surely call me by my old title, ...” 

I turned away and spoke into the mirror. "Do you really want 
to be presented to the Tsar, Julie?” 

She nodded emphatically. "Of course. Fll ask him to protect tny 
interests and the children’s. The Tsar of Russia ...” 

"You should be ashamed of yourself, Julie Clary,” I whispered. 
"Napoleon abdicated just a few hours ago. His family shared in his 
success; you got tw'O crowns from him. Now you must wait to see 
what’s decided about you. Your interests— ” I sw'-allow'ed hard, my 
mouth was dry. "Julie, you aren’t a queen any more. You arc Julie 
Bonaparte, nee Clary, No more, but also no less,” 



Something clattered to the floor. Her little crown. She slammed 
the door behind her, I blinked my eyes — the pain in my head was 
blinding. Yvette put the earrings of the Queen Mother of Sweden 
in my ears. 

"They’ve been asking all day where you’ve been," Marie said, and 
helped me up. 

"What did you tell them.?’’ 

"Nothing. But you stayed out a long time.’’ 

"I sent the manager around to collect outstanding accounts. So 
1 had to stay in the shop to wait on the customers.’’ 

Take ofl dressing gown, put on violet velvet gown, sit down again 
— I went through the motions mechanically. 

"Five minutes to go," Marie said, Yvette tied up my curls with a 
rose-coloured ribbon. Marie asked, "How is the silk business?" 

"Flourishing. Satin and muslin for new court dresses for the 
old marshals’ wives. Give me another glass of brandy, Marie." 

She poured it out without a word. Without a word I drank it 
down. It burned, but very pleasantly. I looked in the mirror. My 
eyes seemed unnaturally large under the silver lids. Perhaps I should 
powder over the blue shadows below them? The last time I wore 
this dress, I had a bouquet of violets. Too bad I have none today. . . . 

"By the way, Eugenie, someone sent flowers for you. Violets. 
They're on the mantelpiece in the little salon. It’s time you went 
down.” 

I don’t know whether the brandy or my fatigue was responsible 
— at any rate I floated down the stairs as in a dream. Below' in the 
hall they were all assembled. Marcelline in a ball dress of Julie’s. 
My nephew, the General, in a well-brushed dress uniform; Mmc la 
Flotte in her best gown, Julie’s daughters with purple ribbons in 
their hair, Tlie small sons of Hortense all spick and span. Count 
Rosen in his Swedish gala-uniform with the brilliant aide's sash. 
Colonel Viilatte, in the background, in his threadbare field uniform. 

Viliatte came over to me. "Your Highness, may I beg to be 
excused during the Tsar's visit? I’ll never forget Your Highne.ss’ 
indulgence.” 

I nodded, preoccupied, and looked from one to the other of them. 
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"Please go into the large salon. I will receive the Tsar in the little 
salon." 

Why did they stare at me in such surprise? "Count Rosen, 1 see 
you have an aide’s uniform." 

"His Highness sent it to me by a Rus.sian officer." 

Jean-Baptiste thinks of everything, "You will escort me to the 
small salon, Count." 

"And we — ?" Marcelline blurted out. 

1 was already at the door. "I wouldn’t ask any Frenchman, or 
Frenchwoman to be presented to the sovereign of an Allied Pow'er 
before peace has been concluded between France and the Allies. As 
far as I know, the Emperor did not formally abdicate until today," 
I said. 

Marius blushed. Marcelline seemed quite put out. La Flotte bit 
her lip. The children cried, "May we at least peep through the 
keyhole?" 

The little salon was spotless. On the little table in front of the 
mirror there were champagne glasses and sweetmeats. On the 
mantelpiece, a silver basket of violets — they were pathetically small 
and wilted — and a sealed envelope. Then — the blare of trumpets 
and the sound of horses’ hooves. The Tsar is, of course, always ac- 
companied by his bodyguard. A carriage stopped. I stood stiffly erect 
in the middle of the room. 

The door was flung open, A dazzling white uniform, sparkling 
gold epaulettes, a giant with a round boyish face, blond curls and 
an unaffected smile, and behind him, right behind him — Talleyrand. 
Behind them both milled many foreign uniforms. I bowed, and held 
out my hand for the blond giant to kiss. 

"Your Highness, it is my sincere desire to pay my respects to the 
wife of the man who has contributed so much to the liberation of 
Europe," said the Tsar. 

My two servants crept noiselessly around, serving champagne. The 
Tsar sat down beside me on the small sofa. In the armchair opposite 
— the embroidered frock coat of M. Talleyrand. 

"The Prince of Benevent was kind enough to place his house at 
my disposal." The Tsar smiled graciously. Does he always wear a 
gleaming white uniform? In battle, too? Nonsense, the Tsar i.sn't 



a general, but an elegant gentleman, who waits on a horse at his 
headquarters for reports of victories. Only Jean-Baptiste is both a 
juince and a general. ... I drank champagne and smiled. 

■'I arn exceedingly sorry that Your Highness’ husband didn’t enter 
Paris at my side,” The blue eyes narrowed. "I had counted on him. 
Wc exchanged numerous letters while our troops were crossing the 
iUiine. We had a slight difference of opinion on the future frontiers 
of France.” 

I smiled and drank champagne. 

”1 w'anted His Highness to take part in the deliberations over the 
nevr form of government for France. After all, His Highness is 
better informed about the wishes of the French people than I — or 
than our dear cousins, the Austrian Emperor and the King of Prussia. 
Besides, the individual rulers and their advisers tend to consider 
their own interests.” 

He emptied his glass in one gulp, and held it out absent-mindedly 
to an aide. The aide refilled it. Neither of my .servants was allowed 
near the Tsar. 1 continued to smile, 

"I'm awaiting impatiently for your husband's arrival, Highne.s,s. 
Perhaps Your Highness know'.s wdien 1 may expect the Crovn 
Prince?” 

I shook my head and drank champagne. 

"The Provisional Government of France under the leadership of 
our friend, the Prince of Bemevent — ” the Tsar raised bi.s glass to 
lalleyrand, and Talleyrand bowed — "informs us that France longs 
for the return of the Bourbons, and that only the Restoration can 
ensure peace within the country. Personally, this surprises me. What 
i.s Your Highness’ opinion?” 

”1 don’t understand politics, Sire.” 

"In my various discussions with your husband, His Highness gave 
me the impression that the French people are not at all — do not care 
very much for the Bourbon Dynasty. I, therefore, suggested to His 
Highness — ” The Tsar held out his empty glass to tlie aide, and 
looked me full in the face. "Madame, I suggested to your husband 
that he urge the French people to choose their great marshal, Jean- 
Baptiste Bernadotte, Crown Prince of Sweden, a.s the new King of 
France.” 



"And what did my husband answer, Sire?” 

"Oddly enough, Highness, nothing. Our dear cousin, the Crown 
Prince of Sweden, never even answered the letter in which we made 
this suggestion. Furthermore, he’s not arrived in Paris for this 
momentous occasion, and my couriers can’t find him. His Highness 
has — vanished.” 

. He downed his freshly filled glass, and looked at me mournfully. 

"The Emperor of Austria and the King of Prussia are in favour 
of the Bourbon Restoration. England has already placed a man-of- 
war at Louis XVni’s disposal. Since the Swedish Crown Prince 
hasn’t answered me, I shall follow' the wishes of the French Gov- 
ernment — ” his glance sought Talleyrand— "and of my allies.” He 
toyed thoughtfully with his empty glass. "Too bad,” he . said, and 
then abruptly, "What a charming room this is, madame.” 

We stood up, and the Tsar went to the windo'w and looked out 
into the garden. I stood beside him, hardly up to his shoulder. "A 
lovely garden,” he murmured, but he was preoccupied. My little 
garden looked a mess, untidy and neglected. 

"This is Moreau’s former house.” 

The Tsar closed his eyes suddenly as at a painful memory. "A 
cannon shot shattered both his legs. Moreau served on my general 
staff. Fie died early in September. Hadn’t Your Highness heard?” 

I leaned my head against the cool window'pane. "Moreau was an 
old friend of ours. In the days when my husband still hoped the 
Republic could be saved for the French people.” 

I spoke very softly, we w'ere alone, over by the wdndow, the Tsar 
of all the Russias and I. Not even Talleyrand could hear us. 

"And it’s because of this Republic that your husband didn’t accept 
my suggestion, madame?” 

I was silent. 

"No answer is also an answ'er." He smiled. 

Suddenly I thought of something and I was very indignant. 
"Sire — ” 

He leaned over me. "My dear and honoured cousin?" 

"Sire, you offered my husband not only the crown of France 
But also a Rus.sian grand duchess.” 

"'I'hcy say that walls have ears; evidently even the thick walls of 


Abo Castle — ” He laughed. "Do you know what your husband said 
to that, Highness?” 

I said nothing. I wasn't angry any more either, just tired. 

” Tm already married,’ the Crown Prince replied. And the slu:- 
ject was dropped. Do you feel better now, Highness?” 

■'I never really worried, Sire, at least not — about that. Will you 
have another glass of champagne, my dear — cou-sin?” 

Talleyrand appeared and took our glasses. Talleyrand didn't 
leave us alone another second. "If there’s anything I may do for 
you any time, my dear cousin, it would make me very happy.” .said 
the Tsar eagerly. 

‘'You’re very kind, Sire, but I need nothing.” 

"Perhaps a guard of honour of Russian officers?” 

"Oh, please — not that,” I entreated. Talleyrand smiled irwiicaily. 

"I understand,” said the Tsar seriously. "Of course 1 understand, 
dear Cousin.” He bowed over my hand. "If I had had the honour 
of meeting you sooner, Highness, I would never have made that 
.suggestion to the Crowm Prince. I mean the one in Abo.” 

"You meant it well, Sire.” 

“The ladies of my family who might have been considered are. I 
regret, not pretty, while you, dear — very dear Cousin-—"! must go — ” 

The door had long since closed behind my royal guest and his 
aides-de-camp. But I still stood aimlessly in the middle of the salon. 
I was too tired to move. 1 looked around the room tlie Tsvir had jmst 
left and thought about Moreau, who had come from America to fight 
for the freedom of France. Pie didn’t live to .see the white banners, 
the white cockades. . . . The servants began'to clear away the empty 
champagne glasses. My glance fell on the wilted violets, "Count 
Rosen, w'here did those flowers come from?” 

"Caulaincourt brought them. He came from Fontainebleau, and 
was on his way to Talleyrand to turn over the .signed Instrument ot 
Abdication.” 

f went over to the fireplace. So many violets bloom in Fonraiju- 
bleau. The sealed envelope was not addressed. I tore it open. 

A piece of paper empty except for one scrawled initial: Ah 1 
took a handful of the wilted violets out of the basket and held them 
4 S 0 



against my face. They smelled very sweet, very alive, although they 
were already half-dead. 

"Your Highness, forgive me for disturbing you,” Rosen stuttered 
from behind me. 'Tm sorry to trouble you. So far His Highness 
has managed somehow or other to send me my pay. But for weeks 
now, I’ve had no money, there are things I need urgently, and so — ” 

"Pierre, I mean the steward of my household, will give you your 
pay immediately — ” 

"But only, Highness, if you’re sure you’ll not be inconvenienced. 
Your Highness has not received any revenue either for some time." 

"Of course not. That’s why I’m so tired today. I’ve worked all 
day long to earn money for our household.” 

"Highness!” He was horrified, 

"Don’t be shocked. I sold silk. Nothing dishonourable, Count. 
One measures a few metres of satin, a few metres of muslin or velvet 
from a roll, cuts if off, wraps it up, and counts the money. You 
know that I’m the daughter of a silk merchant,” 

"Anyone would have lent Your Highness whatever you needed.” 

"Certainly, Count Rosen. But my husband has finally finished 
paying the House of Vasa’s debts with his personal savings, I don’t 
want to accumulate new debts for the House of Bernadotte. And 
now, dear Count, good night. Make my excuses to my guests, and 
ask Queen Julie to take my place at table. I hope you’ll all enjoy 
the veal roast.” 

Marie was waiting for me at the foot of the stairs. She took my 
arm and helped me walk up. In my dressing room, I stumbled over 
something shiny, and started to pick it up. But Marie said, "Leave 
it, it’s only one of Julie’s crowns.” She undressed me as if I were a 
child. She put me to bed, and tucked the blankets around me the 
way I like them, 

"Imagine! The roast veal burned,” she said gloomily, "The cook 
lingered in the driveway, hoping to see the Tsar.” I closed my eyes. 

I woke up in the middle of the night. Sat up with a start. It wn.s 
very dark and very still. My heart was pounding. I held my head, 
trying to remember. . . . What had awakened me — a thought, a 
dream? I knew suddenly that something was going to happen, this 
very night, perhaps this very hour. Something I’d had a vague pre- 


sentiment about all evening, but I couldn’t think what. First I’d 
been too tired, and then the Tsar had arrived. All at once, it came 
to me. The abdication and the violets. The violets — 

I lit the candle, and went into my dressing room. The newspaper 
lay on the dressing table. Slowly — w'ord for word — 1 read it 
through. ". . . the Emperor Napoleon, faithful to his oath . . . 
renounces . . . the thrones of France and Italy . . . there is no per- 
sonal sacrifice, even of his life, which he is not prepared to . . 

Yes — no sacrifice, even of his life. . . , These words had awakened 
me. If a man feels he’s reached the end of his life, he undoubtedly 
thinks back. To his youth, to the years of hope and expectation. He 
remembers a hedge, a young girl, met by chance, who leaned with 
him against the hedge, not so long ago he saw the girl again, wearing 
violets. In the park at Fontainebleau many violets are now in bloom. 
The soldiers of the guard stand idly in the courtyard with nothing 
more to do. He’ll ask one of them to pick violets while he signs the 
Abdication. Caulaincourt can take the violets when he delivers the 
documents in Paris, a last greeting from a man alone with his 
youth. . . . 

He means to take his own life, the violets prove it. I’ll have 
Villatte ride to Fontainebleau immediately and go straight to Na- 
poleon’s bedroom. Villatte may be too late. But, nevertheless. I 
must call him, I must try, I must ... 

Must I? Why must I stop him.? He’s already at the hedge. Force 
him back because it’s the conventional thing to do? 

. I slid off the chair, lay on the floor, and bit my fist to keep from 
screaming. I didn’t want to wake anyone. The night was very 
long 

Not until dawn did I drag myself back to bed, I ached all over 
and I was cold, terribly cold. After breakfast— chocolate, white 
rolls and sweet marmalade, for we have money again — I sent for 
Colonel Villatte. 

"Please go to Talleyrand’s office this morning, and inquire on my 
behaif about the health of the Emperor.’’ 

I’hen, with Count Rosen, I drove in a hired carriage to the ware- 
house for I’d heard that the Prussians in Paris were "buying" without 
paying, while the Russians, on the other hand, hunted for perfume, 
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They drink the little bottles of scent and say it tastes better than 
brandy. 

As we entered the Claj^ shop, M. Legrand was struggling vaini}’ 
to keep two Prussian soldiers from helping themselves to our last 
rolls of silk. 

I quickly pushed Rosen forward in his Swedish uniform. 

"Paris surrendered on condition that it wmuid not be looted," 
Rosen said politely. 

I prodded him in the back. "Shout at them." 

Rosen took a deep breath and shouted, "I’ll report this to General 
Bliicher!” 

The Prussians muttered, fingered the material again, and finally 
dipped into their pockets and paid for it. 

When we returned to the rue d’ Anjou, the gendarmes had to clear 
the way for us, so great was the crowd by the house. In front of the 
door two Russian guardsmen marched solemnly up and down. As 
I climbed out, they presented arms. They had full beards and looked 
frightening. 

"A guard of honour," Count Rosen murmured. 

"What are all these people waiting for? Why are they staring up 
at the windows?” 

"They’ve probably heard a rumour that His Royal Highness is 
arriving sometime today. After all, tomorrow is the official entry of 
the victorious sovereigns and field marshals into Paris. It’s incon- 
ceivable that His Highness wdll not lead the Sw^edish troops in the 
victory parade.” 

Inconceivable, yes, inconceivable. ... 

Before dinner, Colonel Villatte took me aside. "At first no one 
wanted to talk. But when I said that I asked on behalf of Your 
Highness, Talleyrand told me in confidence,” Villatte whi.spered. 
"It’s unbelievable,” he concluded. With which he followed me into 
the dining room. 

It didn’t occur to me untih dessert that everyone was sitting in 
gloomy silence. Even the children. 

"Is — something wrong?” L asked. 

At first no one answered. Then I saw that juiie beside me win 
ftghting back tears. 


"You act so strange, Desiree,” she said miserably, "so — unap- 
proachable, not like you used to be,” 

"Fm worried, and I sleep so badly, these days are so sad," I saiil 
softly, 

"And you presented none of us to the Tsar,” Julie sobbed. "And 
the children want so much to see the victory parade tomorrow, but 
no one dares ask you if you’ll let us use the carriage with the Swedish 
coat of arms. In your carriage, they’d be safe — ^the poor, pathetic: 
Bonaparte children.” 

I looked at the children. The sons of Hortense and Louis are 
delicate, blond and shy. They don’t remind one in the least of their 
uncle Napoleon. Julie’s Zenai'de, on the contrary, has inherited the 
high Bonaparte forehead. Charlotte, wdth her dark curls, resembles 
my Oscar. 

"Naturally, my carriage is available to anyone who wants to see 
the victorious troops.” 

Julie touched my arm. "That’s sweet of you, Desiree." 

"Why.^ I won’t need it tomorrow. Fm staying home ail day." 


Paris, middle of ApriL 1814 

That night — from the twelfth to the thirteenth of April — 1 didn’t 
blow out the candle on my night table. At about eleven, the murmur 
of voices in front of the house ebbed away. The curious crowd had 
scattered. It was very cpiet in the me d’ Anjou. The footsteps of the 
two Russian sentries echoed. Midnight: still only their footsteps. 
The clock struck one. The day of the victory parade had dawned. 
Every muscle in my bociy was tense. I listened; I thought I would 
go mad, The clock struck two. 

Rolling wheels shattered the silence. They rattled to a stop in . 
front of my house. C lick- clack: the sentries presenting arms. A hard 
knock on the door. Voices. Three, four — but not the voice for 
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sA^hich I waited. I lay rigid, my eyes dosed. Someone ran up the 
stairs. Hurried, tw'o steps at a time. Flung open my bedroom door, 
kissed my mouth, my cheeks, my eyes, my forehead. 

jedn-Baptiste. My Jean-Baptiste. 

"You must have some warm food, you’ve had a long journc-)',’’ 
I said awkwardly and opened my eyes. 

Jean-Baptiste knelt beside my bed, his face on my hand. "A 
journey — yes, a horribly long journey," he said tonelessiy. 

With my free hand I stroked his hair. How light it shone in the 
c'andlelight — it had gone grey, really entirely grey. I sat up. “Come, 
Jean-Baptiste, go to your room and rest. I’ll go to the kitchen and 
make you an omelette, shall I?” 

But he didn’t stir. Pressed his forehead against the side of my 
bed and didn’t move. 

"Jean-Baptiste, you're home, home again at last.” 

He slowly raised his head. The sharp lines around his mouth had 
deepened into furrows, his eyes were blank. 

"Jean-Baptiste, get up! Your room is ready, and—’’ 

He drew his fingers across his brow, as though he wanted to wipe 
away a memory. "Yes, yes — of course. Can you put them all up.^" 
"All?” 

"I haven’t come alone. I’ve brought Brahe as aide-de-camp, and 
Ldwenhjelm as Chamberlain, and Admiral Stedingk, and ..." 

"It’s impossible, the house is already overcrowded. Except for 
your bedroom and dressing room, I haven’t a single room free." 

"Overcrowded?" 

"Julie and her children and the sons of Hortense and . . 

He jumped up. "Do you mean to tell me you’re harbouring all 
these Bonapartes, and supporting them at the expense of the Swedish 
court?” 

"No, I only have Julie and various children — children, Jean- 
Baptiste. My house is open to them. And to the Clarys. You sent 
me the two aides yourself. And the household expenses, as well as 
tJie aides’ salaries and the Swedish servants, I’m paying myself." 

"What do you mean — yourself?” 

"I’m selling silk. In a shop, you know — ’’ I went quickly intn 
my dressing room, and slipped into my beautiful green velvet dres.s- 


ing gown with the sable collar, J came back to him and continued. 
"The firm of Clary. ... So now I’ll make you and your gentlemen 
an omelette,” 

Then a miracle happened. He laughed. Sat on my bed and shook 
with laughter, and held out his arms. "My little girl — my priceless 
little girl. Crown Princess of Sweden and Norway — selling silk. 
Come, come here to me.” 

I went to him. "I don’t see that it’s anything a laugh about,” 1 
protested. "My money was gone. And everything is dreadfully 
expensive, you’ll soon see.” 

"Fourteen days ago 1 sent a courier to you with money," 

"Unfortunately, he didn’t get here. Look, when the gentlemen 
have eaten, we must find hotel rooms for them.” 

He looked serious again, "The Swedish headquarters wdli be in 
a palace in the rue St. Honore. It was requisitioned long ago. My 
staff can probably go right there.” Then he opened the door between 
my bedroom and his. 

I held up the candle. "Your bed is made,” I said, "the bedspread 
has been turned back, everything’s ready for you.” 

But he stared into his bedroom, his familiar room with the famil- 
iar furniture, as though he’d never seen it before. "I’ll stay at the 
Swedish headquarters, too,” he said without expression. And hastily, 
"I’ll have to receive a great many people. And this wouldn’t do — 
1 can’t receive them here, Desiree! Don’t you understand?” 

"You won’t live here any more?” I was dismayed. 

He put his arm around my shoulder. "I’ve only come back to 
Paris so that the Swedish troops can take part in the victory parade. 
Besides, I must confer with the Tsar. But I’ll tell you one thing, 
Desiree, I’ll never return to this room, never!” 

"Five minutes ago you wanted to live here with your entire stafl," 
1 exclaimed angrily, 

"That was before I’d seen my room again. Forgive me, it was 
my mistake. But there’s no return from where I’ve come.” He 
held me close, "There — and now let’s go down. My gentlemen 
hope that you will welcome them. And Fernand has probably pre- 
pared a meal,” 



Fernand. . . . The thought of him and the roses in our bridal 
bed helped me back to reality. I put on rouge and powder. 

Arm in arm, Jean-Baptiste and I walked into the dining room. 
1 would gladly have kissed my erstwhile young knight, the young 
Count Brahe. But Lowenhjelm, who had once tried so hard to teach 
me Swedish etiquette, stood beside him. So I didn’t dare. Admiral 
Stedingk, covered with orders and decorations, came up to me. And 
Fernand, in a brand-new livery with Swedish gold buttons. 

"How is Oscar. I asked. For months my child had lived alone 
among strangers in Stockholm. Jean-Baptiste extracted some letters 
from his breast pocket. 

"The Heir Apparent has composed a regimental march,” he an- 
nounced proudly. For a moment my heart beat happily, the candles 
burned brightly; Oscar is composing. 

Fernand's coffee tasted bitter and yet sweet. Like his homecoming. 
I thought. We sat in front of the fireplace in the large salon. The 
far end of the room was in darkness. But Jean-Baptiste peered into 
the darkness and at the portrait of the First Consul. Our conversa- 
tion subsided. There was a painful silence. Suddenly Jean-Baptiste 
turned to me, and demanded cuttingly, "And — he.?” 

"The Emperor is waiting in Fontainebleau for his fate to be de 
cided. And last night he tried to commit suicide.” 

"What?” they all cried together — Brahe, Lowenhjelm, Stedingk, 
Rosen. Only Jean-Baptiste said nothing. 

"Since the Russian campaign, the Emperor has always carried 
poison,” I said, and watched the flickering flames. "Today, or rather 
last night, he swallowed this poison. His valet saw him and — took 
action at once. That’s all.” 

"What action?” Lowenhjelm asked in surprise. 

"If you must know, the story is that Constant, the valet, stuck hi.s 
finger down the Emperor’s throat, and he threw up. Then he called 
Caulaincourt, and Caulaincourt forced the Emperor to drink some 
milk. The Emperor had severe cramps for a while, but this morning 
he got up as msuai and dictated letters.” 

"That’s grotesque,” Stedingk declared, shaking his head, ’'Tragic 
and comic, too. Stuck a finger down his throat. Why didn't he 
shoot himself?” 


I didn’t answer. Jean-Baptiste gnawed on his lower lip and stared 
into the fire, his mind seemed far away. And again this heavy 
silence. Brahe cleared his throat. "Your Plighness, about the victory 
parade tomorrow — ’’ 

Jean-Baptiste pulled himself together, and as he had before in 
my room drew his hand across his forehead. His absent-minded 
expression changed, he came over to us, and began to speak clearly 
and precisely. "In the first place, any possible misunderstanding be- 
tween the Tsar and me must be cleared up. The Tsar, as you gentle- 
men know, expected me to cross the Rhine with the Prussians and 
the Russians. However, I led our troops northward, and took part 
in not a single battle on the soil of France. Should my allies take 
exception — ’’ He stopped. 

I looked at Brahe. Hesitantly he answered my silent question. 
"We’ve been driving around for weeks aimlessly, Your Highness, in 
Belgium, and in France. His Highness wanted to see the battle- 
fields^ — ’’ Brahe looked at me helplessly and added, "His Highness 
could agree to this trip to Paris only with a heavy heart.” 

"In the villages where there’s been fighting, not one stone remains 
on another. That’s not the way to make war, not that,” said Jean- 
Baptiste between his teeth. 

Then Lowenhjelm determinedly opened the portfolio he’d been 
carrjdng around the whole time. A package of letters came to view. 
"Your Flighness, I have here all the Tsar’s handwritten letters th.at 
have not yet been answered,” he said loudly. "About ...” 

"Don’t say it,” Jean-Baptiste shouted. I’d never seen him so out 
of control. Then he leaned forward, and stared into the fire. The 
eyes of the Swedes turned on me. I was their last hope. 

"Jean-Baptiste,” I began. He didn’t move. So I went over and 
knelt beside him and laid my head on his arm. "Jean-Baptiste, you 
must let the gentlemen speak out. The Tsar suggested that you 
become King of France, didn’t he?” 

He stiffened, but I went right on. "You haven’t answered the 
Tsar. That’s why Count d’ Artois, Louis XVIII’s brother, will arrive 
in Paris tomorrow to prepare for the return of the Bourbons. The 
Tsar has finally agreed to the proposals of the other Allies and 
Talleyrand’s suggestions,” 


'The Tsar will never understand why I didn’t cross the Rhine 
with him, why I wouldn’t fight on French soil, why, above all, I 
haven’t responded to his various suggestions. But Sweden can’t 
afford a breach v/ith the Tsar — can’t you see.?” 

"Jean-Baptiste, the Tsar is proud to be your friend. And he un- 
derstands perfectly M'-hy you couldn’t accept the crown of France. 

! explained it all to him.” 

"You — explained— it ail to him.?’’ Jean-Baptiste grabbed ni) 
shoulder, looked me full in the face. 

"Yes, he came to pay his respects to the wife of the victor of 
Leipzig.” 

How relieved they were, Jean-Baptiste and his Swedes, I stood 
up. "And now^ I’ll wdsh you good night — or rather good morning, 
gentlemen. You’ll want a few hours’ rest before the victory parade. 
I hope by now^ everything has been made ready for you in the rue 
St. Honore.” 

Then I hurried out of the salon. There are limits, and 1 couldn’t 
bear to watch Jean-Baptiste leave his owm home to spend the night 
in a palace around the corner. He caught up wdth me on the stairs, 
put his arm across my shoulders, and leaned heavily on me, all the 
way to my bedroom. There he dropped dowm on my bed. I knelt 
beside him and tried to take off his boots. I pulled and pulled. 
"You must help, Jean-Baptiste, or I’ll never get them off.” 

"If you knew' how' tired I am — ” 

He let me undress him like a child. Finally i pulled the covers 
over us both, and blew out the candle. But the morning was airead) 
beginning to creep relentlessly in through the cracks in the shutters. 
"This damnable victory parade . . . ” he mumbled. Then, "I can't 
march down the Champs Elysees hiip-two-three-four at the head of 
the Northern Army — -I can’t.” 

"Of course you can. The Swedes have fought gallantly for the 
liberation of Europe, and naturally they w'ant to march in the Pari.s 
parade, led by their crown prince. How long will it take? An hour, 
two at the most. It will be much easier than — Leipzig, Jean- 
Baptiste.” 

He moaned and put his head on my shoulder. "At Gro.ssbeeren. 
he sent my oldest regiments against me. ...” 


“Forget it, Jean-Baptiste, forget it.” I hated myself, but I went 
on, “Remember why you fought!” 

"Why did I? For the Restoration of the Bourbons, perhaps, 
Desiree? Exactly what did you say to the Tsar?” 

“That in France you’re a Republican, and in Sweden a crown 
prince. In somewhat different words, Jean-BaptLste. But he under- 
stood me.” 

His breathing was quieter. “Did you tell him anything else, little 

girl?” 

"Yes, that you didn’t want the French crown, but longed with all 
your heart for a Russian grand duchess. So he w'ouldn’t think you’d 
turn down all his suggestions!” 

“Mmmm.” 

“Are you asleep, Jean-Baptiste?” 

“Mmmm.” 

“The Tsar thinks you’d better stay with me. He .says the grand 
duchesses he knows are not at all pretty.” 

“Mmmm.” 

At last he fell asleep. He slept only briefly and restlessly, as a 
traveller in an unfamiliar bed in a strange inn. 

Marie and Fernand squabbled in my dressing room — over the 
large flatiron. Jean-Baptiste lifted his head from my shoulder. 

“Brahe,” he cried. "What’s going on in front of my tent?” 

“Go back to sleep, Jean-Baptiste.” 

“Brahe, tell Lowenhjelm ..." 

“Jean-Baptiste, in the first place, you’re not in a tent, but in your 
wife’s bedroom. Secondly, you’re hearing only the usual squabble 
between Marie and Fernand. Go to sleep.” 

But Jean-Baptiste sat up. And looked thoughtfully around ni)- 
r{3om. A look of farewell, not of homecoming. Fernand’s voice rose 
angrily, “No, your large flatiron for the dress uniform.” 

At that Jean-Baptiste got up and went to his dressing room. 1 
rang, and Marie brought breakfast for two, “Tire Marshal should 
have left Fernand at home,” she grumbled. 

“What do you mean, at home?” I demanded. 

She shrugged, “With the icicles. In Stockholm," 


The door between my dressing room and jean-Baptiste’s was ajar, 

I heard the following conversations;: 

Fernand: "Brahe and Lowenhj elm have reported for duty. Your 
Highness, rooms in the rue St. Honore are ready. Yesterday the Tsar 
moved over to the Elysee Palace, to the Russian headquarters. Mmc 
Julie used to live there. The parade begins at tw^o o’clock. Cannon 
have been placed in front of Your Highness’ headquarters, for rea- 
sons of security. The rue St. Honore will be closed off. Demonstra- 
tions, Highness, mobs 

Jean-Baptiste said something. I couldn’t catch. 

"All right — no mobs. A.s Your Highness commands — passers-by. 
Anyway, the police believe, Your Highness, that these passers-by 
intend to ..." 

The rest was drowned out by a splash of water. As usual ever)' 
morning, Fernand was giving Jean-Baptiste a cold rub-down. "Send 
up Brahe and Lowenhjelm," 

Brahe’s voice: "Wetterstedt has arrived, with his attaches," 

I mulled over Wetterstedt. Of course — Chancellor Wetterstedt 

Brahe: "Wetterstedt has already been in touch with Metternidi 
and the English. And, what’s more, our headquarters are being be- 
sieged. ’’ 

Jean-Baptiste: "By the passers-by.^’’ 

"No, the street was closed long ago. Gendarmes and Cossacks 
are forming cordons. The Tsar has placed an entire regiment at our 
disposal." 

Jean-Baptiste spoke very rapidly, and I could understand only a 
few words. "Definitely Swedish dragoons . . , under no conditions 
Russian sentries ..." 

Chamberlain Lowenhjelm: "Our headquarters are besieged b) 
visitors. Talleyrand wants to welcome Your Highness in the name 
of the French Government. Marshals Ney and Marmont left their 
cards. The personal aide-de-camp of the King of Prussia called. 
The English Ambas.sador. A delegation from the citizens nf 
Paris ..." 

Brahe: "Colonel Vhllatte asks to be received." 

Jean-Baptiste: "Have him come in at once. I have very little 
time." . 



I tiptoed into Jean-Baptiste’s dressing room. My husband stood 
in front of the tail mirror, buttoning the tunic of his Swedish field 
marshal’s uniform. Fernand sprayed him with eau de cologne and 
then handed him the Grand Cross of the Legion of Honour. Jean- 
Baptiste, from long habit, took the chain and started to hang it 
around his neck. Suddenly he hesitated. 

"Your Highness must dress for the parade now,” Lowenhjelm 
reminded him. "After the gala breakfast of His Russian Majesty, 
there’ll be no time to change.” 

So Jean-Baptiste reluctantly put on the chain, and the Star of the 
Legion of Honour. His eyes narrowed, "Parade — Marshal Berna- 
dotte,” he murmured to the dejected face in his mirror. Just then 
in came Villatte. Jean-Baptiste turned quickly, went to him, and 
clapped him on the shoulder. "Villatte. How happy I am to see 
you again.” 

Villatte stood at attention. 

Jean-Baptiste shook his shoulder. "Well, old comrade?” But 
Villatte didn’t budge. His face was stubborn, Jean-Baptiste’ s hand 
slipped from his friend’s shoulder. 

"C^n I do something for you, Colonel?” 

"I hear that yesterday the Allied Powers agreed to the release of 
all French prisoners of war. I therefore ask for — my release.” 

I laughed. But my laughter died. Villatte wasn’t' joking, his sel- 
face was deeply sad. 

"Naturally, Colonel. You are entirely your own master,” said 
Jean-Baptiste quickly. "But I’d be very glad if, for a while, you’d 
stay with us as our guest.” 

"I thank Your Highness for your friendly offer. I must, unfor- 
tunately, decline it, and beg Your Highness to excu.se me.” He 
came quickly over to me and bowed low. 

Over his shoulder I saw how grey Jean-Baptistc's face was. "Vil- 
latte,” I whispered, "you’ve gone a long way with us. Stay with us. 
won’t you?” 

"The Emperor has released his. army from their oaths,” Jean-Bap- 
tiste said hoarsely. "I hear that some of the marshals have called on 
me. So why . . 

That’s why, Highness. Only a few guards’ regiments have re- 


mained in Fontainebleau. The marshals haven't even considered it 
worth their while to take leave of their former commander in chief. 
I’m only a colonel, Highness, But I know what’s right. From Fon- 
tainebleau I rejoin my regiment.” 

When I looked up again, Villatte had gone, and Jean-Bapti.ste was 
wrapping on his Swedish sash. “Before you go, I want to speak to 
you a moment alone, Jean-Baptiste," I said, and went back to ni)- 
dressing room. He follow^ed me. I waved him into the chair in 
front of the dressing table. “Sit down.” 

Then I took my little jar of rouge, and began carefully, very care- 
fully, to paint his grey cheeks. 

“You’re crazy, Desiree — I won’t have it,” he objected. 

Carefully I rubbed in the rouge, he really began to look mure 
natural. “There — ” I said with satisfaction. "You can’t ride at the 
head of your victorious troops along the Champs Elysees with a face 
like death. When you come as a victor, you must also look like a 
victor.” 

He shook his head in revulsion. “I can't,” It sounded like a sob. 
“You — I can’t.” 

I put my hands on his shoulders. “And after the victory parade, 
Jean-Baptiste, you must appear at the gala performance at the Thea- 
tre Fran^ais, You owe it to Sweden. I’m afraid you must go now, 
dearest.” 

He leaned back. His head lay against my breast, his pale lips 
were chapped and sore. “In all France I think there’ll be only one 
other as lonely as I during this parade — ^Napoleon.” 

“Nonsense. You’re not lonely. After all, I’m with you and not 
with him. Go on now, the gentlemen are waiting.” 

He rose obediently, and pressed my hand to his lips. “Promise me 
you won’t watch the parade. I don’t want — I don’t want you to see 
me. ...” 

“Of course not, Jean-Baptiste. I’ll be in the garden, thinking 
about you.” 

When the bells started to peal, I went out to the garden, 'Ihe)- 
announced the beginning of the victory parade, and rang continu- 
ously ail the while the . victorious troops, led by the Tsar of Russia, 



the Emperor of Austria, the King of Prussia, and the Crown Prince 
of Sweden, marched happily through Paris. 

The children had driven off with Mme la Flotte and their gov- 
erness in my carriage. At the last moment, my nephew Marius, and 
Marceliine climbed in, too. Eleaven knows how they all found room. 
Julie stayed in bed, and had Marie put cold compresse.s on her fore- 
head. She was hurt because Jean-Baptiste had forgotten to speak to 
her. I had given my servants tlie day off. That’s how I came to be 
sitting alone in the garden, and no one announced my unexpected 
caller. 

This unexpected visitor had found the house door open, had 
come in and wandered through the deserted salons. Finally he came 
to the garden. I didn’t notice him, because my eyes were closed and 
I was thinking about Jean-Baptiste. The Champs Elysees will seem 
endless today, Jean-Baptiste, endless. 

"Highness," a voice shouted above the bells. Startled, I opened 
my eyes. A man was doubled over in a deep bow^ before me. He 
straightened up — a pointed nose, little eyes with pin-point pupils, 
So he’s still around. When Napoleon discovered that his Minister 
of Police was negotiating secretly with the English, he threw him 
out. But shortly before the Battle of Leipzig, he appointed him 
Governor of some Italian province to keep Fouche away from Pari.s. 
The former Jacobin wore an inconspicuous frock coat, and an enor- 
mous white cockade. 

Helplessly, I indicated the garden bendi. In a fia.sh, he sat down 
beside me and began to talk. But the bells drowned out his words. 
He regretfully shrugged his shoulders and smiled. I turned my 
head away, Jean-Baptiste, it can’t go on much longer. . . . 

The bells ceased, 

"Forgive me, Your Highness, if I’m disturbing — " 

I’d forgotten Fouche. Unwillingly, I looked at him. 

'Tve come with a message from Talleyrand to Mme Julie Bona- 
parte," rie began, and took a document out of his breast pocket. 
"Talleyrand i.s very busy these days, while I— r" he smiled pitifiilly-- 
" unfortunately— am not. And as I wanted to call again on Y"our 
Highness in any case, I suggested to Talleyrand that I bring this 
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document with me. It concerns the future of members of the Bona- 
parte family,” 

He handed me a copy of a long legal document. 'Til give it to 
ray sister,” I said. 

He tapped the document with his forefinger. "Look at the list. 
Your Highness.” 

It read: 

To the Emperor's mother: 300,000 francs; King Joseph: 500,000 
francs; King Louis: 200,000 francs; Queen Hortense and her children: 

400.000 francs; King Jerome and his Queen; 500,000; Princess Elisa: 

300.000 francs; Princess Pauline: 300,000 francs. 

"Yearly, Your Highness, yearly,” Fouche explained. "The Em- 
peror’s family will receive property or revenue from the state funds, 
and these sums will be guaranteed them annually. Our new Govern- 
ment is truly generous, Your Highness.” 

"Where will the members of the family live?” 

"Abroad, Highness, never in France.” 

Julie, who always felt miserable away from home — an exile. A 
lifelong — exile. And w'hy? Because I once brought Joseph to our 
house. I must try to help her, I thought. I’ll do all I can to help her. 

"You will ask His Highness to do what he can for Mme Julie 
Bonaparte, won’t yau? Perhaps you yourself will go to King Louis 
and intercede for her. King Louis . . .” I repeated, and tried to get 
used to the words, at least. 

"His Majesty is expected in the Tuiieries within the next few 
days,” 

"What has this King Louis done with himself during the long 
years of his exile? How has he kept busy?” I a.sked. I wanted to 
visualize the future of the Bonaparte brothers, 

"His Majesty was mostly in England, and filled his time with 
study. Flis Majesty translated Gibbon’s great wrark, history of the 
Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire, into French.” 

Translated history instead of making it, I said to myself, 

"Will this King Louis bring his own court to Paris?” 

"Obviously, The really faithful followers of the House of Buur- 





bon are now returning to France with him. Therefore, may 1 ask 
Your Highness — ” 

I looked at him in astonishment. He never noticed at all. 

■' — to say a good word for me. Perhaps His Majesty won’t till ail 
the positions with Frenchmen who have lived abroad since the Revo' 
lution. If someone brought up my name ...” 

"Surely no one has forgotten you, M. Fouche. I was still only a 
child, but I remember distinctly the many death sentences you 
signed.” 

"Your Highness, that is forgotten.” He straightened his whitc- 
cockade. "It must be brought to mind that, in the last few years, I’ve 
.secretly tried to negotiate a peace with England. General Bonaparte 
denounced me as a traitor. I risked my life, Your Highness.” 

I looked again at the document in my hand. "And — General 
Bonaparte.?” 

"Very favourable conditions. The General may himself choose a 
residence anywhere outside France — an island, for instance, Elba— 
or he can go overseas. A troop of four hundred men, whom he maj' 
choose himself, can accompany him. Besides, he may retain the title 
of Emperor. Generous, extremely generous, isn’t it?” 

"What has the Emperor decided?” 

"They’re discussing Elba. A charming littie island, reminiscent 
of the Emperor’s birthplace. The same vegetation as Corsica, I hear,” 

"And the Empress?” 

"Will become Duchess of Parma. That i.s, if she renounces hei 
son’s right of succession. But these details will be decided in Vienna 
at a large congress. The formation of a ew Europe. The dynasties, 
dispossessed by Napoleon, will return to their thrones. An ac- 
knowledgment of legitimacy, Your Highness. ... I gather that His 
Highness will also go to Vienna. To press his claim to the Swedish 
throne.” Fouche cleared his throat mildly. "I hear that, unfortu- 
nately, some of the Russians and the Austrians have declared that 
His Highness has no — we’d say legitimate’ — claim. I, naturally, am 
at His Highness’ service, to represent him in Vienna, and ...” 

I stood up. ‘T don’t understand what you mean. IT! give tlie 
document to ray sister.” If he’d stayed another minute, I would 
have had hysterics. 
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TJicn 1 discovered the first daisies in the grass. And the buds on 
tlie rosebushes. Spring had come, and I hadn’t noticed. How sweet 
the spring air was in Paris! They can’t drive Julie away. , . , 

Children’s voices cut through the stillne.ss. They were back from 
the parade, and ran to me — two tall, thin girls in little rose-coloured 
jackets, and two blond boys in cadet uniforms. 

"Aunt Desiree, Uncle was magnificent.” Charlotte was breathless 
with excitement. "He rode on a white horse, and wore a violet 
velvet coat — so elegant — ” 

"It wasn’t a coat,” her cousin, Charles Louis Napoleon, inter- 
rupted seriously, "but a cape. On his hat he had white ostrich 
feathers, and in his hand a silver baton." 

"That’s the field marshal’s baton,” Napoleon Louis explained. 

"Unde Marius said it w^as his old French marshal’s baton,” whis- 
pered Zenaide. 

"And his face! As though it were carved out of marble, Auni 
Marceiline said,” from Charlotte. 

"So pale.^” I asked, w'orried. 

"No — so, you know, immovable. Like a statue. . . . The Tsar 
.smiled all the time, and the old Emperor of Austria waved to the 
crowd, but the King of Prussia — ” The children giggled. "The 
Prussian King made a dreadful face and frowned. So we’d all be 
more afraid of him in future, Uncle Marius said.” 

"And the people, the other spectators. What did they say.^” 

"All sorts of things. There was so much to see. The foreign 
uniforms, and the Tsar’s beautiful horse- — and did you know that, 
besides their guns, the Co.ssacl<:s carry long whips.^ Everyone laughed 
at the Prussians, they kick their legs up so high when they march in 
a parade, and ...” 

"And while Uncle Jean-Baptiste rode by, what did the people 
say.?” 

The ciiildren looked at each other. 

"Aunt, all at once it was quiet,” .said Charles Louis Napoleun 
carefully. "Really — dead silence." 

"The Swedes had captured many eagles and banners. 'Ihey wert- 
carrled by men right behind him,” Charlotte whispered. 

"Aunt, our eagles,” Charles Louis Napoleon burst out indignantly, 
ao? 



"Now go in, children, and have Marie give you something to eat," 
1 said hastily. Then I went to have a talk with Julie. 

First we just tried to understand the contents of the document 
which disposed of her future in such a. businesslike style. Julie flung 
ofl the compre,sses, buried her face in the pillows and sobbed, "But 
I won’t go, I won’t, I won’t. . . . They can’t take Mortefontaine 
aw'ay from me! Desiree, you must .see that I stay in Mortefontaine. 
With the children." 

I stroked her straggly hair. "Meanwhile, you’ll stay with me. 
Later we’ll try to get back Mortefontaine. But Joseph? What if Jo- 
seph can’t get a permit to stay?” 

"Joseph wrote me from Blois. He wants to go to Switzerland and 
buy an estate there. And I’m to follow him with the children as 
soon as possible. But I won’t — I won’t go. ..." She suddenly sat 
up. "Desiree, you won’t desert me? You’ll stand by me until it’s all 
.settled]’’’ 

I nodded. 

"You won’t go to Sweden, but stay here — here in your hr,!us£. 
And help me?" 

It’s my fault she ever got mixed up with the Bonapartes, my fault 
that now she had no home, I must help her, 1 must. . . , 

"Do you promise, D&iree?" 

"I’ll stay with you, Julie,’’ 


C-AJ) 

Paris, early May, l HI 4 

On the evening King Louis XVIll gave his first court ball in the 
'I'uilerics, i had a cold. Not a real cold, of course. 1 went to he;.i. 
just as I had before Napoleon’s coronation, and wars just as sick. 
Marie brought me milk and honey. I always enjoy milk and hone)-. 
I began to read the new'spapers. 

The Moyriteur described Napoleon’s departure for Elba. On April 
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20, the travelling coaches were drawn up in the courtyard of che 
Cheval Blanc in Fontainebleau. Not a single marshal was present. 
General Petit had assembled a regiment of Imperial guards in the 
courtyard. The Emperor came out, and General Petit held up one 
of the gilded eagles. Napoleon kissed the flag under the eagle. Then 
he got into the coach in w'hich General Bertrand was waiting for 
him. That was all. At least all that the Moniteur reported to its 
readers. 

in the fom-nal des Debats, however, I found an interesting article 
about the Crowm Prince of Sweden. I read that the Crown Prince 
intended to divorce his wdfe, Desiree Clary, sister of Mme Julie 
Bonaparte. After the divorce the former Crown Princess of Sweden, 
under the name of a Countess of Gotland, would continue to live in 
her home in the rue d’Anjou. The Crown Prince, on the other 
hand . . . I took a swallow of hot milk and honey. "The Crown 
Prince, on the other hand, has a choice between a Russian and a 
Prussian princess,” 

Even the possibility that he might marry a Bourbon princess w'as 
explored in the Journal des Debats, An alliance betw^een former 
Marshal J.-B. Bernadotte and one of the reigning dynasties w'ould 
secure his future in Sweden. 

I finished the honey and milk, but it no longer tasted sweet. 
And I didn’t want to read any more newspapers either, I thought 
again about the Bourbons’ first court ball. How strange that Jean- 
Baptiste and i had been invited. On second thought I suppose it was 
not so strange. Jean-Baptiste had, after all, commanded one of the 
three armies that liberated Europe. Besides he’s the adopted son of 
the King of Sweden, I wonder whether Jean-Baptiste accepted the 
invitation — . 

Since that first night, w'e've hardly been alone with each other at 
all. Of course, I’ve often visited him at the Sw^edish headquarters in 
the rue St. Honore. Cannon are mounted out in front, Sv/edish 
dragoons, heavily armed, stand guard. Every time I’ve found Fouche 
in the anteroom. And three times, Talleyrand. Marshal Ney, too, 
waits around impatiently. In the main salon, on the other hand. 
Chancellor Wetterstedt, Admiral Stedingk and the Swedish general, s 
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seera l:o hoid interminable conferences. Jean-baptiste, bowed over 
his files, dictates letters. 

This afternoon we gave a reception in the rue St. Honore in 
honour of the Tsar. To my horror, the Tsar brought Count d’ Artois, 
the brother of the new King of France. The Count has a gross, em- 
bittered face, and wears an old-fashioned peruke. The Bourbons tiy 
to pretend that the Revolution changed nothing. Although Louis 
XVin had to promise to swear an oath of allegiance to the present 
laws of France. In short, the Code Napoleon. 

Count d’Artois hurried over to Jean-Baptiste. "Your ITighness, 
France will be in your debt forever. Dear Cousin!" 

Jean-Baptiste went white. The Bourbon turned next to me. 
"Your Highness will surely be at the court ball in the Tuileries this 
evening.^" 

I held my handkerchief to my nose. "1 fear a spring cold. , . ." 
The Tsar was most solicitous and wished me a speedy recovery. 

And so I lay in bed, while the guests — .so many familiar faces! — 
assembled in the large ballroom in the Tuileries and admired the 
new curtains, sky blue and white with embroidered fleurs-de-lis, and 
the orchestra tuned its instruments. Napoleon insisted on good 
dance music. . , . The folding doors are opened wide, tlie ladies’ 
dresses rustle as they curtsy, but where is "La Marseillaise"? For- 
bidden, of course, forbidden. The eighteenth Louis leans heavily on 
Ids cane. Under the white knee breeches his swollen calves are 
bandaged, he suffers from dropsy and can hardly walk. Tlie tired 
old gentleman surveys the ballroom. Here the Parisians beat and 
kicked my brother, he must be thinking, they dragged him out of 
this very ballroom. . . . Now the old master of ceremonies is calling 
out the guests’ names, the old gentleman inclines his head the better 
to hear, First the allied sovereigns are announced. We thank them 
for making possible our appearance in this ballroom. And We 
embrace a certain J.-B. Bemadotte, fanatical Republican and the 
Crown Prince of Sweden, "Our esteemed cousin. The dancing will 
begin immediately, Y'our Highness — ’’ 

My thoughts were interrupted. Someone was coming up the 
stairs. That’s odd, I thought, everyone was already a.sieep. Yet 
.someone was hurrying up, two steps at a time . . . 
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"i hope I didn’t wake you, little gitl.” 

Neither gala uniform nor velvet cape. Only the dark-bJue held 
uniform. 

"You’re not really ill, D&iree.?” 

"Of course not, but how about you, Jean-Baptiste? The new 
King invited you to the Tuileries.” 

"Strange that a former sergeant should have more tact than a 
Bourbon, don’t you think.?” 

A pause. Then, "I’m sorry, that you’ve gone to bed, little one. 
I’ve come to say good-by. I’m leaving tomorrow morning.” 

My heart hammered heavily. Tomorrow, so soon. ... 

'Tve, done my duty here and made my triumphal entry. What 
more can they expect.? Besides, my agreement with Denmark has 
been signed by the allied commissioners. The Great Powers have 
recognized the ceding of Norway to Sweden. But, imagine, Desiree 
— the Norwegians don’t want it.” 

So that was our farewell. I sat up in bed, a candle flickered, he 
talked about Norway. "Why not.?” I asked. 

"Because they prefer to govern themselves. In spite of my offering 
them the most liberal constitution in the world! And promising not 
to send a single Swedish administrator to Christiania. But they’re 
convening their Storl'mg . . 

"What Ting are they convening.?” 

‘’Storting — the Norw^egian National Assembly. They want to be 
independent. Perhaps even a republic.” 

"Then let them have it!” 

I couldn’t see his face, his head was sunk forw'ard, his eyes in 
shadow. Jean-Baptiste — could this really be the end? 

" 'Let them, let them.’ How you simplify things. In the hr.st 
place, Norway and Sweden are a geographical unit. Secondly, 1 
promised Sweden this union. Third, it would console them for the 
loss of Finland, Fourthly, I can’t afford to disappoint the Swedes, 
In the fifth place — I won’t have it. Do you understand?” 

"Afford? The Swedish Parliament elected you, once and for all, 
.successor to their throne, Jean-Baptiste.” 

"And the Sw'edish Parliament can, once and for all, depose me — 
and recall the Vasa Prince. With the Bourbons back in power, my 



child — Away with the Jacobin general, call the old dynasties back, 
forget the last twenty years!” 

His glance fell on the newspapers on my night table. Absent- 
mindedly he leafed through the Journal des Debats. Suddenly he 
began to read. 

My heart lay heavy and hard as a stone in my breast. "You could 
marry a member of an old dynasty, Jean-Baptiste,” I said. And since 
he kept on reading the paper, "Haven’t you seen this article before?” 

"No, I’ve really no time for scandal stories. Gossip, ridiculous 
court gossip ...” He flung the paper down on the night table, and 
looked at me. "It’s too bad, I had my carriage wait, I wanted to 
suggest that you ... No, never mind, you’re probably too tired,” 

"You came to say good-by and to suggest — ” I kept my voice 
under control. "Tell me what you have to say to me. But say it 
quickly, or I’ll go mad.” 

He looked at me in bewilderment. "It’s not important. I wanted 
to drive with you once more through the streets of Paris. For the 
last time, Desiree.” 

"For — the last time?” I whispered. 

At first I hadn’t heard right. And then I began to weep. 

"What’s the matter, Desir&? Don’t you feel well?” 

"I thought — ^j'ou wanted — a divorce,” I sobbed, and threw back 
the bedclothes. "And now I’ll dress quickly, and we’ll drive through 
the streets, Jean-Baptiste, together.” 

The carriage rolled along beside the Seine, it was an open car- 
riage. I put my head on Jean-Baptiste’ s shoulder, and felt his arm 
around me. The lights of Paris danced in the dark water. Je.an- 
Baptiste had the carriage stop. We got out and strolled, arm in arm, 
over "our bridge,” and leaned over the parapet. 

"It’s always the same,” I said sadly. "I make a scene. First in the 
Tallien’s salon, later in the Queen of Sweden’s. Forgive me, Jean- 
Baptiste,” 

"I don’t care for myself. I’m only sorry for your sake.” 

The same words as before. Other words of our first conversation 
came back to me, and I asked: "Don’t you know General Bonaparte 
personally?” 



"Yes, I do not find him attractive,” he answered, as he had so long 
ago. 

I leaned forward and spoke to the dancing lights, " I’ve earned 
my way, mademoiselle— I joined the Army when I was fifteen, and 
for a long time I was a noncommissioned officer. At present, made- 
moiselle, I am a divisional general. My name is Jean-Baptiste Berna- 
dotte. For many years I have saved part of my pay, I can buy a small 
house for you and the child. . . That’s what you once said, do you 
remember.?” 

"Of course. But I’d rather know how you envisage your own 
future, Desiree.” 

At first I stuttered. Then it came more easily. "If you believe it 
would be better for you and Oscar to divorce me, and marry a prin- 
cess — then, get a divorce. I make only one condition.” 

"And that?” 

"That I become your mistress, Jean-Baptiste.” 

"Out of the question. I’m not going to start keeping mistresses at 
the Swedish court! Besides, I can’t afford a mistress, little girl. 
You’ll just have to remain my wife, D&iree, whatever happens!” 

Our Seine rippled beneath us. It w^as like music, like a sweet 
waltz. "And what if the worst happens — -if you become King?” 

"Yes, darling, even if I become King.” 

We sauntered back to the carriage. "Perhaps you could do me a 
favour, and refrain from selling silk personally,” he remarked. 
Notre-Damc loomed up before us. "Stop.” Jean-Baptiste stared up 
at the Cathedral, his mouth open as if he wanted to drink in the 
sight. Then he closed his eyes to impress it indelibly on his memory. 

"Drive on.” 

'Til have Pierre collect my share of the Clary firm’s profits regu- 
larly,” I said. "Pierre will stay with me as steward of my household, 
I’ll appoint Marius Clary my equerry, and Marceiline Tascher a lady- 
in-waiting. I want to let La Flotte go.” 

"Are you pleased with Count Rosen?” 

"Personally, yes, but for business, no.” 

"What does that mean?” 

"The Count can’t even tie up a package. 1 took him with me lu 
the warehouse originally only to deal wdth the Pru.ssians — tlie Prus- 



sians were naturally looting, right under our noses. But since we 
had no apprentice at the time, Rosen ...” 

"Desiree! You can’t change Dragoon Lieutenant Count Rosen 
into an apprentice!” 

"Well, perhaps you could send me an aide who isn't a born 
count. Aren’t there any parvenus at the Swedish court.^’’ 

"Only the Bernadottes,” laughed Jean-Baptiste. "And Baron 
Wetterstedt, but he’s Chancellor and 1 need him myself." 

Jean-Baptiste leaned forward and called out an address to the 
coachman. We drove to Sceaux to see our first home again. 

The stars were very near. Behind the garden wail the lilacs were 
in bloom. "I travelled this road twice a day as Minister of War," he 
said, and then, "When may I expect you in Stockholm, My Royal 
Highness?" 

"Not yet.” His epaulettes scratched my cheek. "The next few 
years will be hard enough for you. I don’t want to make your life 
.still more difficult. You know how ill-suited I am for the Swedish 
court." 

He looked at me intently. "Do you mean to say, Desiree, that 
you’re not going to adapt yourself to Sw'edish court ceremonial?" 

"When I come, I’ll decide all questions of etiquette myself," I 
said slowly. The carriage stopped at No. 3 rue de la Lune in Sceaux. 
Strangers live in our little house. I thought — Oscar was born up- 
stairs there. 

At that moment Jean-Baptiste said, "Imagine, Oscar already has 
to shave. Twice a w^eek." We saw that the old chestnut tree in the 
garden had candle blossoms. 

On the w'ay home we felt so close to one another tliat we didn’t 
talk at all. As the carriage drove into the rue d’ Anjou, Jean-Baptiste 
spoke for the first time, "You have no other reasons for staying 
here? Really not?" 

"Yes, Jean-Baptiste. Here I’m needed. There I’rn superiluous. I 
must help Julie." 

’’I defeated Napoleon at Leipzig! But even so, I can't get rid of 
rhe Bonapartes." 

"Fra thinking of the Clarys," I said sorrowfully. "Please — don't 
forget that," 



The carriage stopped for the last time. Everything happened ter- 
ribly fast. Jean-Baptiste got out of the carriage with me, and looked 
at the house. Attentively, silently. The two sentries presented arms. 
1 held out my hand to Jean-Baptiste. The sentries were watching. 

"Whatever rumours you read in the newspaper — ’’ he drew my 
hand to his lips — "don’t believe them, understand?” 

"Too bad! I would so love to be your mistress — ouch!” Jean- 
Baptiste had bitten me on the finger. 

The sentries, unfortunately, were watching. 


ejo 

Paris, Whitmonday, May 50, 1814 
Late in the evening 

To me there’s nothing more disagreeable than making calls of 
condolence, especially on a lovely Whitmonday. 

Yesterday evening a weeping ex-lady-in- waiting from Maimaison 
was announced. Josephine had died on Whitsunday at noon. Re- 
cently, she’d caught a heavy cold taking an evening walk on the arm 
of the Tsar in the park at Maimaison. "The evening was quite cool, 
but Her Majesty absolutely refused to wear a wrap. Her Majesty 
wore a new muslin gown, very decollete, with only a very light 
transparent scarf,” 

I remember that muslin, Josephine, too light for a May evening. 
Violet, wasn’t it? Sweet, melancholy, and so becoming. 

Hortense and Eugene de Beauharnais lived with their mother. 
The ex-lady-in- waiting handed me a note. "Bring the children with 
you, my one comfort,” Hortense had scrawled, among other mes- 
sages, all generously interspersed with dashes and exclamation 
marks. 

So this morning, with Julie and the two sons of the former Queen 
of Holland, I drove to Maimaison. We tried to make the boys realize 
that their grandmother was dead. 

'■Toy 



“Perhaps she’s not actually ;dead. Perhaps she’s merely letting the 
Allies think she’s dead, so she can secretly join Napoleon in Elba,’’ 
Charles Louis Napoleon suggested. In the Bois de Boulogne the 
breeze blew a whiff of summer and of lindens into the carriage. It 
seemed incredible that Josephine should be dead. 

In Malmaison, we found Hortense in deep black mourning, her 
face pale green and her nose red from crying, Solemnly she flung 
herself first into my arms and then into Julie’s. Eugene de Beau- 
harnais sat at a lady’s tiny desk riffling through some papers. He’s 
the erstwhile shy young man whom Napoleon appointed Viceroy of 
Italy, and for whom he arranged a marriage with a daughter of the 
King of Bavaria. He bowed stiffly over our hands. Then pointed to 
the pile of papers on the desk and sighed. "Unbelievable — stacks of 
unpaid bills. For gowns, hats, and rosebushes." 

Hortense’ s mouth was thin. "Mama never could get along on her 
allowance." 

"Besides the two million the State paid her every year after the 
divorce, Napoleon gave her one million from his civil list. And 
nevertheless — " Eugene smoothed bis hair de.spairingly. "Hortense, 
these debts run into millions. I’d like to know who will pay them." 

"The ladies aren’t interested in that,” Flortense said, and begged 
us to sit down, Stiff and silent we sat on Josephine’s white salon 
sofa, The folding doors to the garden were open, and the fragrance 
of Josephine’s roses wafted in, 

"The Tsar of Russia came to pay Mama his respects, and Mama 
asked him for supper." Hortense dabbed at her now-dry eyes with 
her handkerchief. "I assume she wanted to ask him to protect my 
poor defenceless children. You know that I’m now divorced?" 

We nodded politely. Hortense's lover, Count Flahauit, came in. 
Their illegitimate son is being brought up by a Count Morny. 
Eugene de Beauharnais wrestled with the unpaid bills of the dead 
Josephine, "Mama seems not to have paid Le Roy for months. Yet 
she ordered twenty-six new gowns. I can’t see why Mama, living in 
retirement, needed twenty-six gowns.” He stared at the bills. His 
sister shrugged her shoulders contemptuously; her handkerchief hid 
her mouth. The one man Hortense de Beauharnais ever really loved 
had married her mother. 



■'Do you want to see her?” Hortense asked sternly. 

Julie shook her head firmly. "Yes,” said I, without thinking. 

"Count Flahauit. Take Her Royal Highness upstairs.” 

We went up one flight. "The dear departed is still in her bed- 
room,” he whispered. "Here^ — please come in, Highness.” 

The tali candies burned without flickering. The shutters were 
closed tight. The room was permeated with incense, roses, and Jose- 
phine’s heavy perfume. Gradually my eyes became acaistomed to 
the semidarkness. Like huge black birds, the nuns knelt at the foot 
of the wide, low bed, and murmured prayers for the dead. 

At first I shrank from looking at the dead woman. But I pulled 
myself together and went closer. I recogni2ed the coronation robe 
which layjn gentle folds across the bed. Like a comfortable, warm 
coverlet. The ermine-lined cape around her breast and shoulders 
gleamed yellow in the candlelight, yellow like the face of the dead 
Josephine. 

No — Josephine didn’t frighten me. Nor make me want to weep. 

. . . Her small head lay a little to one side. Just as she often held it 
when she looked up at a man from under her long eyelashes. Her 
eyes were not quite closed, and shone under the veil of her eyelashes. 
Only her thin nose seemed strange and sharp. Sweeter than ever 
was the smile on her closed lips which not even in death betrayed 
the secret of her bad teeth. No, Josephine dead betrayed none of her 
secrets. For the last time her lady’s maid had arranged the thinning 
hair of the fifty-one-year-old woman in childlike curls. Once more, 
silver paint on the eyelids, which would be closed forever, and 
rouge on the yellow cheeks, over which the candlelight played. How 
sweetly Josephine smiled in her eternal sleep, sweetly and coquet - 
tishly ... 

"... and so charmingly,” remarked a voice at my elbow. An old 
gentleman with bloated cheeks and lovely silvery hair. He seemed 
to have emerged from the darkness of a corner. "My name is 
Barras,” he announced, and raised his lorgnon to his eye. "Have I 
had the honour of meeting madame?” 

"Long ago,” I said. "We met in General Bonaparte’s salon. 
You were then a Director of the Republic, M. Barras.” 

He let the lorgnon drop. "That coronation robe. Josephine had 


507 



me to thank for that, madame, 'Yoti marry that iittle Bonaparte, I’ll 
appoint him military governor of Paris, and everything will be ar- 
ranged for you, dear — very dear Josephine,’ I told lier. As you 
know, madame — everything was indeed arranged for her.” Barras 
giggled softly. "Was she close to you, madame.^” 

No, she only broke my heart, I thought, and I began to cry. 

"A fool, this Bonaparte, a fool,” the old gentleman whispered, 
tenderly smoothing out a crease in the purple robe. "He divorced 
the only woman in the world with whom a man couldn’t have been 
bored even on a desert island.” 

On the ermine cape of the Empress of the French lay red roses, 
The warmth of the candles had wilted them, and their heavy per- 
fume oppressed me. My knees gave way and suddenly I knelt beside 
Josephine’s bed and buried my face in the velvet coronation robe. 

"Don't cry for Josephine, madame. Josephine died as she lived, 
On the arm of a very powerful man who promised her one May 
evening among the roses at Malmaison to pay all her debts. . , . 
Do you hear me, dear, very dear Josephine.^” 

When I stood up, the old gentleman had vanished again into the 
darkness of his corner. Only the prayers for the dead were to be 
heard. So I nodded to Josephine once more. Her long eyelids seemed 
to flutter. She smiled sweetly, with her closed lips, 

When I got downstairs, Eugene was asking Julie earnestly, "Does 
a dressing gown of Brussels lace with a little cap to match really cost 
twenty thousand francs, madame.^” 

I quickly walked out of the open door that led to the garden. 

Tlie sun shone so strong the air trembled. Roses bloomed in every 
colour. Suddenly I came upon a tiny ardflcial pool. On a stone bench 
sat a little girl watching baby ducklings swim excitedly and awk- 
wardly behind a fat mother duck. I sat down beside the child. She 
had brown hair that fell in corkscrew curls to her shoulders and a 
white dress with a black sash. When she looked up at me sideways, 
my heart skipped a beat — very long eyelashes over oval eyes, a sweet, 
heart-shaped face. The child smiled, and she smiled with closed 
lips. I asked, "What’s your name?” 

"Josephine, madame.” 

She had blue eyes, and lovely pearl-white teeth. lier skin was 



very fair, and in her thick hair sparkled golden lights. Josephine — 
and yet not Josephine. 

"Are you one of the ladies-in-waiting, madame.?” she asked po- 
litely. 

"No, why did you think so.'*’’ 

"Because Aunt Hortense said that the Crown Princess of Sweden 
was coming to call. Princesses always bring ladies-in-waiting with 
them. Naturally only if they’re grown-up princesses," 

"And little princesses.^” 

"They have governesses,” 

The child watched the little ducks again. “The ducks are so tiny 
--I think they must have come out of their mother’s stomach just 
yesterday.” 

"Nonsense. Little ducks are hatched from eggs." 

The child smiled knowingly. "You mustn’t tell me fairy tales, 
madame." 

"But they really do come out of an egg,” 1 persisted. 

She shrugged. "As you wish, madame.” 

"Are you the daughter of Prince Eugene.^” 

"Yes. But Papa probably isn’t a prince any more. If we’re lucky, 
the Allies will give him a duchy in Bavaria. My grandfather, m)' 
mama's papa, is the King of Bavaria.” 

"So you’re a princess in any case,” I said. "Where’s your gov- 
erness.^” 

"I ran away from her,” the child said, dabbling her hand in the 
water. Something suddenly occurred to her. ■ "If you’re not a lady- 
in-waiting, are you perhaps a governess?” 

"Why?" 

"Weil, you must be something.” 

"Perhaps I’m a princess, too.” 

"Impossible. You don't look like a princess." The eyelashes flut- 
tered, she cocked her head slightly and smiled. "I really want to 
know who you are," 

"Really?" 

"I like you. Even though you tried to' make me believe that silly 
.story about the ducks. Have you any children?” 



"A son, but he’s not here.” 

“That’s too bad. I’d rather play with boys than girls. Where is 
your son?” . 

“In Sweden. But I’m sure you don’t know where that is.” 

“I know exactly where it is. I take geography lessons, and Papa 
says . . . 

"Josephine, Jo-se-phine!” 

The child sighed. "My governess.” She winked at me and 
grimaced like a street urchin. "She makes me sick! But don’t tell 
anyone I said so, madame.” 

I walked back to the house reflectively. We dined alone with 
Hortense and Eugene, "Do you happen to know)' w^hen we can 
send a courier to Elba?” he asked Julie as we were leaving. “I 
want to inform the Emperor of poor Mama’s death as quickly as pos- 
sible. And, yes — I’ll send him the unpaid bills. What else can I do?” 

We drove back through the gathering darkness. Shortly before 
we reached Paris something important occurred to me. I’ll write it 
down and read it over from time to time, and never forget it. If 
one must found a dynasty, I thought — why not found a charming 
one? 

“Look, a shooting star — quick, make a wish,” Julie cried. 

So I made a wish, quickly and probably impulsively, "The Swedes 
will call her Josefina,” I said out loud. 

"What in the world are you talking about?” Julie demanded. 

“About the shooting star that’s just fallen from heaven. Only 
about the shooting .star, ...” 


Paris, late autumn, 1814 

Oscar wrote to me from Norway, behind his tutor’s back. I’ve 
pasted his letter in my diary so I won't lose it. 



''Christiania, November lo, 1814 

"My dear Mama, 

"I hear tJiat' Count Brahe is sending a courier to Paris from here, 
so I hasten to write you. Especially since my tutor, Baron Ceder- 
strom, is in bed with a cold. Cederstrom tries to read all my letters 
to you to see if I write properly. The old idiot! Dear Mama, my 
most affectionate congratulations — ^you have become Crown Princess 
of Norway! Norway and Sweden are now united, and the King of 
Sweden is also the King of Norway, In tact, we’ve completed a 
campaign in which we conquered Norway, And last evening I came 
here with Papa to Christiania, which is the capital of Norway. 

"But I’d better tell you things in order. Papa’s entry into Stock- 
holm after the liberation of France was wonderful. The people in 
the streets, through which Papa’s open carriage drove, were so 
excited and happy, and the crowds were so huge, that people didn’t 
even notice when they got stepped on. His Majesty fell on Papa's 
neck and cried like a child for joy. Her Majesty wept, too, but more 
discreetly, The Swedes consider themselves a heroic nation again, 
as they were under Charles XII. But Papa was tired and sad. Do you 
know why, Mama? 

"Although the Danes had ceded Norway to us, the Norwegian 
Parliament in Eidsvold, on May 17, declared that the country wanted 
to be independent. Imagine that, Mama! Papa told me that for 
years there’s been a party in Christiania that calls itself the 'Scandi- 
navia United,’ working for a Scandinavian Republic. But the Nor- 
wegians haven’t dared proclaim a Republic. Instead they quickly 
appointed a Danish prince as their Regent! Only to annoy us. 
Mama! Then they declared they’d defend their independence. 

"So — I can’t describe to you how enthusiastic our Swedish officers 
were about this war. His Majesty, w'hose health grows steadily worse, 
and who can hardly move for gout, wanted to go into battle him- 
self. Or rather — sail into battle. He begged Papa for a man-of-war, 
and pointed out th.at since his birth he has been Admiral of the 
Swedish Fleet, Papa had confided to me that Sweden could afford 
only three months of war with Norway. Papa paid for the man-of- 
w'ar the old King begged so hard for, out of his own pochet. The 
old gentleman has no inkling of that. 


"I, of course, declared that if the old King was allowed to go, I 
should, too. Papa didn’t object. He only said, 'Oscar, these Nor- 
wegians are a brave people, risking this war with Sweden with only 
half as many troops as we and no ammunition to speak of.’ Papa 
was deeply moved. He then handed me a document and said, 'Read 
that carefully, Oscar, I’m giving the Norwegians the most liberal 
constitution in Europe.’ 

"Neverth less, the brave people insisted on their independence, 
and Papa ent to Stromstad with his general staff. We followed: 
both Majesties, the entire court, and I. In the harbour lay the prom- 
ised man-of-war, She’s called 'Gustaf den Store’ (Gustavus the 
Great), and we all went on board. A few days later our troops 
stormed the first Norwegian islands. His Majesty watched from the 
deck through his field glasses. From time to time, Papa sent an aide 
on board to report to him that our troops were advancing according 
to plan. When the Fortress of Kongsten was taken, Papa was stand- 
ing beside me at the railing. Marshals von Essen and Adlercreutz 
were with the troops. Finally, I couldn’t bear the booming of the 
cannon and the firing of the guns any longer. I grabbed Papa’s arm. 
‘Send an officer to the Norwegians and tell them, in God’s name, 
they can be independent. Papa, don’t let the cannon fire on them!’ 

"Papa smiled. 'Of course not, Oscar. We’re using blanks as we 
do on manoeuvres. And the fires that worry you so are flares.' Papa 
quickly put his finger to his lips and motioned toward the old King 
and the Queen, who were excitedly snatching the field glasses out of 
each other’s hands. 'Then — then it’s not a real campaign,’ 1 
whispered. 

" 'No, Oscar, merely — an excursion.’ 

'' ‘Why are the Norwegians falling back?’ 

" 'Because their officers have calculated the range of my cannon, 
and realize that I’ll win this round. Besides, the Norwegians have 
no idea of holding these fortifications. Their real line of defence 
begins west of Glommen, But I think — ’ At that moment the Swed- 
ish guns ceased firing. There was dead silence. The Norwegians 
were evacuating the Fortress of Kongsten. Only then did Papa ask 
for field glasses. 



” 'And what happens if the Norwegians witiidraw to their 
mountains? Can you pursue them over the glaciers, Papa?’ 

” 'Indeed, I can! In every war college in the w'orld, cadets arc- 
taught how General Bernadotte once led an army corps in a forced 
march across the Alps.’ Suddenly Papa looked tired and sad again, 
'At the time I was defending a young Republic, and today— Fm 
robbing a small freedom-loving people of their independence. Oscar, 
one grows old, and outlives oneself.’ 

"The whole campaign lasted only fourteen days. Then the Nor- 
wegians requested a cessation of hostilities. Their Parliament was 
to be convened on November lo (today) and Papa was asked to 
appear personally in Christiania to confirm the union of Norway 
and Sweden. We all returned to Stockholm, and Papa persuaded 
the old King to drive through the streets in an open carriage. The 
people cheered, and tears ran down the old gentleman’s cheeks, 
Outside of the Norwegians, only our artillerymen know that we 
fought with blanks, 

"Four days later Papa and I travelled to Norway. Papa was' ac- 
companied by Count Brahe, and Marshals Adlercreutz and von 
Essen, I had to ride beside my inevitable Cederstrom. We spent the 
nights in tents, because Papa had decided not to be a burden on the 
peasants. Usually it was so cold we couldn’t sleep. Finally we 
reached the little city of Fredrikshald, where we stayed with the 
mayor. At last Papa let us sleep in beds again. . , , Every day we 
took long rides out around Fredrikshald. Papa wanted to become 
familiar with the country. The peasants stared at us and didn’t 
greet us. 

"I enclose a little song, Mama, which I call 'Song of the Rain' 
and composed during these endless rides. I hope you don’t think 
the melody too sad. 

"We also rode around between the grey wails of the fortress of 
Fredriksten, wdiere the Norwegians once defended themselves 
against the Swedish King, Charles XII. He wanted to transform 
Sweden into a great power and conquer Russia. But most of his 
troops froze to death in Russia. Thereupon he went to Turkey, to 
attack tl)c Russians from there. Finally the Swedes could scrape u[' 
no more money for his wars. He decided to conquer Norway. A 


rifle bullet killed him at the siege of Fredrikshald. On our ride 
through rain and fog we suddenly came up on a large wooden cross; 
'On this spot, Charles XII fell/ it said. We all dismounted, and 
Papa motioned me to him. 'Oscar/ he said. 'Here fell a great mili- 
tary amateur. Promise me that you’ll never personally command the 
Swedes in any war!’ 

" 'But Papa, you did, you’re supreme commander,’ I ventured. 

" 'I started as a sergeant and you as an Heir Apparent . . .’ he 
began, but by then von Essen and Adlercreutz were already reciting 
the Lord’s Prayer. Papa didn’t pray with them, but kept watching 
me. (Papa never prays.) When the Marshals said, ‘Amen,’ Papa 
turned away quickly and we rode on. 

" 'I’m of the opinion,’ he said abruptly, 'that the shot which 
killed your hero-King came from his own ranks. I’ve studied all the 
documents I can find on it. The man was a curse upon Sweden, gen- 
tlemen, Forget him, I beg you to forget him.’ 

" 'Highness, views on this differ,’ said Adlercreutz, offended. 
Mama, you must always speak very discreetly about Charles XII. 

"Last evening, in a gala coach brought from Stockholm, we fi- 
nally entered Christiania. I think Papa had expected bright lights 
and a cheering crowd. The streets were dark and deserted, Suddenly 
out of the darkness somewhere cannon thundered. Papa jumped. 
Only a salute, I thought immediately. 

"The carriage stopped in front of the palace of the former Danish 
governor. A guard-of -honour presented arms. Papa was horrified 
by the soldiers' slovenly uniforms and by the way they marched out 
of step. He scrutinized the palace. That looked like an ordinary 
house. One-storied and very modest. He shook his head, and then 
.strode with giant strides into the one large room of the house. Me 
behind him. The marshals and aides hurried to catcii up v,'ith us. 
It must really have looked funny. 

"The President of the Norwegian Parliament was waiting for us, 
with the members of the government. An enormous log lire threv,- 
red flickering lights over the gloomy gathering. Papa wore the 
violet dress cape, and the hat with the ostrich plumes. 

"President of the Storting Christie welcomed Papa in excellent 
French. Papa put on his most: captivating smile, shook the solemn 



gentlemen by the hand and extended the greetings of His Majesty, 
the King of Sweden and Norway. Whereupon the mournful ones 
tried hard not to laugh. 

"I believe the Norwegians have a sense of humour. The old 
gentleman in Stockholm will have nothing to do with this union. 
It’s all Papa’s doing. Papa plunged into a resounding speech. 'Nor- 
way’s new constitution, gentlemen, defends the Rights of Man, for 
which I fought as a fifteen-year-old in France. This union is more 
than a geographical necessity, it is my heart's desire.’ 

"But the Norwegians weren’t impressed. They’ll never forgive u.s 
the blanks and the flares. ... 

"I went with Papa to his bedroom, where he ripped olT his decora- 
tions and disgustedly threw them on the dressing table. He said, 
'Yesterday was your mama’s birthday, I hope our letters got there 
in time.’ Then he pulled the bed curtains together. 

"Dear Mama, I feel terribly sorry for Papa, but one can’t be a 
crown prince and a Republican at the same time. Please write him a 
gay, loving letter, we’ll be in Stockholm again at the end of the 
month. And now my eyes are drooping with sleep, and the courier 
is waiting. With hugs and kisses, 

"Your son Oscar" 

"P.S. Could you possibly get hold of Herr van Beethoven’s Sev- 
enth Symphony in Paris and send it to me?" 

The courier also brought a letter from Count Brahe to Rosen. 
"From now on," it said, "on special occasions, the Norwegian flag is 
to be hoi.sted beside the Swedish above the house of Her Highness." 

"We ought to have the Norwegian coat of arms painted on the 
carriage, too," Rosen said in great excitement. "His Highne.s.s. the 
Crown Prince, is greater than Charles XII.’’ 

I asked him for a map, to try to find the second country of whichi 
I’m now Crown Princess. 



Q_JO 


Paris, March 5, 1815 

This afternoon began like many other afternoons. With the help 
of my nephew Marius, I was drafting a request to the eighteenth 
Louis to extend Julie’s permit to remain in France as my guest, 
Julie was in the small salon writing a long letter saying nothing to 
Joseph in Switzerland. Then Count Rosen came in and announced 
a visitor: the Duke of Otranto, M. Fouch^, 

This man is incomprehensible to me. When, in the days of the 
Revolution, members of the National Assembly voted on the fate 
of Citizen Louis Capet, Representative Fouche spoke up loud and 
clear for mort.” And now he’s moving heaven and earth to 
persuade the executed man’s brother to restore him to favour and 
give him a post. "Let him come in,” I said disgustedly. 

Joseph Fouche was in a state. His parchment-coloured face was 
flecked with red. I ordered tea. He stirred his cup amiably. "I 
hope I haven’t interrupted Your Highness in some important busi- 
ness?” 

"My sister has just drafted a request to His Majesty,” Julie 
answered. 

“To which Majesty?” Fouche inquired. 

It was the silliest question in the world, "To King Louis, natu- 
rally,” Julie said irritably. ”To my knowledge no other majesty 
rules in France.” 

"This morning I might have had an opportunity to support your 
petition, madame.” He sipped his tea and peered at Julie with 
amusement. “His Majesty offered me a post. In fact, a very in- 
fluential one — Minister of Police.” 

"Impossible!” I burst out. 

"And?” Julie asked wide-eyed. 

"I refused.” Joseph Fouche took a few more sips. 

"If the King offered you the Ministry of Police,” declared Marius, 
"he must feel insecure. And God knows he has no more reason to.” 



"Why not?" Fouche was surprised. 

"The lists. The secret lists with the names not only of followers 
of the Republic, but also those of the Emperor. This secret, compre- 
hensive list gives him absolute power,” Marius asserted. "They say 
your name, Duke, is first on the list.” 

"The King has discontinued the compilation of this list,” said 
Fouche, and put his teacup on the little table. "In his place, Fd fee! 
insecure, too. After all, he’s gaining ground.” 

"Tell me, just whom are you talking about?” I asked. 

"The Emperor, of course.” 

The whole room began to spin, shadows danced before my eyes. 
I felt I was going to faint. Something I hadn’t done since the days 
when I was expecting Oscar. ... 

As from afar, Fouche s voice reached me. "Eleven days ago the 
Emperor with his troops embarked at Elba, and on the first of March 
they landed at Golfe Juan.” 

And Marius, "That’s fantastic, he has only four hundred men 
with him.” 

Fouche’ s answer; " — have gone over to him, kiss his coat and 
march with him in triumph to Paris.” 

"And abroad, Duke?” in a harsh French accent — Count Rosen, 
naturally. "The other countries will , . .” 

"DAsiree — you’re awfully pale, aren’t you well?” That was Julie. 

And Fouch^ "Quick, a glass of water for Her Highness — ” 

They held a glass to my lips. I drank. The salon stopped spin- 
ning. Fuzzy outlines came back into focus. 

My nephew Marius’ face beamed. "Fie’ 11 have the entire army 
behind him. No one can cut in half the pay of French officers who 
have made this nation great. We’re on the march — on the march 
once more.” 

"Against all of Europe?” asked Marcelline dryly. (Fler husband 
didn’t come home. He fell in the fighting near Paris — actually into 
the arms of a young girl who hid him.) 

My glance fell on a lackey who wanted to say something and kept 
trying to be heard, I gave hirri a chance. A new visitor — the wife 
of Marshal Ney. 

Mme Ney is as massive as a grenadier and as overwhelming as 


an act of God. In she stormed, panting, and clasped me to her 
mighty bosom. "Well, what do you say to that, madame.?” she 
boomed. "But he’ll show him! He pounded the desk with his fist 
and swore that he would show him!” 

"Do sit down, madame,” I pleaded, “And tell me who will show 
what to whom?” 

"My husband will show the Emperor!” she roared, and fell into 
the nearest chair. "He’s just had orders to attack the Emperor at 
Besangon. And to take him prisoner. Do you know what my old 
Ney answered? He vowed he’d capture him like a mad bull, put him 
in a cage and exhibit him all over the country.” 

"Forgive me, madame,” said Fouche. "I don't <quite understand. 
Why is Marshal Ney so angry at his former commander in chief and 
Emperor?” 

Not until that moment had Mme Ney noticed Fouche, and she 
was dreadfully embarrassed. "So — ^you’re here, too,” she said. "May 
I ask why? You’re still in disfavour at court? You are still in re- 
tirement on your estates?” 

Fouche cackled and shrugged his shoulders. 

Mme Ney became uneasy. Very unea.sy. "You don’t seriously 
believe that the Emperor will succeed?” she asked in an unusually 
subdued voice. 

"Yes.” Marius was emphatic. "Yes, madame, he will succeed.” 

Julie rose. "I’ll write my husband all about it. It will interc.st him 
very much.” 

Fouche shrugged. "Don’t bother. The King’s secret police would 
get your letter immediately. And I’m sure, madame, that the Em- 
peror has for a long time been in cahoots with your husband, It’.s 
practically taken for granted that the Emperor informed ail his broth- 
ers of his plans from Elba.” 

"You don’t believe it’s an organised plan?” Mme Ney snorted. 
"My husband would have known about that.” 

"That the Army is discontented because both officers and men are 
on half-pay, and the pensions of old soldiers and of the disabled 
have been reduced can hardly have escaped the notice of Marshal 
Ney,” thundered my nephew Marius. 

"Nor the Emperor’s on Elba,” was Fouche’s parting .shot. 
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A long pause ensued. Mme Ney turned to me abruptly, her chair 
creaked, her deep voice growled. "Madame, you, as the wife of a 
marshal, will see I’m right, it is . , 

"You’re wrong, madame. Fm no longer the wife of a marshal, 
but the Crown Princess of Sweden and Norway. Please excuse me, 
I have a headache.’’ 

1 had such a headache as never before, Painful, pounding. I lay 
on my bed, and had nothing to say to anyone. Not even to myself. 
Especially not to myself. ... One can hide from the family, one 
can escape from servants. But one can under no circumstances evade 
Hortense. At eight o’clock that evening Marie announced "the 
former Queen of Holland, now the Duchess of St. Leu.’’ I pulled 
the covers up over my head. Five minutes later Marcelline was wail- 
ing at my door. "Aunt, you must come, Hortense is sitting in the 
small salon, and says she’ll wait for you, even if it takes all night. 
She’s brought her sons with her.’’ 

I never moved. Ten minutes later Julie leaned over my bed. 
"Desiree! Don’t be so cruel. Poor Hortense implores you to receive 
her.’’ 

I resigned myself to my fate. "Let her come up, but only for a 
minute.’’ 

Hortense shoved her sons in first. "Don’t deny my poor children 
your protection, take them until everything is over,’’ she sobbed. 
Hortense has got very thin in the last year and her mourning makes 
her look very pale, her colourless hair is untidy and neglected. 

"Your children aren’t in danger,’’ I said. 

"Yes, they are,’’ she whispered despairingly. "The King can have 
them arrested any moment and hold them as hostages against the 
Emperor. My children are still the heirs of the dynasty, madame." 

"The heir to the dyna.sty is named Napoleon, like his father — 
and lives at present in Vienna,’’ I said calmly. 

"And if something happens to this child — while he’s a prisoner 
— in Vienna?” she hissed. 

"What then, madame?” 

Hortense gazed lovingly at her two angular little buys. A slight!)' 
mad smile hovered around her lips as she brushed back a strand of 
hair from the younger child’s: forehead. "The King will not dare 


follow my children into the house of the Swedish Crown Princess. 
I implore you — ” 

"Of course, the children can stay here," 

"Napoleon Louis, Charles Louis Napoleon — -kiss your kind aunt’s 
hand." 

1 hastily yanked the covers over my head again. 

But I wasn’t destined to rest that evening. I had hardly got to 
sleep when candlelight and rattling woke me up again. Someone was 
rummaging in my chest of drawers, I sat up. 

"Julie! Are you searching for something?" 

"My crown, Desiree. Do you know what’s become of my little 
crown, the one I once forgot in your dressing room?" 

"Yes, it knocked around for several days, and then I put it in the 
bottom drawer of the chest. Under the warm underwear from 
Sweden. But what do you want with a crown in the middle of the 
night, Julie?” 

"I want to try it on," she said softly. "And perhaps polish It, .so 
it shines again." 


QJCJ) 

Paris, Match 20, 181 3 

Last night Louis XVIII slunk out of the Tuilcrie.s through the 
back door. And now the Bourbons are back in their perennial exile. 
The rumour is they stopped at Ghent, so the old gentleman must 
have been very tired. ... This morning, General Exelraans ordered 
the occupation of the deserted Tuileries and the Tricolour hoisted. 
In the streets broadsides with a proclamation by Napoleon are being 
distributed. And no one has ever worn a white cockade! Every 
lapel sports a blue- white-red ribbon. People’s buttonholes and cout 
lapels must be stretched and worn out 
The lackeys and cleaning women in the Tuileries — always the 
same, of course — are once again working like people possessed . The 



new curtains and draperies have been torn down. And the dark- 
green ones with the bees taken out of storage and rehung. Hortense 
has taken charge. She’s had all the gilded eagles hauled out of the 
cellar, and has dusted them personally. 

At my house, too, everything is unfortunately at sixes and sevens. 
A courier from the Emperor informed Julie that His Majesty will 
reach the Tuileries at nine o’clock this evening. Good — Julie will 
be there swathed in purple, the crown of an Imperial princess on her 
head. (Probably crooked.) She is so excited and scatter-brained that 
she can’t even fix her daughters’ hair. 

"The rest of the family are still on the way. Hortense and I have 
to receive him alone . . . Desiree, I’m so afraid of him!" 

"Nonsense, Julie, he’s the same Bonaparte he was in Marseilles. 
Your brother-in-law, Julie. What is there to be afraid of?" 

"Is he really the same? This triumphal procession — from Elba to 
Golfe Juan, from Goife Juan through Grenoble to Paris! Regiments 
failing on their knees before him, Marshal Ney ..." 

"Yes, the great rebel. Marshal Ney, went over to Napoleon with 
flags flying. The entire Army is convinced that now everything will 
be as it was in the old days. War-time bonuses, rapid advancements, 
marshals’ batons, posts as governer, distribution of kingdoms . . , 
Julie, the Army cheers, but all the other people are silent!” 

Uncomprehendingly, she stared at me. Then she borrowed the 
earrings of the Queen of Sweden and departed. I hope Joseph will 
bring back her jewels. ... 

In the meantime, Marie filled my bathtub in the dressing room 
and scrubbed the Bonaparte boys. They are driving to the Tuileries 
later with Julie. I must, at Hortense’s request, use the curling irons 
on their straight hair. 

"Do you believe he’s coming back, Aunt?” Louis Napoleon sud- 
denly asked me. 

"Of course, the Emperor’s nearly in Paris." 

"I mean his son, the little King of Rome," said Louis Napoleon 
hesitantly, avoiding my eyes. Silently I curled the last lock of Louis 
Napoleon’s hair. 

Ihen I got out my diary and began to write. 

Late at night. At eight o'clock this evening a state carriage from 



the stables of the TuileHes arrived for Julie and the children. The 
carriage still carried the Bourbon coat of arms. My house became 
very quiet. I began to pace restlessly around the rooms. Count Rosen 
leaned out of an open window. 

"I’d give a lot to be there/’ he admitted. 

"Where?” 

"In front of the Tuileries— I’d like to see the arrival.” 

"Put on a civilian suit, pin on a tricolour badge, and wait for me!" 
I exclaimed. He looked dazed. "Hurry,” I urged. With which I 
slipped into a coat and grabbed a hat. 

We had trouble getting to the Tuileries. First we hired a carriage, 
then we left it because one could get farther on foot. An impenetra- 
bly dense crowed pushed toward the Tuileries, Pushed and was pushed. 
I clung to my young Count’s arm so as not to lose him in the throng. 
We tried to go forward but found ourselves hemmed in. 

The Tuileries were brightly lighted as on the night of a great bail. 
But I knew that the great ballroom was practically empty. Julie, 
Hortense, two Httle girls, two little boys. The Duke of Vicenza and 
Marshal Davout, and perhaps a few generals. That was all. . . . 

Suddenly mounted guards rode full tilt into the crowd. "Clear 
the way!” In the distance a storm seemed to have broken loose. The 
•Storm moved closer, roared nearer, w'as upon us. "Vh-'e I'Empeyerir! 
Vive VEmpereur!'' the mob bellowed and boomed. The faces of the 
people next to us seemed to be all mouths, yelling mouths. . , . 
The carriage came in sight, the horses galloping wildly toward the 
Tuileries. Officers of all ranks, from all regiments, galloped after it, 
Around us and over us reverberated one single shout. 

On the open staircase, lackeys stood with torches. The carriage 
door was flung open. For a fraction of a .second, I saw the figure of 
the Emperor. Then Marshal Ney climbed out of the carriage . . . 
The crowd surged forward, broke through the cordon of guard.s, 
lifted the Emperor to their shoulders. 'Fhey carried him up the open 
staircase. They carried him back to the Tuileries. The torchlight 
flickered over his face, he was smiling, his eyes closed — greedy and 
pleasure-seeking, like one who is thirsty and at last get.s something 
to drink. 

Again we were thrown back. Again a carriage rolled up, Again 



j all necks were craned. This time they murmured in disillusionment. 

! Only Fouche, come to welcome the Emperor. Only Fouche, at his 

; service. ... 

Fd had enough. Rosen had to beat a retreat through the mass of 
Is people. But when we reached the opposite bank of the Seine, we 

I wandered through deserted streets. "One mustn’t overestimate the 

f importance of two, even three thousand enthusiasts, Your Highness." 

, Our footsteps echoed. We were in sight of my house. Dark and 

i without a flag it stood between its neighbours. 

I From every other roof waved the Tricolour. 
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Pam, June 18, 1815 

Marie had just brought me my breakfast in bed, when the cannon 
boomed and the church bells began to ring. We hadn’t expected a 
victory, and yet the guns in front of the Domes des Invalides and 
the bells of Notre-Dame were proclaiming it. Just as in the old 
days. ... 

Julie is living with Joseph again in the Eiysee Palace. Mme Letizia 
and all the Bonaparte brothers have returned. But in the Tuileries, 
Hortense is hostess. She dines with him, and arranges court bails 
to shorten his nights. For at night Napoleon wanders aimlessly 
through the empty apartments of the Empress and the deserted 
nursery of the little King of Rome, He’s written one letter after 
ij another to Marie Louise. And bought the child a rocking horse, 

j Marie Louise’s dressing room has been repapered. Napoleon urged 

I the workmen on. "Her Majesty may arrive at any moment from 

I Vienna.’’ But Marie Louise and the child have not come. 

I Immediately after his return Napoleon announced an election. 

I This was to prove to foreign countries how hated the Bourbons were 

I in France. These were the first free elections since the days of the 



Republic. So France elected tibe new National Assembly. Carnot 
became a deputy and— Lafayette. . 

It can’t be the same man, I thought, when 1 read the election re- 
turns in the Moniteur, But Marie said it was. The very same Gen- 
eral Lafayette who first proclaimed the Rights of Man. How is it 
possible that, in ail these years, no one has given a thought to 
Lafayette.? 

Papa often told us children about him. About the Marcjuis de 
Lafayette, who, at nineteen, outfitted his own ship and sailed with 
his Corps Lafayette to America to fight as a volunteer for the in- 
dependence of the United States. In appreciation, the Continental 
Congress made him a major general. , . . No, Papa, I haven’t for- 
gotten what you told me. And this Corps Lafayette fought on 
foreign soil for liberty. One day, this young Marquis returned to 
France and, in a frayed American general’s uniform, mounted the 
rostrum in the National Assembly in Paris, and read the Declaration 
of the Rights of Man. You brought home the newspaper that day, 
Papa, and read the Declaration to your small daughter. Word for 
word, so I’d never forget it. . . . Then Lafayette founded France’.s 
National Guard to defend our new Republic. But what happened 
to him after that? 

I asked my nephew, Marius. But he neither knew nor cared. Jean- 
Baptiste could tell me. But Jean-Baptiste is in Stockholm. Plis 
ambassador has left Paris, all the foreign diplomats have gone. For- 
eign countries are maintaining no further diplomatic relations with 
Napoleon. They don’t answer his letters either, but reply only with 
arms. 

Day and night gendarmes ride through villages routing out peas- 
ant lads to turn into soldiers, and requisitioning horses. But the 
peasants go into hiding, and there are no more horses. The officers 
who once rode with Napoleon from, victory to victory produce doc- 
tors’ certificates. Napoleon has disillusioned them. The state treas- 
ury is empty, their pay hasn’t been raised. Even my warlike Marius 
must suddenly take the cure. And the marshals? The marshals have 
country estates to which they have retired. Davout alone stands by 
Napoleon. And Ney, whose regiments went over to Napoleon and 
forced him willy-nilly to go, too. Napoleon quickly appointed a 





General Grouchy a marshal. Then he marched at the head of his 
last army across the frontier to intercept the allies. 

That was three days ago. His Order of the Day was published 
everywhere. We know it all by heart: "For every courageous French- 
man the time has come to conquer or to die.” After this direful 
proclamation, stocks on the Bourse slumped still further. People 
hoarded foodstuffs. The theatres emptied, the restaurants were dark. 
With head bowed, Paris awaited the coup de grke. 

And then the miracle: victory bells rang out. 

I dressed and went into the garden. A bee bu 2 zed. At first 1 
wandered aimlessly. Then I stopped and listened. Yes — it was all 
deathly still again. No bells. No cannon. Only the bee. 

I was glad when I saw the stranger. Now I wasn’t alone in that 
breathless silence. The stranger was in civilian clothes, narrow- 
shouldered, of uncertain age. I walked toward him. His thin face 
was crisscrossed witth many little wrinkles. Then I saw his near- 
sighted squint. It was Lucien Bonaparte. 

Lucien, who went into exile when Napoleon became Emperor. 
Who has lived in England all these years. How strange he should 
have come back just now. 

"Do you still remember me, Desiree.? I was at your engagement 
party.” 

We sat down on a bench. 

"Why have you come back, Lucien.?” 

"Yes — why,? After the Restoration I was the one Bonaparte who 
could do what he wanted. I wanted to stay in England. But I heard 
of his return.” Lucien leaned back and gazed dreamily at the garden. 
"How beautiful a little piece of turf can be. So quiet, so wonderful!}' 
c]uiet.” 

"Yes, the victory bells just stopped ringing.” 

"They were a mistake, D&ir&.” He watched the flight of a but- 
terfly. "Good old Davout, whom Napoleon left in Paris to bolster 
morale on the so-called home front, had them rung too soon, Na- 
poleon has won only a skirmish-— the overture to a great battle. The 
village of Charleroi was taken. But the decision rests with Ligny 
and. Waterloo. ... Do you see how that blue butterfly . . .” 

"Lucien, why have you come to see me.?” 



"To spend ten peaceful minutes somewhere. The Government is 
being kept fully informed. And the National Assembly is sitting 
continuously as in the days of the Revolution." He stood up. "Now 
1 must go to wait for further couriers," 

But I detained him. "This Lafayette. Lucieii' — is this Deputy 
Lafayette the same man who proclaimed the Rights of Man.?” 

"Of course,” 

"I thought Lafayette died ages ago. Why have we never heard 
more from him.?” 

"Because he was busy with his vegetable garden. On a small, very 
modest estate, Desiree. When the mob stormed the Tuileries and 
carried the bloody heads of the aristocrats around on pikes, Deputy 
Lafayette protested. An order for his arrest was issued. Lafayette 
had to flee. He was captured at Liege and was in Prussian and 
Austrian prisons for many years. Not until the days of the Consulate 
was he released. Then he returned to France." ' 

"And then, Lucien?" 

"Then he cultivated his vegetable garden, carrots, tomatoes and 
probably asparagus, too. The man had fought all his life for the 
Rights of Man — do you suppose he wanted anything to do with the 
First Consul? Or with the Emperor Napoleon?" 

He took my arm in a friendly way. I walked to the garden gate 
wdth Lucien. 


Paris, June 23, 181.^ 

"If, for the first time after so many years, I raise my voice — ” 
began Lafayette in that critical session of the National Assembly. 
The Monitem printed the entire speech. I had read that far when the 
door to my dressing room flew open, Julie, screaming, staggered in, 
fell at my knees, and buried her tear-stained face in my lap. 

The first halfway intelligible words she was able to get out were, 
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"He has abdicated.” Then again nothing but sobs. And at last, 
"The Prussians may be in Paris any moment — ” Marie came in, we 
stretched Julie out on the sofa, I sat beside her and she babbled 
incoherently like a drunkard. 

" — and he came back — in the middle of the night. In an old 
post chaise — he requisitioned somewhere — his own carriage and all 
his belongings — fell into the hands of the Prussian general, Bliicher 
— he drove right to us in the Elysee ... He wanted to see all his 
brothers and the Ministers, but they stayed only five minutes, they 
wanted to hurry back to the National Assembly. The Emperor told 
them that he must call up a hundred thousand men at once — for a 
new army— and, yes, tlien he urged poor Lucien to go before the 
Deputies, in his name, and reproach the Nation for leaving him in 
the lurch.” 

"And did Lucien go?" 

Julie nodded. "Yes, he went and came back barely twenty min- 
utes later. When Lucien mounted the rostrum terrible invectives 
were hurled at him. Lucien stood up under it calmly, not a muscle 
in his white face twitched while the Deputies shouted, 'A has Bona- 
parte,, ^ has BonaparteB Only when they bombarded him with ink- 
wells did he take off his glasses. Finally the chairman called for 
silence, the uproar ceased, and Lucien said in an unemotional voice 
that the Nation had deserted his brother. But at that point Lafayette 
jumped up. 'Have you forgotten where the bones of your sons and 
brothers whiten? In Africa, on the Tagus, on the Weichsel, in the 
ice of Russia; two million men have fallen for the sake of one who 
wished to fight all Europe! It is enough!’ Without a word, Lucien 
left the rostrum. 

"I heard this all from Fouche, Lucien himself told us nothing,” 
Julie sobbed. "Joseph and Lucien talked with Napoleon all night. 
Until dawn — I had to keep serving coffee and brandy — the Emperor 
constantly paced up and down and pounded on the table and 
screamed, . . Julie covered her face with her thin hands. 

"Could Joseph and Lucien talk him into abdicating?” 

Julie shook her head and let her hands fall, "This morning 
Lafayette declared in the National Assembly, 'If General Bonaparte 
does not abdicate within the hour, I will demand his deposition.' 
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Fouche came to us with this threat. They allowed Napoleon only 
one hour.” 

"And ail day yesterday and all last night,” I pointed out. 

"Finally the Emperor signed-— Fouche stood beside him. He ab- 
dicated in favour of the King of Rome. But this didn’t interest the 
ministers.” 

Marie began to massage Julie’s ankles, as she had in the old days. 

"And — I’m not going back to the Elysee,” Julie whispered sud- 
denly. "The children must come here, I want to stay here — ” There 
was a wild look in her eyes. "They couldn’t arrest me in your house, 
could they.^ Not here ...” 

"The allied troops aren’t in Paris yet. Perhaps they’ll never get 
here,” I said. 

Julie’s lips trembled, "The Allies.? No, our Government, Desiree 
— ours. A General Becker has already been assigned to watch the 
Emperor — by the Directorate.” 

"The Directorate?” 

"The new government is called a directorate. They’re negotiating 
now with the Allies. Carnot and Fouche are two of the five directors. 
And I’m so afraid of them — ” She began to weep helplessly again. 
"And in the streets, they screamed at me, 'A has les BonapartesP 

The door burst open — Joseph. 

"Julie, you must pack. The Emperor wants to leave Paris imme- 
diately and move to Malmaison. The whole family is to go with 
him. Come, Julie, plea.se hurry.” 

With a wild cry, Julie dug her fingers into my shoulders. Never, 
never in her life would she leave me. Joseph’s eyes were inflamed, 
his face, with heavy bags under his eyes, was grey, one could see 
he hadn’t slept for two days and nights. "The whole family is going 
to Malmaison, Julie,” he repeated, 

Julie relaxed her hold on my .shoulder, "Julie — you must go with 
your husband,” 

She shook her head, her teeth were chattering. "In the streets 
they’re still shouting, has les Bonapartes!’ ” she repeated. 

"Even so, Julie,” I said, and pulled her to her feet, 

"I wanted to ask if Julie, the children and I might drive to Mal- 
maison in your carriage,” Joseph murmured, avoiding my eyes. 
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"I meant to lend Mme Letizia my carriage. But perhaps there’ll 
be room for you all. The Swedish coat of arms is dearly visible.” 

”But you will help me, Desiree, you will, won’t you.?” cried Julie. 
Joseph went to her swiftly, put his arm around her, and led her to 
the door. 

It’s just a year since Josephine died. All the roses are blooming 
now at Malmaison. 


Paris, during the night of June 29-30, 181X 

His sword lies on my night table, his destiny has come full circle, 
and I was the instrument. They say I fulfilled a patriotic mission. 
But my heart is heavy. My only outward mark is an angry bruise, . . . 
Perhaps this night will be over sooner if I write in my diary. This 
morning, earlier than God, the Nation suddenly wanted to speak to 
me. It sounds crazy, but it’s really true. 

I had lain awake for two hours, turning and tossing in this sum- 
mer heat. These days the sun beats dowm mercilessly on the women 
who are again lining up at the butchers and bakers. The last cannon 
rumble by, to be set up in front of the city gates. No one pays any 
particular attention. Paris may be attacked by the Prussians, the Eng- 
lish, the Russians, the Saxons and the Austrians, but it doesn’t seem 
to concern people while they wait for a piece of bread. . . . Unbe- 
lievably early, in rushed Yvette. Count Rosen had to speak to mc- 
right away. Even before she could finish, the Swede was at my bed- 
side. 

"Re.spectfully reporting, Your Highness. Representatives of the 
Nation wish to speak to Your Highness as soon as possible.” 

All the time, he was buttoning the tunic of his panide uniform, 
1 had to laugh. "Tm no authority on questions of etiquette, but if 
you must storm into my bedroom at dawn, I think you should be 
fully dressed.” 





"Your pardon, Highness— the Nation," the Count stammered. 

"Which nation?" My laughter died, 

"The French Nation.” Count Rosen had finally finished buttoning 
his parade uniform, and stood at attention. 

"Coffee, Yvette," I said. "Strong coffee.” I looked at tiic Count 
in bewilderment. "Until I have my coffee, one must speak to me 
very slowly, and explain everything clearly, or I don’t get it. You 
say the French Nation wishes— well, what does it wish?" 

"The Nation, or rather representatives of the Nation, request an 
audience. It is of the utmost importance, the courier assures me. 
That’s why I put on my parade uniform." 

"Yes, I see it." 

Yvette brought my coffee. I burned my tongue on it. 

"The courier is waiting for an answer,” Count Rosen said. 

"I can receive them in half an hour — the representatives of the 
Nation, that is. Not the whole Nation, Count!" 

I was making silly remarks to calm my fear. What did they want 
of me? I was perspiring, but my hands were cold as ice. I slipped 
into a thin white muslin dre.ss and white sandals. Y vette wanted to 
do my hair, but I couldn’t sit still. While I was powdering my nose, 
someone announced that the gentlemen had arrived. The gentlemen 
— which gentlemen? 

Because of the heat, all the .shutters in the large salon had been 
closed. The dawn light blurred all the outlines. On the sofa under 
the portrait of the First Consul sat three gentlemen. They rose as 1 
entered. They were the representatives of the Nation. 

The Nation had as representatives Their Excellencies, Fouche and 
Talleyrand, I didn’t recognize the man between them. He was short 
and very thin. Wore an old-fashioned white peruke and a faded 
foreign uniform. As I came nearer, I saw that his cheeks and his 
brow were wrinkled. The eyes in the old face shone with a curious 
brilliance. 

"Your Highness, may we present General Lafayette?" said Talley- 
rand. 

My heart skipped a beat. The Nation. The Nation had really 
come to me. ... I curtsied deeply and as awkwardly as a schoolgirl. 



Pouches unemotional voice cut through the silence. “Highness, 
in the name of the French Government — ” 

“Have you really come to see me, General Lafayette?’’ I whispered. 
Lafayette smiled so simply, so sincerely, that I gathered courage. 

“My papa never parted with his first printing of the Rights of 
Man. The broadside stayed in his room until he died. I never 
thought I’d have the honour of meeting Lafayette in person, and in 
my own salon,” I stopped in embarrassment. 

“Your Highness, on behalf of the French Government, which 
Foreign Minister Talleyrand and I represent, and in the name of the 
Nation, which General Lafayette represents, we turn to you in this 
solemn hour,” Fouche began again, . 

Then I looked from one to the other of them. Fouche, one of the 
five directors at present governing France. Talleyrand who just yes- 
terday returned from the Congress of Vienna, where he had all along 
represented the France of the Bourbons. Both ex-ministers of Na- 
poleon, both hung with orders and decorations, both in gold-braided 
froclc coats. And between them Lafayette in a shabby uniform with- 
out decorations. 

“Can I do something for you, gentlemen?” I asked. 

“I’ve seen a situation like this coming for a long time, Your High- 
ness,” Talleyrand said. He spoke very softly, very rapidly. “Perhaps 
Your Highness remembers, I once intimated that, one day, the 
Nation might very possibly ask a very great favour of you. Does 
Your Highness remember?” 

I nodded. 

“This situation has now arisen. The French Nation has a favour 
to ask of the Crown Princess of Sweden.” 

My hands w^ere damp with fear. 

“I’d like to give Her Highness a picture of the situation,” Fouche 
said. “The allied troops are at the gates of Paris. The Prince of 
Benevent, as Minister of Foreign Affairs, has communicated with 
the commanders in chief, Wellington and Bliicher, to forestall an 
attack, and to prevent looting. We are naturally offering uncon- 
ditional surrender.” 

“The commanders in chief of the allied troops have informed us 



that they wiil consider our proposals only under one condition,” 
Talleyrand said quietly. "And that condition is . , 

"General Bonaparte must leave France without delay,” Fouche's 
voice broke. 

A brief paused followed. What did they expect me to do.^ 1 
turned to Talleyrand. But Fouche continued, "Although we in- 
formed General Napoleon that his departure is the wish of the 
French Government, a wish shared by the French Nation, he has 
not gone.” Fouche’s voice cracked again. "The General has replied 
with so incredible a suggestion that one can’t escape the impression 
that Malmaison harbours a madman. Yesterday, General Bonaparte 
sent his aide-de-camp, Count Flahault, to Paris with a counteroffer 
that General Bonaparte command what remains of the Army, and 
beat back the enemy from the gates. In other words— a bloodbath 
for Paris!” 

My mouth was very dry. I swallowed a few times. It didn’t help. 

"We firmly declined General Bonaparte’s offer, and recpested him 
to proceed at once to the port of Rochefort, to leave France,” Fouche 
went on. "Whereupon, tonight, he sent General Becker to us. 
Becker, whom the French Government has assigned to General Bona- 
parte — as let’s say, commissary, and who is responsible for the smooth 
carrying-out of his travel arrangements — delivered a new defiant 
demand. Bonaparte, a mere general, demands — demands, Your 
Highness — the supreme command of the remaining regiments in 
order to defend Paris. And not until after a defensive action in 
Paris — and he assumes, of course, that this will be successful and 
enable us to obtain favourable peace terms — will General Bonaparte 
agree to go abroad.” Fouche snorted and mopped up the perspira- 
tion on his forehead. "What defiance, Your ITighness, what de- 
fiance.” 

r was silent, 

Talleyrand appealed to me. "We cannot capitulate nor protect 
Paris from destruction until General Bonaparte has left France. The 
allied troops have reached Versailles, We have no time to lose, Your 
Highness. General Bonaparte must leave Malmaison by tiffs eve- 
ning, and be on his way to Rochefort.” 

"Why Rochefort?” 



"The Allies will, of course, demand the extradition of General 
Bonaparte.” Talleyrand tried to conceal a yawn. "But when General 
Bonaparte abdicated, he insisted that two frigates of the French 
Navy be placed at his disposal so that he could go abroad. The 
frigates have been waiting for him in vain for tw^o days in Rochefort 
harbour.” 

Fouche narrowed his eyes. "Besides, the English Navy has block- 
aded all our ports. I hear the English cruiser Bellerophon is lying 
at anchor at Rochefort beside the frigates.” 

Fouche consulted his watch. 

Here it comes, I thought — now. ... I swallowed and asked softly, 
"What have Tto do with it?” 

"You, dear Crown Princess, as a member of the Swedish Royal 
House, are in a position to talk to General Bonaparte in the name 
of the Allies.” Talleyrand smiled, clearly amused. 

"Your Highness can at the same time convey to General Bona- 
parte the French Government’s answer to his impudent suggestion,” 
As he spoke, Fouche extracted a sealed letter from his breast pocket. 

"I’m- afraid the .French Government will have to ask one of it.-, 
regular couriers to take this document to Malmaison,” I said. 

"And the reejuest that he go abroad? Or surrender himself to the 
Allies, .so that France can have peace at last?” Fouche trembled with 
fury. . 

Slov\'ly 1 shook my head. "You are mistaken, gentlemen. J‘m 
only a private person here." 

"My child, you haven’t been loid the w^hole truth — " 

I jumped. For the fir,st time I heard Lafayette’s voice. A deep, 
.serene and kindly voice. "This General Bonaparte has as.sembled a 
few' battalions in Malmaison, young men, ready for anything. , . . 
We'fc afraid the General might reach a decision which wouldn’t 
affect the ultimate outcome, but would cost the lives of .several hun- 
dred rncai. Several hundred human lives mean a. great deal, my 
diild." 

I looked down at my feet. 

"General Bonaparte’s wars have already cost Europe million.s of 
human live.s,” the quiet voice continued relentlessly. 

1 looked up and saw, over their shoulders, the portrait of the 



young Napoleon. From far away 1 heard my own voice. ''I’ll try, 
gentlemen.” 

After that, everything happened quickly. 

Fouch^ pressed the sealed letter into my hand. ''General Becker 
will accompany Your Highness,” he said. 

And I, "No, ni take only my Swedish aide.” 

"A battalion of the guards is at your disposal,” said Talleyrand 
impressively. 

"I don’t think I’ll be in danger. Count Rosen — my carriage. 
We’re driving at once to Malmaison.” 

My heart fluttered. Yvette gave me my gloves. “And which hat, 
Your Highness.?” 

Hat, which hat . . , Talleyrand was saying something. " — con- 
vinced that gratitude will be proved, and perhaps an exception will 
be made of Mme Julie Bonaparte.” Why was he tormenting me? 

1 turned my back on him. General Lafayette stood near the door 
to the garden, peeking through the cracks in the closed shutters. I 
went over to him. "My child,” he said, “with your permission I will 
sit in your garden and await your return.” 

"All day long?” 

“All day long, and I’ll be thinking of you all the time.” 

“Your Highness — the carriage.” Count Rosen wore the formal 
blue-and-yellow sash over his parade uniform. 

The drive to Malmaison seemed much shorter than usual. I had 
the carriage top put back because I could hardly breathe. But it 
didn’t do any good. Close behind us galloped a lone rider. General 
Becker, the commissary, whose duty it was to watch over the former 
Emperor of the French on behalf of the French Government. From 
time to time, Count Rosen looked at me out of the corner of his eye, 
We spoke not a single word the whole way. 

Near Malmaison the road was barricaded, and National Guards- 
men stood watch. When they recogni 2 ed General Becker, they 
quickly pushed the barricade aside. The entrance to the park was 
also guarded by heavily armed sentries. Becker sprang from his 
horse. My carriage was allowed to pass. My heart began to flutter 
again. In my distress, I tried to pretend that things were as they used 
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to be. A visit to Malmaison, where I knew every bench and every 
rosebush. I’d see the little pond again, and . . . 

The carriage stopped. 

Count Rosen helped me out. Meneval appeared on the open stair- 
case, the Duke of Vicenza behind him. And then I was surrounded 
by familiar faces. Hortense ran to me — and Julie. 1 forced rny 
quivering lips into a smile. 

"Hew w'onderful that you’ve come, dearest,” Julie said. 

■’A delightful surprise,” Jo.seph declared. Beside Joseph was 
Lucien. His near-sighted eyes searched my face. I smiled desper- 
ately, Mme Letizia waved to me from the open window of the white- 
and-gold salon. How glad they all were to see me, 

"Joseph,” I gulped, "I must— please, I must speak to your brother 
immediately.” 

"How kind of you, Desiree. But you must be patient. The Em- 
peror is expecting an important communication from the Govern- 
ment in Paris, and is not to be disturbed until it comes.” 

My mouth was dry again. "Joseph — I’m bringing your brother 
this message,” 

"And?” they all asked in one breath: Joseph, Lucien, Hortense 
and Julie, Meneval and Vicenza, General Bertrand and Jerome Bona- 
parte, "And — ?” - 

"I have to give it first to General Bonaparte.” 

Joseph’s face went a shade paler when I said "General Bonaparte.” 
"Id is Majesty,” lie said, "is on the bench m the maze. You remem- 
ber the maze and his bench, Desiree?” 

"1 know this park very w'ell,” I whispered, and turned to go. 
Spurs jangled behind me. "Wait here, Count Rosen. 1 walk this 
path alone,” 

1 knew the intricacies of the maze, so charmingly devised by 
Josephine. I knew how one turns so as not to run into the hedges, 
but come suddenly and surprisingly to the little white bench on 
which only two can sit very close together. 

On this little bench sat Napoleon. 

He wore the green chasseur uniform, his thin hair w-as carefull)' 
brushed back. His face, with the pale plump cheeks and the domi- 
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neering chin, was cupped in his hand. Un he stared at the 

flowering hedge before him. 

When I saw him, I suddenly became quite calm. And with my 
fear, the sweetness of all my memories vanished, too. I even won- 
dered coolly how best to address him to attract his attention. Then it 
occurred to me that it didn’t matter, we two were alone in the maze 
of fragrant hedges. . . . But before I spoke to him he turned his 
head a little and saw my white dress. "Josephine—” he murmured, 
"Josephine — ” 

When no answer came, he looked up. Reality returned. He saw 
the white dress, but he recognized me. He was surprised and very 
pleased. "Eugenie — are you really here?” 

No one heard him call me Eugenie. No one saw him move over 
to one side of the little bench for two, who had to sit very close to- 
gether, When I sat close beside him, he turned to me and smiled. 

"It’s been many long years since you and I looked at a flowering 
hedge together,” And because I still said nothing, "You remember, 
don’t you, Eugenie?” With wdiich, still smiling, he moved his hand 
as though to sweep back a lock of hair, which had long since dis- 
appeared. 

"One has time to remember while one waits. I’m waiting for a 
message from the Government. An extremely important message.” 
He frowned, two deep furrows appeared at either side of his nose, 
his chin jutted out. "And I’m not used to waiting,” 

"You need wait no longer, General Bonaparte. I bring the Gov- 
ernment’s answer.” I quickly pulled the letter out of my handbag. 
I heard him hastily break the seal. I didn’t watch him while he read. 

"How does it happen that you bring me this letteiy madame? Did 
the Government not consider it sufficiently important to send me 
their answer by a minister or an officer? A casual guest, a lady, 
making a friendly call, chosen as messenger!” 

"I’m not a casual visitor. General Bonaparte. Nor a lady making 
a friendly call,” said I, and took a deep breath. "I am the Crown 
Princess of Sweden, General Bonaparte.” 

"And what has that to do with it?” he demanded, 

"The French Government has asked me to inform you that the 
Allies will consider the surrender of Paris only after you have left 
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France. To save Paris from destruction, it is imperative that you 
leave today.” 

"I make an offer to repulse the enemy at the gates of Paris, and 
they reject it,” he roared. 

"I’he first allied troops have reached Versailles,” I said quietly. 
"Do you want to be taken prisoner here at Malmaison.?” 

"Don’t worry, madame, I know how to defend myself.” 

"That’s just it. General. Unnecessary bloodshed must be avoided," 

His eyes narrowed, only two slits. "So — must it? And if it’s im- 
portant to the honour of a nation.?” 

I could mention the millions, I thought, who have already died 
for the honour of this nation. But he knew these figures better than 
I. I clenched my teeth. I wouldn’t give in. I’d sit on this bench, 
and not give in. But he had stood up. He probably wanted to pace 
up and down. But there was no room in the heart of the maze. Like 
a cage, I thought, and shrank from the idea. 

"Madame.” He was so close to me I had to lean back my head 
to see his face. "You say, the French Government wishes me to 
leave. And — the Allies?” 

His face was contorted; in the corners of his mouth were tiny 
bubbles. 

"The Allies insist on taking you prisoner, General.” 

For a long minute he looked at me steadily. Then turned his back 
on me and leaned against the hedge. "This scrap of paper from the 
so-called French Government, which you have just delivered to me, 
madame, ■ refers again to frigates in Rochefort. I’m to embark for 
whatever destination I choose. . . . Madame, why doesn’t the Gov- 
ernment hand me over to the Allies?” 

"I think ... it w’’0uld embarrass the gentlemen.” 

He wheeled around and looked at me again. "I must merely board 
one of the ships, name my destination, and ...” 

"The harbour of Rochefort, like all the other French ports, is 
patrolled by the English Navy. You wouldn’t get far, General.” 

He didn’t shout, he didn’t bluster, he sat down very quietly beside 
me. We had so little room that I could hear every breath he drew. 
At first he breathed very heavily. 

"When I saw' you awhile ago, and recognized your face, madame, 



i felt for a moment that my youth had come back. 1 was wrong — 
Your Royal Highness.” 

"Why.? I remember perfectly the evenings we raced each other. 
You were already a general, a very young and handsome general.” 
I spoke as in a dream, the words came of themselves. It was hot and 
still and the hedge smelled sweet. ’'Occasionally you even let me 
win. But you've probably forgotten that long ago.” 

"No — Eugenie,” 

"And once — -it was late in the evening, and the meadow beyond 
(.)ur garden was all dark: — you told me that you knew your destiny. 
Your face was so white in the moonlight. That was the first time I 
v/as afraid of you.” 

"And that was the first time I kissed you, Eug&ie.” 

I smiled. "You were thinking about my dowry, General ...” 

"Not— entirely— Eugenie. Truly-~not entirely. 

Then we again sat beside each other in silence. I sensed he was 
w'atching me sideways, that something had occurred to him that had 
to do with me, I clasped my hands tightly together. A few hundred 
men’s lives mean a great deal, my child ... If I could pray, I would 
pray now. 

"And if I don’t let myself be taken prisoner, but give myself up 
voluntarily as a prisoner of war — what then?” 

"I don't know,” I said unhappily. 

"An island? Another island. Perhaps that rock in the ocean called 
St. Helena they suggested at the Congress of Vienna?” Naked fear 
showed in his eyes — his whole face. "Is it — St, Helena?” 

"I honestly don’t know. Where is St. Helena?” 

"Beyond the Cape of Good Hope. Far beyond, Eugenie!” 

"Nevertheless, General, I wouldn’t let myself be taken prisoner, 
Never, General, never. I’d much rather go voluntarily.” 

But he leaned forward again and put his hand over his eyes, which 
still reflected his overwhelming fear. I stood up. He didn’t move. 

"I’m going now,” I said. And stayed there, waiting. 

He raised his head. "Where are you going?” 

"Back to Paris. You have given neither the Crown Prince.ss of 
Sweden nor the French Government an answer. But you have until 
— this evening.” 





With that he began to roar with laughter. It came so unexpectedly 
that it startled me. 

"Shall I keep them from taking me prisoner? Here or in Roche- 
fort? Shall I prevent it?” He felt for his sword. "Shall we cheat 
Bliicher and Wellington of their sport?” He ripped the sword from 
its scabbard. "Take it, Eugenie, take the sword of Waterloo!” 

Steel glinted in the sunlight. 

Hesitantly I stretched out my hand. "Be careful, don’t hold it 
by the blade.” Awkwardly I clutched the hilt. Then I stared in 
dismay at the sword in my hand. Napoleon had stood up. "At this 
moment I surrender myself to tlie Allies. I consider myself a prisoner 
of war. It is customary to hand over one’s sword to the officer who 
takes one prisoner. Bernadotte can explain this to you someday. I 
have handed over my sword to the Crown Princess of Sweden, be- 
cause — ” his words tumbled over each other — "because we've 
reached the hedge, Eugenie. And you have won.” 

"I can hardly explain about the hedge to the French Government,” 
I said. "They’re waiting for your answer at my house. General 
Bonaparte.” 

"Oh, they’re waiting?” he jeered, "M. Talleyrand and Fouche 
are waiting in your house to deliver up France to the Bourbons 
again?” 

"No, Lafayette is waiting,” 

He grimaced. "Eugenie, don’t hold the sword like an umbrella.” 

"And your answer to the Government, General?” 

"Show them my sword and say that I’m giving myself up to the 
Allies as a prisoner of war. In an hour— no, in two — I leave for 
Rochefort. From there I’ll send a letter to my oldest and best enemy, 
the Prince Regent of England. My fate after that depends on the 
Allies.” Napoleon paused and added hastily, "The frigates are, 
under all circumstances, to wait in Rochefort.” 

"They’re lying at anchor besides the English cruiser Bellerophon," 
I said, llien I waited for a word of farewell. No word came, and 
1 turned to leave. 

"Madame!” 

I turned around quickly. "Madame, they say the climate on St. 


Helena is very unhealthy. Can I count bn any effort to persuade the 
English to change my destination?” 

"You said yourself that St. Helena lies beyond the Cape of Good 
Hope.” 

He stared straight ahead. "After my first abdication I tried to 
commit suicide. In Fontainebleau . . . but my life was saved. I have 
not yet fulfilled my destiny. On St. Helena I will dictate my political 
testament. You’ve probably never been suspended between life and 
death, madame?” 

"The evening you became engaged to Viscountess de Beauharnais, 
I tried to drown myself in the Seine.” 

His eyes bored through me. "You tried to . . . And how were 
you rescued, Eugenie?” 

"Bernadotte pulled me back,” 

He shook his head, baffled. "How strange. Bernadotte pulled 
you back. You will be Queen of Sweden. I hand you the sword of 
Waterloo. . . . Do you believe in predestination?” 

"No, only in curious coincidences.” I held out my hand to him. 

"Can you find your way back alone through the maze, Eugeiaie?" 

I nodded. 

"Tell my brothers to prepare everything for my departure. Above 
all, my civilian clothes. I wish to be alone here for a while. And 
our engagement — long ago — it wasn’t only the dowry. Now go, 
Eugcmie — go very quickly. Before I repent.” 

I went very quickly. The paths in the maze seemed to have no 
end. The sun blazed down. Not a branch, not a leaf stirred, no bird 
sang. I have the sword, I thought, everything is over, I have the 
sword. . . . My white dress clung to me, my eyes were swimming. 
Roses in many colours, so many white, she had so loved white. I 
began to run. A window opened. Julie’s voice, "That took you a 
long time.” Yes, a lifetime. I ran on, they were waiting for me on 
the open staircase — the brothers, Rosen’s gleaming sash, the dark 
uniform of the commissary. How odd that not one of them moved. 
Like wax figures, they stood and stared at me. 

They weren’t staring at me at ali, but at the sword I clutched 

I stopped running and took a deep breath. Count Rosen reached 
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out his hand to take the sword. I shook my head. The others re- 
mained motionless. "General Becker.” 

"At your command, Highness.?” 

"General Bonaparte has decided to surrender to the Allies. The 
General handed over his sword to me, as Crown Princess of Sweden. 
In two hours, General Bonaparte leaves for Rochefort.” 

Footsteps on the stairs. The women of the Bonaparte family 
joined the men. "Napoleon—” Mme Letizia whispered, and began 
to cry softly. "In just two hours. ...” 

Joseph’s fingers closed firmly around Julie’s arm. "I will accom- 
pany my brother to Rochefort, General Becker,” he said calmly. He 
hates him, I thought again, or he wouldn’t go with him. 

General Bertrand said something to Joseph in a low voice, "Two 
regiments are ready, at the command of His Majesty.” 

"General Bonaparte wants to spare France this — this civil war,” 
I exclaimed, "Don’t rob him of this opportunity.” 

Then I began to shiver and my eyes swam again. Close beside me, 
Julie was sobbing. "Has Napoleone had anything to eat?” Mme 
Letizia demanded. "Is he going far?” And then I heard nothing 
more, the roaring in my ears was so loud. I’m drowning in this up- 
roar, I thought, and said, "The General wants his civilian clothes 
to be got ready. He wishes to be alone a little longer,” 

Somehow I must have climbed into my carriage. The wheels 
roiled. When I opened my eyes again, I saw the road, the meadows, 
trees and bushes all unchanged. How strange, I thought in amaze- 
ment. A light breeze had come up. It smelled sw'eet as the roses at 
Malmaison. Count Rosen took the sword from my cramped fingers 
and leaned it in the corner of the carriage next to me. Then it hap- 
pened. I don’t know why I ducked back my head at the right mo- 
ment. But I did, and I heard my own scream. The stone struck my 
knee. It was a very sharp stone. . > . 

Ro.sen shouted in Swedish to Johansson, and Johansson lashed 
the horses. Hie next stone hit only a rear wheel. Rosen’s face was 
deathly pale. "Your Highness— I sw^ear — the would-be assassin 
will be caught!” 

"Why? He’s done nothing.” / 


"Nothing? If someone throws stones at the Crown Princess of 
Sweden?” 

"The stone wasn’t aimed at the Crown Princess of Sv\'eden. Only 
at Marshal Bernadotte’s wife. And she no longer exists.” 

It was dusk, the sweet breeze was cooler, I could breathe again. 
A horseman overtook us. Probably a courier from General Becker to 
inform the Government that it w'as all over. I leaned back and 
looked at the evening sky. The first stars gleamed, Over — yes, all 
over. ... I couldn’t imagine ever leaving this carriage again, seeing 
people, thinking, acting, 

"It’s not quite proper, but perhaps you would hold my hand, 
Count — I’m so tired and so alone.” 

Shyly he put his hand over mine. 

When we reached the outskirts of the city, darkness had fallen. 
In front of every house, whispering groups had gathered, Now 
Napoleon has put on his civilian clothes, he’s driving to the coast, 
his mother has given him some food, he has started on his long 
journey, Paris is saved — 

Near the rue d’ Anjou we came upon a crowd of people surging 
forward. We had to stop, From the rue d’ Anjou came muffled 
.shouting. All at once someone called, "The Crowm Princess of 
Sweden!” Others took up the cry. In the rue d’ Anjou it sounded 
like a storm. Gendarmes appeared, pushed back the crowd, our 
horses started forward. In front of my house, torches burned high. 
The gate was wide open, we drove right on. Then the gates were 
closed quickly behind us. The storm outside subsided into a sound 
like the distant roaring of the sea. 

When I alighted from the carriage I felt an agonizing pain in my 
knee. I clenched my teeth and reached for the sword. Then I limped 
into the hou.se. The hall was brightly lighted, the doors were open, 
Startled, I blinked in the sudden brightness. At many stranger.s. . . . 

"I thank you in the name of France—citizeness.” 

Lafayette had come to meet me. His eyes smiled out of a hundred 
wrinkles. His hand lay protectingly under my arm to lead me into 
the room. "Who are ail these people?” I whispered dumfounded. 

"Representatives of the Nation, my child,” Lafayette said kindly, 

"And — this great Nation, Highness, has many repre-sentatives.” 



Talleyrand had joined us. Behind him stood Fouche with a white 
cockade on his coat lapel. The many representatives of the Nation 
bowed. Suddenly there was a dead silence. Only the roaring of the 
.sea in the .street penetrated the closed shutters. 

"And all those people in the street? What are they waiting for?" 

"A rumour has spread that Your Highness was trying to negoti- 
ate,” said Fouche rapidly. "The people of Paris have been waiting 
for hours for the return of Your Highness,” 

"Tell the people that the Em— that General Bonaparte has sur- 
rendered to the Allies and has departed. Then they will go home." 

"They want to see you, citizeness,” Lafayette said. 

"Me? See me?” 

Lafayette nodded. "You bring us peace. Capitulation without 
civil war. You have fulfilled your mission, citizeness.” 

I shook my head in horror. No, no, not that . . . But Lafayette 
wouldn’t let go my arm. "Show yourself to the people, citizeness. 
You have saved many lives. May I escort you to a window?” 

Helplessly, I let him lead me into the dining room, A window 
overlooking the rue d’ Anjou was opened. Shouts rose from the 
darkness. Lafayette went to the wdndow. He flung wide his arms. 
The shouting ebbed away. The old man’s voice rang like a trumpet; 
"Citizens and citizenesses — peace is assured. General Bonaparte has 
given himself up as a prisoner of war, and to a woman ...” 

"A footstool,” I whispered. 

"A — what?” a.sked Rosen. 

"A footstool, I’m too .short for a crown princess!” 1 told him, 
and thought — Josephine, Josephine. ... 

" — and to a woman, a citizeness, chosen by a freedom-loving peo- 
ple in the far north as their crown princess — ^Napoleon has surren- 
dered his sword. The sword of Waterloo!” 

Again shouts rose from the darkness. Lafayette stepped quickly 
aside. A footstool was placed in front of the window. 

With both hands I held out the sword. Torches glowed, tlit 
tiarknesS below me seethed. Then I made out the words. They kept 
shouting the same thing to me: -^Notre dame de la palx ^ — "Our 
Lady of Peace!” First exultantly, and finally in rhythm again anrl 
again. '"Notre dcmie de la paix! Noire dame de la pa'/x!" 



I stood still and tears streamed down my cheeks. Lafayette w^ent 
back and thrust young Count Rosen forward. The old man took up 
a candlestick and let the light play on the Swedish uniform and the 
blue-and-yellow sash. "Sweden, long live Sweden," the crowd 
cheered. The Swedish flag was mn up the flagpole over the gate; 
the night breeze toyed with it and made it look enormous. ^'Notre 
dame de la pdx. . . .!” They cheered long after Ld got down from the 
footstool, and the windows were closed. Then I stood, feeling 
strange and lonely in my own salon. The representatives of la 
Grande Nation formed excited little groups. I think they were 
quarrelling. Someone said, "Talleyrand has already started on the 
armistice negotiations.” And another, 'Touche will send a secret 
courier to fat Louis!" 

They unfortunately made no move to leave. 1 laid the sword on 
the table beneath the portrait of the First Consul. Marie put fresh 
candles in the candelabra. She was wearing her new blue silk. 
"Marie — I think we should offer them some refreshment. Perhaps 
the cherries planned to preserve.^ And some wine.^’’ 

"I would have baked .some cakes if I’d known all this earlier. 
This time w^e’ve managed to get a lot of flour." 

Yes, the sacks of flour in the basement. I listened. In the street 
they were still shouting. 

"Marie, those people down there have been hungry for days. 
Have the sacks of flour brought up from the cellar. The cook can 
dole it out in front of the house. The gendarmes wdll help. Each is 
to have as much as he can carry away in a handkerchief or scarf." 

"Eugenie — you’re crazy," Marie said tenderly. 

Ten minutes later the representatives of the Nation rushed to tlic 
wine as though dying of thirst, and spat the cherry pips in all direc- 
tions. My knee throbbed so painfully I could hardly think. I limped 
to the door. But Talleyrand stopped me. "Has Your Highness hurl 
her leg.^” 

"No, no — I’m only tired, Your Excellency." 

He raised his lorgnon. "Our Republican friend, the Marquis de 
Lafayette, seems to be an old idol of Your Highness.” 

His tone of voice infuriated me. “He’s the one man with dean 
hands in this room," I blurted out. 



"Naturally, Your Highness. All these years he’s devoted himself 
to his vegetable garden, and washed his hands in innocence. Now^ 
they’re clean — those hands!” 

"The silent ones in the country ...” I began. 

"Are always a dictator’s most useful subjects." 

We listened. Even through the closed shutters we heard the 
scraping of many feet, and the gendarmes’ commands. "That’s only 
the distribution of flour,” I murmured. 

"How kind you are, my child-first you bring peace of mind and 
then food for the hungry.” Lafayette had joined me, his blue eyes 
looked at me affectionately. 

"How kind and how wise.” Talleyrand smiled as he took a glass 

of wine from a servant. "The little country with the big future first 

negotiates and later distributes food.” He handed me the glass. 
"To Sweden, Your Highness.” 

It occurred to me that I had eaten nothing all day, and I dared 
not drink on an empty stomach. I noticed, too, that Fouche wanted 
to snatch the sword. "No, you don’t,” I cried, limping quickly over. 

"But the French government—-” he protested. For the first time 
I saw the gleam in his small eyes. A very greedy gleam. 

"The sword has been surrendered to the Allies and not to the 
French government. I will keep it until General Bliicher and General 
^ Wellington decide about it.” 

I held the sword of Waterloo again like an umbrella and sup- 
ported myself with it. Perhaps cold compresses will help my poor 
knee, I thought, and looked at the portrait. The First Consul stared 
scornfully into space. 

The silent ones of the country were quarrelling again with the 
traitors to the Republic. I heard them all tlie way up to my bed- 
room. My knee was blue and very swollen. Shaking her head, 
Marie peeled off my rumpled dress. The street was quiet. I began 
to write in my diary. . . , And now at last it’s down. Papa, Lafay- 
ette has become an old man. And your broadside of the Rights of 
Man is probably in Sweden. . . . 

Since Napoleon’s return from Elba no more than ninety, ninety- 
five — no — a hundred days have passed., A hundred days and a hun- 




clred eternities — am I actually only thirty-five years old? Jean- 
Baptiste died one death in the Battle of Leipzig, and the young 
Desiree in the maze at Malmaison. How can two such strangers 
ever live together again? 

1 don’t believe I’ll ever write in my diary again. Papa. 




THE QUEEN OF SWEDEN 





Paris, February, 1818 

Now it has actually happened to me. 

Although I’ve known for years that one day it would, I couldn’t 
really imagine it. But now it’s come. And nothing, nothing can undo 
it. 

I was at the piano trying to play a new melody Oscar had com- 
po.sed, A shame that Jean-Baptiste wasted so much money on my 
piano and deportment lessons, I thought once again as I pecked at 
the keys. At which point the Swedish Ambassador was announced. 
There was nothing unusual in this, he called frequently, and the 
afternoon was grey and rainy — just right for a cup of tea. 

But the moment he entered the room, I understood. He just stood 
there. The door closed behind him. We were alone. Yet he stood 
motionless at the door and didn’t move. The whole room lay be- 
tween us, I wanted to hurry to him. Then he bowed. We were 
both most uneasy. His bow was so deep, so — -solemn. I saw the 
mourning band on his arm, and felt as though all the blood had left 
my face. 

"Your Majesty — ’’ He slowly stood erect. "Your Majesty, 1 come 
with sad news. King Charles passed away on the fifth of February." 

I might have been turned to stone; People I’ve loved have died. 
The trembling little old king I’d hardly known at all. But his death 
meant ... 

"His Majesty has delegated me to inform Your Highne.ss of all 
the circumstances, and to give you this letter," 



I didn’t stir. The Ambassador came to me, and held out a sealed 
letter to me. "Your Majesty, please—” he implored. I reached out 
a trembling hand and took the letter. 

"Sit down, Baron,” I murmured, and sank into the nearest chair. 
xMy hands shook while I broke the heavy seal. It was a large sheet 
of paper, on wdiich Jean-Baptiste had scribbled in great haste: 

Dearest, you ace now Queen of Sweden. Please behave accordingly. 
In haste, Your J-B. 

And below, a postscript, 

Don’t forget to destroy this letter at once. 

Behave accordingly: I let the letter fall and smiled. 1 knew the 
Ambassador was watching me. The Ambassador with his band of 
mourning. I quickly tried to assume a sad and dignified expression. 
"My husband writes me that I’m now Queen of Sweden,” I said 
earnestly. 

At that the Ambassador began to smile. "On February 6, His 
Majesty was proclaimed by the Royal Heralds King Charles XIV 
John of Sweden and Norway, and the wife of His Majesty was pro- 
claimed Queen Desideria.” 

"Jean-Baptiste should never have permitted that! I mean, to call 
me Desideria,” I murmured. To that the Ambassador had no an- 
.swer. "How — how did it happen?” I asked at last. 

"The old gentleman passed away peacefully. He had a stroke oti 
tlie first of February, and two days later we knew the end was near. 
His Majesty and His Highness, the Crown Prince, were in the sick- 
room.” 

I tried to imagine the scene. The Stockholm Palace, the over- 
crowded sickroom, Jean-Baptiste, and .His Highness, the Crown 
Prince. Oscar — Crown Prince Oscar . . . 

"My friend, Solomon Breiin, has written me exactly what hap- 
pened. In the antechamber outside the sickroom the members ot 
the court and the Government had assembled. The connecting door 
was open. At about seven o’clock, on February the fifth, the King’.s 
breathing became quieter. We realized he had regained conscious- 
ness, The Queen fell on her knees at his bedside, Princess Sofia 


began to pray half out loud. Suddenly the old gentleman opened his 
eyes and stared fixedly in the direction of the Crown Prince — I mean 
His Majesty. And tiis Majesty steadily returned his look. He 
moved only once, to ask the Crown Prince to bring him a coat. My 
friend writes that His Majesty was very pale and seemed cold. 
Although the heat in the small room was almost unbearable. . . . 

"The longer the dying man gazed at the Crown Prince — I mean 
at His Majesty — the quieter and easier became his breathing. At a 
quarter to eleven it was all over." 

I bowed my head, I, too, was suddenly cold. "And then?" 

"The Dowager Queen and Princess Sofia Albertina left the death 
room, and the others, too, withdrew. Only His Majesty remained. 
He expressly wished to be left alone with the dead King.” 

The Ambassador shivered a little, but went on quickly. "At mid- 
night Hi.s Majesty received members of the Government, representa- 
tives of the Army, and the senior civil servants, who swore the oath 
of allegiance to him. This ceremony is required by the Constitution. 
Early in the morning His Majesty was proclaimed by the Royal 
Heralds King of Sweden and Norway. After that, His Majesty at- 
tended the service of mourning. And after this, His Majesty 
mounted his horse, and received the oath of allegiance from the 
troops of the Stockholm garrison. Meanwhile, the citizens of Stock- 
holm had gathered at the Palace gates to do homage to their sov- 
ereign. The next day His Majesty, for the first time, ascended his 
throne in Parliament, and took the royal oath. As His Majesty laid 
his hand on the Bible, Crown Prince Oscar knelt before his father, 

, . . Your Majesty cannot imagine the rejoicing in Sweden, The 
coronation ceremony at the request of His Majesty will not be held 
until the eleventh of May.” 

"Really — the eleventh of May?" 

"Has His Majesty a special reason to dioose this date?" 

"On the eleventh of May, it will be just twenty-five years since the 
soldier Jean-Baptiste Bernadotte became a sergeant in the Army of 
the French Republic. It was a. great day in my husband’s life, Your 
Excellency.” 

"Yes, yes, of course, Your Majesty." 
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I rang for tea. Marcelline came in to help me serve it. We drank 
our first cups in silence. 

"More tea, Your Excellency.^" 

"You’re very kind, Your Majesty." 

Poor Marcelline was so shocked she dropped a cup, with a crash. 
Soon afterward the Ambassador took his leave, "The French King 
'Audi undoubtedly pay Your Majesty a visit of condolence," he assured 
me. 

"Broken china means good luck,” whispered Marcelline and 
looked at me in awe. 

"Perhaps — Why are you staring at me like that.^" 

"Her Majesty, Queen of Sweden and Norway!" She rolled out 
the words impressively. 

"I must order some mourning tomorrow,” I said. 

I walked slowly over to the piano. Looked at the music Oscar, 
Crown Prince of Sweden and Norway, had written, I riffled the keys. 
Then I clo.sed up the keyboard. 'T’ll never play the piano again, 
Marcelline." 

"Why not, Aimt.^" 

"Because I play too badly. Too badly for a queen." 

"Now we can’t go to see Aunt Julie, You'll go to Stockholm, 
naturally. Aunt Julie wdll be ail upset. She counted so much on 
your visit." 

"She can still count on it," I said, and went up to my bedroom. 

1 simply threw myself on the bed, and stared into the darkness. 

Julie Bonaparte — exiled from France like all the others with the 
name Bonaparte, They allowed her to stay in my house for one week 
after Napoleon’s departure. But then I had to pack her boxes, and 
take her and the children across the Belgian frontier. 

Since that time I’ve written a rec|uest every month to the eighteenth 
Louis asking him to authorize Julie’s return. And every other month 
I’ve received a courteous, very courteous, refusal. And after every 
refusal, I’ve gone to Brussels to comfort Julie and take care of her. 
Every time 1 come, she complains of some new symptoms, and 
swallows .so much medicine it malces me sick even to watch her. 
Brother-in-law Joseph didn’t stay around long. He took the title 
of Count de Survilliers and sailed to America, There he bought 


a farm near New York. His letters sound contented. His present 
life reminds him of his youth on his mother’s farm. Thin and em- 
bittered, Julie drags herself from her sofa to her bed, from her bed 
to her sofa. How can he have imagined that she’d ever be well 
enough to follow him to America? I stroke her hands, and put com- 
presses on her forehead. Julie, for years, we were together every 
day — Tell me, when did you stop loving Joseph? 

That first week after the Hundred Days. . , . Hortense came for 
her sons. Count Flahault accompanied her. They were on their way 
to Switzerland. Hortense was quiet and sensible, she seemed almost 
happy. Beyond the Cape of Good Hope there are no women. Her 
lifelong jealousy is over. Only at the very last — I was helping her 
younger child into the carriage — ^her eyes flashed again. 

“But one will come back and be the third,’’ she whispered. 

“Who, and third what?” I demanded. 

"One of my sons, madame,” she smiled craftily, “Napoleon the 
Third.” 

Hortense succeeded in reaching Switzerland. But not ail were so 
lucky. Not Marshal Ney. , . . For after the Hundred Days, the 
eighteenth Louis ceased to believe he had gained the throne through 
chance, but by his own proprietary right. While he laboriously 
climbed the front stairs to the Tuileries, he remembered bitterly his 
flight out of the back door. The Tuileries courtyard was deserted, 
and all over Paris people had hung banners of the Republic from 
their windows. Louis sat down at his desk and demanded the lists. 
But the lists of Republicans and Bonapartists had vanished during 
the Hundred Days. Then Fouche was announced. He brought not 
only the lists but he had also added new names. With them Fouche 
handed over to Louis — France. A Republican government wouldn’t 
have kept Fouche long as a minister. So he bargained with the 
Bourbons. He welcomed them as a representative of the Provi- 
sional Government, and they appointed him Minister of Police. The 
eighteenth Louis was thinking primarily of the lists. 

Marshal Ney, in the meantime, had assembled what was left of 
the Army, and was leading them from Waterloo back to France. His 
name was also on the lists — hadn’t he promised to take Napoleon 
prisoner and to exhibit him in a cage? Ney tried to escape to 


Switzerland, but was captured in flight King Louis first had him 
brought before a court martial, but the court martial acquitted him. 
So Louis called the Upper House together, an assembly of the old 
nobility and of repatriated exiles. Marshal Ney, the son of a cooper, 
was sentenced to die for high treason. 

That’s when I wrote my first petition to King Louis. I wrote 
clumsily, with trembling fingers, while, beside me, Mme Ney knelt 
and prayed. But while I was still writing, the entire quarter around 
die Jardin de Luxembourg was cordoned off by Fouche s gendarmes. 
In the park cracked a volley of shots.. We didn’t know about this 
until Rosen came in, saw what I was writing, and told me it was too 
late. Mme Ney screamed. She screamed until she could scream no 
more. I often, meet her, she has become taciturn and suspicious. 
But her screams still echo through my house, ... 

How many faces seem to haunt me from the darkness. Shot, im- 
prisoned, exiled — Louis struck one name after another from the lists. 
Finally only one single name remained. Then he struck this one off, 
too, and sent his Minister of Police, the Duke of Otranto, into exile, 

Julie in Brussels, Joseph in America. The other Bonapartes in 
Italy. But I was still here, and King Louis would call on me. Sud- 
denly I was dreadfully frightened, because I didn’t know what had 
become of Jean-Baptiste’s letter. Perhaps I’d left it lying in the salon 
and he said that I was to behave "accordingly.” 

Accordingly. 

I was relieved to feel the letter under my pillow. Marie came in 
and lighted the candles. 

She’ll scold me for lying on the silk bedspread with my shoes on, 
I tl'iought. But Marie didn’t scold me at all. She shone a light on 
my face, and looked at me respectfully, just like Marcelline. 

"Don't be angry, I’ll take off my shoes.” I sat up, embarra.ssed. 

"Your niece told me about it. You might have told me yourself." 
Marie grumbled. 

"I know what you’re thinking. That my papa wouldn’t have ap- 
proved. I know it myself. You don’t have to tell me." 

"Hold up your arms, Eugenie, and let me take off your dress. ’ 

I rai.sed my arms. She slipped off my dress. "There — now sit up 
straight, Eugenie, and lift your head. It doesn’t matter what one i.s. 



but how one acts. If you’re a queen, then at least be a good one, 
When do we leave for Stockholm.?” 

I picked up the letter and reread the casual scrawl. Written in 
such ha.ste, so full of anxiety that I might be unworthy of him. 1 
reached for a candle and held the letter to the flame. 

■'Well, when do we go, Eugenie?” 

"In three days. Then I won’t have time to receive King Louis. 
By the way — we’re going to Brussels, Marie. Julie needs me, and in 
Stockholm I’m superfluous.” 

"But they can’t have a coronation without us!” Marie protested. 

"Apparently they can. Or they would have invited us to it.” The 
last corner of the letter crumbled into ashes. I got out my diary, and 
began, for the first time in ages, to write it all down. Now it has 
really happened to me — I am Queen of Sweden. 


Paris, June, 182.1 

The letter lay among many others on my breakfast table. The 
dark'green seal showed clearly the coat of arms forbidden all over 
the world. At fir,st I thought I must be dreaming. I examined the 
seal from all sides. It actually was a letter with the crest of the 
Emperor. And addressed to Her Majesty, Queen Desideria of Swe- 
den and Norway. I finally opened this unexpected communication. 

Madame, I have been informed that my son, the Emperor of tiie 
French, died on May the fifth of this year on the island of St, Helena . . , 

1 looked up. The chest of drawers, the night table, the mirror in 
its gilt frame. Nothing had changed, Oscar’s picture as a chiid, and 
Jean-Baptiste’s portrait. Everything looked as usual, I couldn’t take 
it in. After a while I read the letter to the end. 



... on the island of St. Helena. His earthly remains at the order of 
the governor of the island will be buried with the military honours due 
a general. The English Government has forbidden the erection of a 
tombstone v/ith the name "Napoleon.” Only the inscription "General 
N. Bonaparte” has been allowed. Therefore I have decided that the 
grave will remain unmarked. I am dictating these lines to my son 
Lucien who frequently stays with me in Rome. My eyesight has been 
failing for years, and unfortunately I am now blind. Lucien has begun 
to read aloud to me my son’s memoirs, which he dictated to Count de 
Montholon on St. Helena. They contain the sentence, "Desiree Clary 
was Napoleon’s first love.” This proves, madame, that my son never 
stopped thinking of his first love. Since they tell me the manuscript is 
soon to be printed, please let me know whether this sentence should be 
omitted. We understand you must consider your exalted position, and 
will gladly comply with your wishes. I send you my son Lucien’s kind 
regard, and remain as always your devoted . . . 

The blind old woman had signed the letter herself. It was barely 
legible and in Italian; "Laefizta, madre di Napoleone” 

In the course of the day I asked my nephew Marius how the letter 
with the green coat of arms had come to my house. Since I’ve ap- 
pointed Marius my Court Chamberlain, he’s supposed to know' about 
these things. 

"An attache to the Swedish Embassy brought it. The letter u'as 
delivered to the Swedish Charge d’ Affaires in Rome." 

"Did you see the crest?” 

"No. Was it an important letter?” 

"It w'as the last letter I shall ever receive wdth the Emperor’.s 
crest on it. I want you to send some money to the English Ambas- 
sador asking that in my name a wreath be laid on the grave at St. 
Helena. On the nameless grave, you’d better add.” 

"Aunt, your wish cannot be granted. There are no fiow'ers on St, 
Helena, The terrible climate of the island kills all plant life.” 

"Do you think Marie Louise will marry Count von Neipperg now. 
Aunt? They say she already has three children by him,” said M.ar- 
celline. 

"She was as good as married to him long ago, my child,” 

"And w'hat about the son of her first marriage? The King oi 


but how one acts. If you’re a qiieen^ then at least be a good one, 
When do we leave for Stockholm?” ■ 

I picked up the letter and reread the casual scrawl. Written in 
such haste, so full of anxiety that I might be unworthy of him. i 
reached for a candle and held the letter to the flame. 

"Well, when do we go, Eugenie?” ' 

"In three days. Then I won’t have time to receive King Louis, 
By the way — -we’re going to Brussels, Marie. Julie needs me, and in 
Stockholm I’m superfluous.” 

"But they can’t have a coronation without us!” Marie protested. 

"Apparently they can. Or they would have invited us to it.” The 
last corner of the letter crumbled into ashes. I got out my diary, and 
began, for the first time in ages, to write it all down. Now it has 
really happened to me- — I am Queen of Sweden, 


ejLj) 

Paris, June, 1821 

The letter lay among many others on my breakfast table. The 
dark-green seal showed clearly the coat of arms forbidden all over 
the world. At first I thought I must be dreaming. I examined the 
seal from all sides. It actually was a letter with the crest of the 
Emperor. And addressed to Her Majesty, Queen Desideria of Swe- 
den and Norway. I finally opened this unexpected communication. 

Madame, I have been informed, that my son, the Emperor of the 
French, died on May the fifth of this year on the island of St. Helena , . . 

1 looked up. The chest of drawers, the night table, the mirror in 
its gilt frame. Nothing had changed. Oscar’s picture as a child, and 
Jean-Baptiste’s portrait. Everything looked as usual. I couldn’t take 
it in. After a while I read the letter to the end. 
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... on the i.sland of St. Helena. His earthly remains at the order of 
the governor of the island will be buried with the military honours due 
a general. The English Government has forbidden the erection of a 
tombstone with the name "Napoleon.” Only the inscription "General 
N. Bonaparte” has been allowed. Therefore I have decided that the 
grave will remain unmarked. I am dictating these lines to my son 
Lucien who frequently stays with me in Rome. My eyesight has been 
failing for years, and unfortunately I am now blind. Lucien has begun 
to read aloud to me my son's memoirs, which he dictated to Count de 
Montholon on St. Helena. They contain the sentence, "Desiree Clary 
was Napoleon’s first love.” This proves, madame, that my son never 
stopped thinking of his first .love. Since they tell me the manuscript is 
soon to be printed, please let me know whether this sentence should be 
omitted. We understand you must consider your exalted position, and 
will gladly comply with your wishes. I send you my son Lucien’s kind 
regard, and remain as always your devoted ... 

The blind old w'oman had signed the letter herself. It was barely 
legible and in Italian: ^’Laetizia, madre di Napoleojie.” 

In the course of the day I asked my nephew Marius how the letter 
with the green coat of arms had come to my house. Since I’ve ap- 
pointed Marius my Court Chamberlain, he’s supposed to know about 
these things. 

"An attache to the Swedish Embassy brought it. The letter was 
delivered to the Swedish Charge d’ Affaires in Rome.’’ 

"Did you see the crest?” 

"No. Was it an important letter?" 

"It w'as the last letter I shall ever receive with the Emperor’s 
crest on it. I want you to send some money to the English Ambas- 
•saclor asking that in my name a wreath be laid on the grave at St. 
Helena. On the nameless grave, you’d better add.” 

"Aunt, your wish cannot be granted. There are no flowers on St. 
Helena. The terrible climate of the island kills all plant life.” 

"Do you think Marie Louise will marry Count von Neipperg now. 
Aunt? They say she already has three children by him," said 
celline. 

"vShe was as good as married to him long ago, my child," 

"And what about the son of her first marriage? The King of 
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Rome was referred to as Napdleori II in ail offidai Frendi documents 
for several days during the second abdication negotiations,” Marius 
declared, vehemently. 

"The King of Rome, also known as i’Aiglon, is now called Fran- 
gois Joseph Charles, Duke of Reichstadt, son of Marie Louise, 
Duchess of Parma. Talleyrand showed me a copy of the letters patent 
making him a duke.” 

"And his father isn’t mentioned at all.?” 

”No. As far as the document goes, his father is — unknown.” 

"If Napoleon had foreseen his future—” Marcelline began, 

"He knew,” I said. Then I sat down at my desk. An island with- 
out flowers. An island on which nothing survived. Our garden in 
Marseilles, the meadow — yes, the meadow, I began my letter to his 
mother. 

"Aunt Julie once intimated that you — ” Marcelline stammered. 
"Or rather, that he once — I mean that ...” 

"You can read about it in his memoirs.” I sealed my letter. 
“Nothing will be left out.” 


C_XJ> 

In ei hotel room in Aix-la-^Chapelle, June, 1822 

That I could once again experience all the sw^eetness, the anxiety, 
the impatience of a first rendeJjvous, I thought this morning, in front 
of my mirror. My fingers shook as I put on my rouge. Not too 
much, I told myself, I’m forty-two years old, he must not think I’m 
trying to seem younger. But I want him to find me attractive. . . . 

“And when will I see him,?” I asked for about the hundredth 
time. 

“At half-past twelve, Aunt. In your salon,” Marcelline answered 
patiently.:- 

“But he gets here early in the morning, doesn’t he?” 
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"No one knows the exact hour of his arrival, so the appointment 
was made for half-past twelve, Aunt" 

"And will he dine with me?” 

"Of course. Accompanied by his chamberlain, Karl Gustaf 
Lowenhjelm.” 

"My Lowenhjelm’s uncle." My Lowenhjelm is Gustaf, too. He 
has recently been sent me from Stockholm to replace Count Rosen, 
who went back home. But he’s so pompous and distant I hardly dare 
speak to him. 

"Otherwise, Aunt, only Marius and I will be there. So you’ll be 
able to talk to him freely." 

My Lowenhjelm, his Lowenhjelm, Marcelline and Marius. No. 
And again, no. I made up my mind, "Marcelline, be sweet and send 
me Count Lowenhjelm.” 

He’ll arrive, I thought, and need to wash, and, after the long 
drive, he’ll want exercise. Besides, he’s never been in Aix, the hotel 
is near the Cathedral. Like any tourist, he’ll want to see the Ca- 
thedral. ... 

I said to Lowenhjelm, "You must be sure your uncle understands. 
Your uncle is to leave as soon as he sees me. Promise me that?” 

My Lowenhjelm was horrified. "The advantage of ceremonial 
protocol is that surprises cannot possibly occur," he explained. I 
refused to give in. "As Your Majesty commands,” he sighed. 

So I put on my hat with the travelling veil. The veil came down 
over my cheeks. I tied the ribbons tightly under my chin. Besides, 
I thought, it’s dark in the Cathedral. I left the hotel by myself. 
This is the last, the decisive surprise of my life, I thought on the 
way to the Cathedral, The first rendezvous with a new man can mean 
anything — or nothing. In half an hour I’ll know. 

I sat on a choir bench and folded my hands. Eleven years is a 
long time. Perhaps, without realizing it, I’ve changed into an old 
lady. In any case, he has grown up. A young man sent abroad to 
find a bride in the courts of Europe. Reliable Karl Gustaf Low- 
enhjelm has been assigned to accompany him, so he won’t stray. 

The same reliable Low-enhjelm who, years ago, awaited his father's 
arrival in Sweden, to initiate him into Swedish court ceremonial. 
But I will disregard this ceremonial. ... 
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That morning countless tourists visited the Cathedral. They 
surged around the tomb of Charleinagne. I followed every one with 
my eyes. Him? asked my heart. Or the little man with flat feet over 
there? 

I don’t know how a mother feels who’s seen her son grow up. 
Who tells him good night and kisses his cheek wdth its first stubbl)^ 
beard, and knows when he first falls in love. Because then he sud- 
denly pays attention to how he looks. All that, I’ve missed. I’m 
now^ looking for a man, of whom I’ve dreamed all my life but never 
met. Great presence, irresistible charm, everything — I expect it all 
from an unknown son. 

I recognized him immediately. Not because he was with Low- 
enhjeim, who hasn’t changed since my long-ago Stockholm days. 
But by his carriage, his walk, the slight turn of his head when he 
whispered something to Lowenhjelm. He wore a dark civilian suit, 
he is almost as big as his father. Only slender — yes, much slenderer, 
I stood up and went up to him. As in a dream, without thinking 
how I’d speak to him. He stood before the tomb of Charlemagne, 
and leaned a little forward to read the inscription. I plucked at his 
companion’s arm. Lowenhjelm looked up, and silently moved away. 

"Is that Charlemagne’s tomb?” I heard myself ask in French. It 
was the silliest question in the world, it said so on the tomb, 

"As you see, madame,” he said, without looking up. 

"I know that my behaviour is unseemly, but — but I’d like very 
much to meet Your Highness,” I whispered. 

He turned to me. "You know who I am, madame?” 

The dark fearless eyes of his childhood. And the same thick 
luir. My hair . , . But a strange little moustache, which he had 
twirled up ridiculously. 

"Your Highness is the Crown Prince of Sweden, And 1 — I’m a 
sort of compatriot. My husband lives in Stockholm ...” I hesitated. 
He looked at me steadily. ‘T wanted to ask Your Highness some- 
thing, but it will take a little time.” 

"Yes?” He looked around. "I don’t know why my companion 
has suddenly deserted us,” he murmured. "But I have an hour, 
If you’ll permit me, madame, I’ll gladly accompany you.” He smiled 
into my eyes. "May I, madame?” 
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I nodded. There was a lump in my throat. While we walked to 
the exit, I saw Oscar’s Lowenhjelm hiding behind a pillar. Oscar 
didn’t see him. Without speaking to each other, we strolled through 
the fish market in front of the Cathedral, across a wide road, and 
finally into a narrow street. I pulled my veil over my face because I 
felt Oscar looking at me out of the corner of his eye. He stopped 
at a small cafe with a few miserable little tables and two dusty palms 
in flowerpots. 

"May I offer my charming compatriot a glass of wine?’’ 

I looked in horror at the hideous potted plants. It wouldn’t be 
proper, I thought, and blushed. Didn’t he realize I was an elderly 
woman? Or was Oscar trained to be attentive to just any woman? 

It’s only because he’s finally skipped out on his frightful Lovv - 
enhjelm, I comforted myself — and accepted. "It’s not very grand 
here, but we can at least talk undisturbed, madame,” he said amiably. 
Then, to my horror, he asked, "Waiter, have you any champagne?" 

"Not so early in the morning!” I objected. 

"Why not? Anytime, If there’s something to celebrate." 

"But there’s nothing to celebrate,” I protested. 

"Yes, Knowing you, madame. Can’t you push that ugly veil 
aside, so I can see your face, and not just the tip of your nose?” 

"My nose is a great misfortune,” I said. "When I was young, I 
was sick about it. Strange, but no one has the kind of nose he likes.” 

"My father has a fantastic nose. It juts out like an eagle’s beak. 
His face is all nose and eyes.” 

The waiter brought champagne and filled our glasses. 

unknown countrywoman! French and Swedish both, aren't 

you?” 

"Like Your Highness,” I said. The champagne was much too 
:Sweet. 

"No, madame. I’m only Swedish now,” he said quickly, "and 
Norwegian. This champagne tastes awful, doesn’t it?” 

"Too sweet. Your Highness.” 

"We .seem to have the same tastes, madame; I’m glad. Most 
women prefer sugary-sweet wane. Our Koskull, for instance ...” 

I caught my breath sharply. "What do you mean — 'our Koskull’?" 

"The lady-in-waiting, Mariana von Koskull. First, the late King’s 
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ray of sunshine. Then Papa’s favourite/ and, if I’d followed his 
wishes, my mistress. What surprises you, madame?” 

"That you — tell all this to a stranger,” I said sternly. 

"A countrywoman, madame. The late Queen Hedwig Elisabeth 
had little use for her husband’s primitive urges. Mile von Koskulj 
used to read aloud to him, and he was happy if he could stroke her 
arm as she read. Papa accepted the etiquette of the Swedish Court 
as it was. Pie didn’t want to upset anything or change anything. He 
took over the Koskull, too.” 

I stared at him, fascinated. "Are you serious.^'” 

"Madame, my father is the loneliest man I know. My mother 
hasn’t come to see him for years. Papa works sixteen hours a day, 
and spends the late evening hours with a few friends he made 
while he was Crown Prince. For instance, Count Brahe, if this 
name means anything to you. Mile von Koskull often joins them. 
With a guitar. She sings Swedish drinking songs for Papa. The 
songs are wonderful, but unfortunately he can’t understand the 
words.” 

"And the court balls, the receptions.^ One can’t have a court 
without them 

"Papa can. Don’t forget, madame, we have no queen at our 
court.” 

I sipped my champagne slowly. He promptly refilled my glass. 
"Everything will be different when Your Highness marries.” 

"Do you think a young princess would be happy in an immeiLst 
ice-cold palace, madame, in which the King refuses to receive any- 
one but his councillors of state and his old friends.^ My father has 
become very odd. A king who doesn’t understand the language of 
his country, and is beset by a sickening neurotic fear of being de- 
posed Do you know what it’s come to now.? My father absolutely 
forbids newspapers to publish any article personally displea.sing 
to him. Although the Swedish Constitution guarantees freedom of 
the press. Madame, the King himself violates the Constitution, do 
you realise what that means?” 

Oscar’s face was pale with misery. 1 asked toneiessly, "Your 
Highness, you’re not set against your father?” 

"No. Or it wouldn't upset me so. . . . Madame, my father’s for- 



eign policy has secured for Sweden a position in Europe no one 
would have believed possible. His trade policy turned this bankrupt 
state into a prosperous country. Sweden has him to thank for her 
independence. Yet today he opposes with all his strength every lib- 
eral tendency in Parliament. And why? Because His Majesty thinks 
liberalism might lead to revolution, and the revolution would cost 
him his crown. In Scandinavia, revolution isn’t the problem at all. 
But only a healthy evolution. But that a former Jacobin can not 
grasp. Am I boring you, madame?” 

I shook my head. 

"Things have gone so far that some people — individuals, madame, 
not any party— talk of forcing the King to abdicate — in my favour." 

"That— you mustn’t even think of it, much less talk about it, 
Highness,’’ I whispered through quivering lips. 

His thin shoulders slumped forward. "I’m tired, madame. I 
wanted to be a composer, but what came of it? A few songs, a few 
military marches. I began an opera, but haven’t time to finish it, be- 
cause I must not only devote myself to my duties as Crown Prince 
and as artillery general, but also as a go-between. I, madame, I must 
make my father realize that the French Revolution also brought 
about changes in Sweden. Papa should receive commoners instead 
of having only the old nobility at court functions. Papa must refrain, 
in every speech before a new session of Parliament, from talking 
about his achievements as a military commander, and about the 
large sums from his private fortune he has sacrificed for Sweden. 
Papa must . . 

I couldn’t bear it any longer. I had to interrupt him. "And thi.s 
Koskull?’’ 

"I don’t think she’s ever done any more than sing songs for him. 
Though — of course, Papa was a man in the prime of life when his 
loneliness began, wasn’t he? Besides, he had the antedeluvian no- 
tion that mistresses, whose talents had been proved for a couple of 
generations, should teach Crown Princes in the art of love. Madame, 
he recently sent Mile von Koskull to my room in the middle of the 
night — armed with her guitar.” 

"Your papa meant well, Highnessi” 

"My father locks himself in his study, and is out of touch with 
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reality. He needs — He broke off 'and refilled the glasses again. 
The deep furrows in his forehead reminded me of Jean-Baptistc. 
The champagne tasted flat. "When I was a child, madame, I wanted 
more than anything to see Napoleon’s coronation. I wasn’t allowed 
to. I can’t remember why, but I remember my mother, who was 
with me in the nursery, saying, ‘We’ll go to another coronation, 
Oscar. You and I. Mama promises. And it will be a much more 
beautiful coronation than tomorrow’s, believe me, much more beau- 
tiful. . . .’ Yes, madame, I went to another coronation. But my 
mother didn’t come. Why are you crying into your champagne 
glass.^’’ 

"Your mother’s name is Desideria — the desired one. Perhaps, at 
the time, her presence was not desired.” 

"Not desired? My father had her proclaimed queen in two mar- 
vellous countries and she — she never came to either. Do you think a 
man like my father would beg her to. 

"Perhaps your mother isn't suited to be a queen, Highness.” 

"The people of Paris shouted No/re dame 4e la paix up at my 
mother’s window, because she prevented a civil war. M’y mother 
wrested Napoleon’s sword from him . . 

"No, he gave it to her." 

"Madame, my mother is a wonderful woman. But .she is at least 
as stubborn as my father, I assure you that the Quecn‘.s presence in 
Sweden is not only desirable, but a necessity.” 

"If that is so, the Queen will come, of course,” I said .softly. 

"Mama. Thank God, Mama! And now take off the veil, so I 
can see you, really see you. Yes — you haven’t changed. You’re even 
more beautiful. Your eyes are larger, your face is fuller, and your 
forehead . . , Why are you crying. Mama?” 

"When did you recognize me, Oscar?” 

"Recognize? J only stationed myself at Charlemagne’s tomb tc> 
wait for you. Moreover, I was delighted to learn liow you speak to 
strange gentlemen.” 

"I was sure your Lowenhjeim would keep his mouth shut!" 

"My Lowenhjeim had nothing to do with it. From tJie beginning 
1 meant to see you again without witnesses. The Count knew how 
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rd racked my brain to arrange it. So he tipped me off that you 
had beaten me to it.” 

"Oscar — is everything you told me about Papa true.?" 

"Of course. I only exaggerated a little to speed your homecom- 
ing. When are you coming.?” 

He took my hand and pressed it to his cheek. Homecoming — 
homecoming to a foreign land in which I had once been so cold. 
He rubbed his cheek against my hand, “Oscar, you have whiskers, 
like a real man. . . . And you don’t know how deeply they hurt me 
in Stockholm.” 

"Mama, little Mama-— who hurt you? The weird widow of the 
murdered Vasa? She’s been dead for years. The old gentleman’s 
widow? Hedwig Elisabeth died a few months after her husband. 
Or old Princess Sofia Albertina? Don’t be ridiculous, Mama, who 
could hurt you now? Don’t forget, now you’re the Queen.” 

"No, no, I’m not forgetting. I think of it every minute, it haiint.s 
me, I’m afraid of it . . 

"Mama, back there in the Cathedral, you murmured something 
about a favour from His Highness. Did you say that only to start 
a conversation?” 

"No, I do want to ask you something. It’s about my daughter-in- 
law.” 

"There’s no such person. Papa has compiled a long list of 
princesses I’m to see. Oranienburg princesses, and above all, Prus- 
sian princesses. One more hideous than the other. Papa got their 
portraits.” 

"Fd so much like to have you marry for love, Oscar.” 

"Believe me, I’d rather, too. When you come home. I’ll secretly 
show you my little daughter! Her name is Oscara, Mama!” 

I’rn a grandmother . . . And grandmothers are old ladies! And 
I had hastened to my last rendezvous without apprehension. 

"Mama, Oscara has inherited your dimple,” 

Oscara. My granddaughter Oscara. ... "Tell me, have the^.e 
dimples a mother?” 

"A charming mother — Jaquette Gyldenstolpe.” 

"Does Papa know?” 
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"What are you thinking of, Mama! Promise me you’ll never 
mention it?’’ 

"But shouldn’t you 

"Marry her? Mama, you forget who 1 am." 

This gave me a turn. I don’t know why, Oscar continued rap- 
idly, "Papa first decided on a union with the House of Hanover. 
But to the English the Bernadotte Dynasty isn’t elegant enough, 1 
suppose I’ll have to marry a Prussian princess.’’ 

"Listen, Oscar. It has been arranged that from here you travei 
with me to Brussels for the wedding,” 

"I’ve forgotten — who is marrying whom?" 

"Aunt Julie’s daughter Zenaide is marrying a son of Lucien Bona- 
parte. Joseph Bonaparte is returning from America for the occa- 
sion. Perhaps he’ll stay in Europe with Julie.” 

"I hope so, then we’ll finally be rid of her and her frail health.” 

"Aunt Julie is very delicate.” 

"Forgive me, Mama, but all the Bonapartes are unattractive t(} 
me.” 

Like his father. Practically the same words. . . . 

"Aunt Julie is a Clary, remember that.” 

"All right. We’ll go to the wedding, Mama. And what then?" 

"From Brussels I’m going to Switzerland to visit Llortense, the 
Duchess of St. Leu, at Castle Arenenberg. She was a Beauharnais, the 
daughter of the beautiful Josephine. I want you to go with me.” 

"Mama, I really have no desire to see these Bonapartes.” 

"I want you to meet Flortense’s niece, the little Shooting Star.” 

"'Fhe little—what?” 

"Her father is Eugene, the former Viceroy of Italy. Now he’s 
called the Duke of Leuchtenberg, he married a daughter of the King 
of Bavaria, And the child is the most beautiful little Josephine you 
could ever imagine.” 

"No matter how beautiful she is, 1 still couldn’t marry licr." 

"Why not?” 

"Yon keep forgetting who I am! An obscure little Leuciilenhcrg 
isn't a suitable match for the Crown Prince’ of Sweden — fm- a BerrKi- 
dotte, Mama!” 

"No? Well, let me tell you something, Oscar. But first pour me 
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some more champagne, I’m beginamg to enjoy it. So — and nov/ 
listen to me! Her paternal grandfather was Viscount de Beauharnais, 
a general in the French Army. And her grandmother was Viscount- 
ess dc Beauharnais, born Tascher de la Pagerie, the most beautiful 
woman of her time, the toast of Paris, and one of the great courte- 
sans. By her second marriage she became Empress of the French. 
Your paternal grandfather was an honourable lawyer’s clerk in Pau, 
and I know nothing at all about your papa’s mother.” 

"But Mama . . .” 

"Let me finish! Her maternal grandfather is the King of Bavaria, 
The Bavarian dynasty is one of the oldest royal families in Europe. 
Your maternal grandfather, on the other hand, was the silk mer- 
chant Francois Clary from Marseilles.” 

He beat his brow. ''The granddaughter of a courtesan!” 

"Yes — and an enchanting one at that. I’ve seen little Josephine 
only once, as a child, but — the same smile, the same charm as the 
older Josephine.” 

Oscar sighed. "Mama, on dynastic grounds . . 

"Exactly, on dynastic grounds. I want to be the ancestre.ss of a 
beautiful dynasty.” 

"Papa will never consent.” 

"No one succeeded in forcing him to marry a homely woman. 
I'll talk to Papa All you have to do is see the Shooting Star." 

"Waiter, the bill.” 

Ann in arm we walked to our hotel. My heart beat fast from 
happiness and too much bad champagne. 

"Flow old is she. Mama?” 

"Just (ifleen. But I’d already been kissed at that age.” 

"You were a precocious child. Mama. Why do you call her a 
shooting star?” 

] wanted to explain it to him. But the hotel was in si;ilit, and he 
turned suddenly serious, his hand firmly encircled my wrist. "M.ama, 
promise me you’ll come with my bride on her journey to Stock- 
holm?” 

"Yes, I promise.” 

"And that you'll stay?” 

I hesitated. "That depends.” 
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"On what, Mama?" 

"On myself, Oscar. I can only stay if I succeed in being a good 
queen, I take it very seriously." 

"All you need is practice. Mama. . , . There they arc — your Ldw- 
enhjeim and my Lowenhjelm— prancing with excitement," 

"I’ll carry out several reforms at the Swedish court,” 1 whispered 
in his ear. 

He smiled into my eyes. "Let’s let the evening .sun go down be- 
fore the Shooting Star falls from heaven," 

I nodded. "Let’s retire Mile Koskull to a well-earned re.st," I 
suggested. 

"Mama, we’re both a little drunk," 0.scar declared uneasily. We 
began to laugh and couldn’t stop. 

Does this seem proper for an illegitimate grandmother? 


In the Royal Palace, Stockholm 
Spring, lS2:i 

"How beautiful our country is,” whispered my daughter-in-law, 
Crown Prince.ss Josefina of Sweden, deeply moved. We stood side 
by side at the railing of an imposing cruiser which liad awaitetl u.s in 
the port of Liibeck, and was taking us to Stockholm. 

"Is it much farther? Should Pierre put on his wooden leg?" 
Marie asked every few minutes. 

Oscar and the Shooting Star were married in Munich. But Oscar 
wasn’t there. The Catholic Shooting Star naturally wanted to be 
married in a Catholic Church, and Oscar is a Protestant, He, there- 
fore, w^as married by prcMy in Munich. The official wedding celebra- 
tion v/ill begin after we reach Stockholm. I don’t know whose 
briliialit idea it was to spare us the interminable journey through Den- 
mark and southern Sweden by sending us this cruiser which passes 
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the many small islands around Stockholm. Nor do I understand why 
Jean-Baptiste had me sail on a warship with eighty-four guns. 

The sky was pale blue, and the islands rose craggy and steep from 
the waves. On every diff and meadow there v'ere birches — many 
thousands of birches with every variation of yellow in their spring 
foliage. "Our beautiful country,” the granddaughter of Josephine 
repeated beside ,me, her eyes shining as she drank in the view of the 
birch fore.sts. 

"Should Pierre put on his wooden leg yet?” asked Marie again. 
Pierre sat beside his mother on deck and wanted to stand close be- 
hind me when we arrived — on his crutches and his wooden leg. 

"We are nearing Vaxholm, Your Majesty,” Chamberlain Count 
Gustaf Lowenhjelm told me, and handed me a field glass. “Vax- 
holm is one of our strongest fortifications,” But I was thinking I’d 
never in all my life seen so many birch trees all at once. "Our coun- 
try,” the Shooting Star had said — our country? 

Marcelline and Marius accompanied me. Etienne wrote me grate- 
fully because I’d appointed his daughter chief stewardess of my 
household. And Marius will continue to administer my finances, 
and become a Swedish court official instead of a senior partner in the 
firm of Clary. Marius, Marcelline, Marie and Pierre — little bits of 
France I’ve brought with me. And Yvette, of course, the one person 
except Julie who can cope wdth my unruly hair. 

Julie . . . How strong are the weak. How tenaciously her trans- 
parent, bloodless fingers dung to my arm, and for bow many j-ears 
she implored me, "Don’t leave me, D&iree, write another petition to 
the King of France. I want to live in Paris, stay with me, help me, 
help nie. . . My petitions were of no avail, but I’d always stayed 
near her. Until, at her daughter’s wedding, she said, "Zenaide and 
her husband will live in Florence. Italy reminds me of Marseilles. 
I’ll move to Florence with the young couple.” And Jo.seph, who had 
discoursed volubly about his herd of cattle and his railway shares in 
the state of New Jersey, said unexpectedly, "When I was born, Cor- 
sica was still Italian. When I am old, I’ll join you in Italy.” Julie 
slipped I'lcr arm under his. "So everything will be fur the best," she 
said, indifferently but with satisfaction. She’d entirely forgotten 
about me. ... 



"I’m so happy, Mama,” the Shooting Star beside me whispered. 
"From the very first moment, at Aunt Hortense’s, Oscar and I felt 
we were made for each other. But I was sure neither you nor His 
Majesty would ever consent.” 

"Why not, my child?” 

"Because — Mama, I’m only the daughter of a Duke of Lcuchten- 
berg. Oscar could have made a much better match. You’d expected 
a princess from a royal family, hadn’t you, Mama?” 

Birches in yellow-green spring veils, waves as blue as the sky. 
The child had asked me something, and held her curly head a little 
sideways, like the dead Josephine. 

"Expected, Josefina? One counts on nothing, one only hopes — 
when a son’s happiness is at stake.” 

A salute of guns boomed out. I drew back in fear. The fortress 
of Vaxhoim was welcoming us. So I knew i had no more time. 
Count on nothing, only hope, with all one’s heart. ... 

"Remember that, Josefina, when your children fall in love . . , 
Why do you blush? Because I’m talking about your children? Dar- 
ling, as a little girl you wouldn’t believe me when I said ducks lay 
eggs. Now don’t tell me you still believe in the stork. I don’t know 
if, in the years to come, w'e’ll often have a cJiancc to talk entre 
nous. That’s why I urge you now' to let your children marry for love. 
You will promise me?” 

"But the succession to the throne, Mama?” 

"You must have several children. One of your suns is hound to 
fail in love with a princess, leave that to fate. But teach all tlie 
Bernadettes that one marries onl)' for love." 

Her long lashes fluttered in dismay. "But if she’s a commoner. 
Think of that, Mama!” 

"What is there to think about, Josefina? We’re of mickile-ciass 
stock — we Her nad ottes . ’ * 

The salutes thundered again. A small boat steered toward us. 1 
raised the field glasses to my eyes. "Josefina, pow'der your nose 
quickly. Oscar is coming on board.” 

I hardly heard the roar of cannon. The coast was black witli w-ait- 
ing people, the wind carried their cheers through the blue air, and 
more and more little boats, with garlands of flowers, danced around 
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our ship. Oscar and Josejfina stood close together and waved. Jose- 
hna wore a gay blue dress, and an ermine stole, now slightly j/eJlow 
with age. It once belonged to Josephine, a present from Napoleon. 
Hor tense gave it to the child many years ago as a remembrance of 
her beautiful grandmama. 

"'The port of Djurgaarden, Your Majesty. We’ll soon land," an- 
nounced Ldwenhjelm. 

I turned around. "Marie, it’s time for Pierre to put on his wooden 
leg." I clenched my fists, my palms were wringing wet, 

"Aunt — they’ve made a triumphal arch of birch branches," cried 
Marcelline. The guns boomed. Yyette rushed up and held a mirror 
in front of my face. Powder, rouge, a little silver on my eyelids. 
Marie put the heavy sable stole over my shoulders. Silver-grey velvet 
and sables seemed suitable for a mother-in-law. 

Marie's work-worn hand covered my tense fingers. Her face has 
grown old and wrinkled. "We’ve reached our goal, Eugenie.’’ 

"No, Marie, we’re Just beginning.” 

The cannon were silent. And music resounded, an exultant fan- 
fare. "I composed that for you,” said Oscar. He said it to the 
Shooting Star. Lowenhjelm again handed me the field glasses. 

A violet velvet cape. White plumes on the hat. 

Suddenly everyone whisked away. Even Oscar and the Shooting 
Star. All alone I stood on the ship's bridge. The Swedish National 
Anthem burst forth. The thousands on the quay turned into statues. 
Only the delicate birch boughs on the triumphal arch quivered 
lightly. 

Then two gentlemen, who’d been standing close beside the violet 
velvet cape, strode together up to the bridge to escort me to land. 
Count Brahe smiled and Count Rosen went deathly pale with excite- 
ment. But a hand in a white glove motioned them both aside, the 
violet velvet cape came forward, the ship’s narrow bridge swayed, 
and on my arm I felt a strong, very familiar hand. 

The crowd yelled, the cannons thundered, the orchestra rejoiced. 
Oscar escorted his Crown Princess ashore. Under the triumphal 
arch, a little girl in a white dress was thrust before me. The child, 
practically invisible behind a huge bouquet of blue lilies and yellov' 
tulips, had to recite a poem. Then, obviously relieved, she thrust 
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the blue and yellow flowers at me. No one expected me to thank 
her. But when I opened my mouth there was a sudden hush, I was 
stiff with fear, but my voice was loud and calm. I began with the 
words: 

bar mnt lange borte — 

They held their breaths. Swedish-— the Queen speaks Swedish. 
I’d composed my little speech myself and Count Lowenhjolm had 
translated it. Then I had learned it by heart. Word for word — it 
was hard to do. My eyes filled and I concluded with: "Lange lei>e 
Sverige!" 

We drove through the streets in an open festive coach. The 
Shooting Star beside me bowed graciously, to right and left. Jean- 
Baptiste and Oscar sat opposite us. I held myself very erect and 
smiled at the crowds until the muscles of my mouth ached, And 
even then I smiled. "I can’t get over it, Mama, you made a speech 
in Swedish,” said Oscar. "I’m terribly proud of you.” 

I felt Jean-Baptiste look at me, yet I dared not meet hi.s eyes. Be- 
cause we were in an open coach, and I had made a dreadful discovery! 
I’m in love with him still. 

Or perhaps again — I don’t really know myself. 

P.S. He’s a grandfather. (But he doesn’t suspect it.) 


ou:) 

DroUnmghohn Castle in Sweden 
August 16, 1823 

Today at midnight I was for the first time a ghost. In my white 
dressing gown I haunted the Palace as "the white lady.” 

The light summer nights are to blame; the sky is never com- 
pletely dark. During my first visit to Drottningholm, I cried through 
them. And now — twelve years later' — I have to dance through them. 
Oscar and the Shooting Star of course whirl from one party to an- 
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other. And I'm forcing Jean-Baptiste to go, too. Naturally, he 
makes a hundred excuses. Work and more work. Even his age is 
dragged in. Jean-Baptiste is sixty years old, it’s true, but he couldn’t 
be healthier. I've laughed him out of it and transformed the lonely 
bachelor quarters in the Stockholm Palace and in Drottningholm 
into fine court households. 

A regiment of ladies-in-waiting and chamberlains were appointed. 
'ri]e lackeys were dressed in brand-new liveries. Paperhangers and. 
carpenters, tailors, dressmakers and hairdressers had their hands full. 
They all profited and they were all happy. And last but not least my 
dear silk merchants. ... 

Oscar suggested holding large-scale manoeuvres in south Sweden 
and travelling to Skaarte with the entire court. "Why?” asked Jean- 
Baptiste, and dug in his heels. Naturally, without avail. Oscar and 
1 had our way, and south Sweden welcomed the royal family. Eve- 
nings we danced in the castles of the landed gentry, mornings I 
stood for hours watching parades, afternoons I received one deputa- 
tion of citizens after another. Marie— so good and so tired herself — * 
massaged my poor legs. And the new Swedish ladies-in-waiting 
helped me with my Swedish vocabulary. It was an awful trip but I, 
in the literal sense of the word, stood it. 

Now we’re in Drottningholm and supposedly resting. Yesterday 
I went to bed early, but I couldn’t sleep. The clock struck midnight. 
The sixteenth of August, I thought. The sixteenth of August is 
dawning. I slipped into a dressing gown and began to wander 
around. I wanted to go to Jean-Baptiste. Everything was unearthly 
quiet except that the parquet floors creaked. How I hate these pal- 
aces ... In Jean-Baptiste’s study I almost collided with the marble 
bust of Moreau that Jean-Baptiste always keeps with him. Finally I 
groped my way through his dressing room, walked in — and nearly 
got shot. 

Quick as a flash a pistol was aimed at me, and someone shouted 
in French, "Who's there?” • 

"A ghost, Fernand!” I laughed. "Only a ghost.” 

"Your Majesty frightened me,” declared Fernand, offended. 
Then he got up from his camp cot and bowed. He wore a long 
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nightshirt and still held the pistol in his hand. The camp cot barred 
the way to Jean-Baptiste’s bedroom. 

"Do you always sleep in front of His Majesty’s door?" 1 die- 
manded. 

"Always,” Fernand assured me. "Because the Marshal is afraiti,” 

At that the door was flung open. Jean-Baptiste was still dressed. 
The green eyeshade he wears in secret when he works on his pa]:)ej‘.s 
was rakishly askew. 

"What does this disturbance mean?" he roared. 

I dipped into a court curtsy. "Your Majesty, a ghost requests an 
audience.” 

"Shove the bed aside so Her Majesty can come in," Jean-Baptiste 
mumbled as he hastily removed the eyeshade. Somewhat embar- 
rassed, Fernand pushed aside the camp cot, clutching his nightshirt 
tightly around him. 

And then for the first time since my arrival in Drottningliolm J 
entered Jean-Baptiste’s bedroom. On the desk, documents were piled 
high. On the floor lay leather volumes in confusion. He’s still study- 
ing, I thought. As he did in Hanover. As he did in Marienburg. 
. . . Jean-Baptiste stretched wearily. His voice was tender. "What 
does the ghost want?" 

"The ghost is only reporting,” I said, and sat down comfortably in 
an armchair. "It’s the ghost of a young girl, who once married a 
young general, and lay on a bridal bed full of roses and thorns.” 

Jean-Baptiste sat on the arm of my chair and put his arm around 
me. "And why does the ghost walk tonight?" 

"Because that happened twenty-five years ago," I said softly. 

"My God,” he shouted, “It’s our silver wedding anniversary.” 

I crept closer to him. "Yes — and in the whole kingdom of 
Sweden no one but us will remember it. No cannons, no school- 
children reciting poems, not even a regimental band playing a march 
composed by Oscar for this occasion. How lovely, Jean-Baptiste.” 

"We have both come a long way," he murmured, and he held 
me tighter. "And yet in the end you came to me," He closed hts 
eyes. 

"You have reached your goal, Jean-Baptiste," 1 whispered. "And 
nevertheless, you’re afraid — of ghosts." 
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He didn’t answer. He felt heavy against me. He seemed tired, 

very tired, 

"You have Fernand sleep outside your door with a pistol. What 
:u:e the names of the ghosts you fear?” 

"Va-sa,” he groaned. ”At the Congress of Vienna, the last Vasa 
king — the exiled one— presented his and his son's claims to the 
throne.” 

"That 'was eight years ago. Besides, the Swedes deposed him be- 
cause he was crazy. Is he really crazy.?" 

*'J don’t know. His policies were, Sweden was at the brink of 
ruin — The Allies naturally brushed aside his claims. And finally, 
tliey’re indebted to me. After ail, I conducted that gruesome cam- 
paign .. .” 

"Don’t talk about it, Jean-Baptiste, don’t torture yourself with 
those memories,” I said quickly. A shudder ran through him. I felt 
it wdth every fibre of my bemg."Jean-Baptiste, the Swedes know 
very well what you have done for them. Aren’t there figures that 
prove to you that through you Sweden has become a sound and 
prosperous country?” 

"Yes, yes — I have figures,” lie murmured. "But the opposition in 
Parliament ...” 

"Do they speak of the Vasas?” 

"No, never. But it’s enough that this opposition, which calls 
itself Liberal, exists. That its newspapers always harp on the fact 
that I wasn’t born here.” 

1 straightened up. "Jean-Baptiste, if anyone reproaches because 
you weren’t born here, and don’t speak the language, it’s a far cry 
from iese-vmjeste. It’s simply the truth.” 

"From opposition to revolution is a short step,” he muttered 
stubbornly. 

"Nonsense! The Swedes know what they want — you were pro- 
claimed and crowned King.” 

"And I can be murdered or deposed to make room for the last 
of the Vasas. He’s an officer in the Austrian Army.” 

At that I decided to lay the ghost of the Vasas once and for all. 
I would have to hurt and frighten him, I thought .saelho But from 
now on he could .sleep m peace. 
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"Jean-Baptiste — in Sweden the Bernadette Dynasty rules, and 
you are the only one who seems not to realize it.” 

He only shrugged his shoulders. 

"Butj unfortunately, there are people who feel that, in your fear 
of the opposition, you disregard the Constitution.” I didn’t look at 
him. "The Swedes put great stock in the freedom of their press, 
dearest. And every time you suppress a newspaper, someone or 
other suggests you should be forced to abdicate.” 

He recoiled as though I’d hit him. “So? Look, I’m not afraid of 
shadows. My ghosts are very real. The Prince of Vasa . . 

"Jean-Baptiste, no one mentions the Prince of Vasa.” 

"Who then.? Whom do the Liberals want as my successor?” 

"Oscar, of course. The Crown Prince.” 

A deep sigh of relief. "Is that true?” he whispered. "Look me 
in the eye — is that really true?” 

"No one is dissatisfied with the Bernadotte Dynasty. It’s e.stab' 
lished, Jean-Baptiste, established. You must tell Fernantl to sleep in 
his own room. And not with firearms. And why should I run into 
Fernand in his nightshirt outside your door when I want to visit you 
late at night?” 

Gold epaulettes scratched my cheeks, the candles had burned 
low. 

"My darling, you shouldn’t visit me late at night. Queens don’t 
creep around their palaces in their dressing gowns. You’re supposed 
to wait in your apartments with true feminine restraint until I come 
to you!” Later— much later— we drew back the curtains from the 
wdndows. 

The sun had risen. The Drottningholm park was bathed in golden 
light, I stood close to Jean-Baptiste. "As for Oscar — ” I began, but 
he stopped me. Very gently, he ki.ssed me on the top of the head, 

"I gave Oscar what I lacked — an education. An education suitable 
for a sovereign. Sometimes I regret I’ll never see him king.” 

"That’s the way it goes, you won’t live to see it,” I said impres- 
sively. 

He laughed. "No, I’m not afraid of our young rascal.” 

I took his arm. "Come with me. We’ll have breakfast together 
just as we did twenty-five years ago.” 



When we came out of Jean-Baptiste’s bedroom Fernand had van- 
ished. "Fernand knows I can lay ghosts,” I boasted. In the study 
we stopped suddenly, silently. "Comrade Moreau,” murmured Jean- 
Baptiste thoughtfully. I ran my finger lightly over the marble cheek, 
and discovered how badly things are dusted in royal palaces. Then, 
clo.se together, we strolled on again, 

"I’m glad I gave in to you and let Oscar marry Josefina,” Jean- 
Baptiste said unexpectedly. 

"If he’d followed your wishes he’d have some hideous royal 
princess as a wife and run to Mile von Koskull for consolation — you 
unnatural father, you!” 

"Nevertheless — the granddaughter of our Josephine on the Ss’^'ed- 
ish throne — ” Jean-Baptiste looked at me reproachfully. 

"But wasn’t she enchanting — our Josephine.?” 

"Much too enchanting. I only hope people here in Scandinavia 
don’t know the details.” 

We had reached my dressing room, and there we found a great 
surprise. On the breakfast table, set for two, was a hiige bouquet 
of fragrant roses. Red, wdiite, yellow, and pink roses. Propped 
against the vase was a note. 

"To Their Majesties, our Marshal J.-B. Bernadotte and his wife, 
with best wishes — Marie and Fernand.” 

Jean-Baptiste began to laugh — and I to cry. We’re so very differ- 
ent, and yet ... 

Yes — and yet. 

Royal Palace in Stockholm 
February,. 1829 

I really feel sorry for the old Princess Sofia Albertina. From .such 
a fine family — the last Vasa in Sweden. And now she lies dying, 
with a silk merchant’s daughter holding her hand. 

I've been leafing through the pages of this diary. I .sec I once 
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called her an old goat. She was oiie of those who ridiculed me. 
Strange, that her bleating once hurt me so. . . . Since her brother’s 
death, the old Princess has been living in the so-called Heir Ap- 
parent’s Palace in the Gustavus Adolphus market place. Jean- 
Baptistc has always seen to it that she dined at court from time to 
time. But only Oscar ever paid any real attention to her. He calls 
her Aunt, and says when he was a child she smuggled him sweet 
coLighdrops. Yesterday he noticed she was suffering greatly and was 
very weak. This morning she unexpectedly sent one of her ancient 
ladies-in- waiting: it was the last wish of Her Highness, Princess Sofia 
Albertina, to speak to me — to me^ — ^alone! 

Poor old thing, 1 thought on the way to her. Now the last of the 
Vasas has also gone crazy, ... In my honour the old Princess had 
got all dressed up. She lay on a sofa and as I entered she tried to rise. 
"Please don’t, Highness," I exclaimed, shocked by her appearance. 
She looked more like a goat than ever. Her skin stretched taut over 
her sunken cheeks and was as transparent and wrinkled as ti.ssue 
paper. Her lifeless eyes were deep-sunk in their sockets. But her 
scraggly white hair was tied with girlish rose-coloured ribbons. Pier 
salon overflowed with embroidery — -red roses on violet backgrounds 
on cushions, chairs, and on the bell pull. The poor creature had 
embroidered nothing but roses all her life long, and always in the 
.same pattern! The old face forced a smile. I sat down beside her 
and she dismissed her ladies-in-waiting. 

"I’m very grateful to Your Majesty for coming. I hear Your 
Majesty is very busy.” 

"Yes, we have a great deal to do. Jean-Baptiste with affairs of 
state and Oscar with his new duties. Oscar is nov' Admiral of tlie 
Swedish Fleet, Your Highness.” 

She nodded. "I know about that, Oscar often calls on me.” 

"Has he also fold you about his plans for reform? Pie’s working 
now on a book about prisons. He w'ants to improve prison ccjiuli- 
tions and set up a new kind of penal institution," I said cnthusi- 
■astically.:'; 

She looked at me in astonishment. No, 0.scar hadn’t spolien of 
that. "A peculiar occupation for an admiral," she remarked 



"And for a composer,” I added.. She nodded, already bored. 
Somewhere a clock ticked. . . , 

"Your Majesty visits many hospitals.?” she suddenly demanded. 

"Of course, that’s part of my job. Besides, I want to improve 
them. In France, we invariably have nuns as nurses. Does Your 
Highness know who takes care of the sick In Swedish hospitals.?" 

"Worthy devout souls, I suppose?” she asked sharply. 

"No — former prostitutes, Your Highness,” 

She recoiled. Never before in her life had she heard this word 
straight out. She was speechless. 

"Fve been to see these nurses. Old beggar women hoping to earn 
a bowl of soup. Without training, without interest in their calling. 
Without the slightest conception of cleanliness. I’ll change all this, 
Your Highness.” 

The clock ticked. ... 

'Tm told you speak some Swedish, madame,” she said next. 

"I try, Highness. Jean-Baptiste hasn’t time for lessons. The plain 
people don’t blame him for that. They take it for granted that a 
man knows only his native tongue. But-—” 

"Our aristocrats speak excellent French." 

"But commoners, too, study foreign languages, and I have a feel- 
ing they expect the same of us. That’s wdiy I speak Swedish when I 
receive deputations of citizens' — as well as I can, Highness.” 

She seemed to have fallen asleep, and her face was as white as her 
powdered hair. The clock ticked on, and I was afraid it might sud- 
denly stop. I began to fed terribly sorry for the dying Princess. No 
member of her family at her side, her favourite brother murdered at 
a masejuerade, her nephew declared insane, and banished. And now 
the poor creature had to see someone like me on the throne of her 
forefathers. 

"You’re a good queen,” she said unexpectedly. 

"We do our best — Jean-Baptiste, Oscar and I.” 

A shadow of her former malicious smile flitted over her wrinkled 
face. "You’re a very clever woman.” That floored me, 

"Once — when Hedwig Elisabeth reproached you for being only a 
silk merchant’s daughter, you flounced out of the room, and shortly 
afterward left Sweden. Until you cariie back as Queen. People here 
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never forgave Hedwig Elisabeth for that. A court without a young 
crown princess — ” She giggled shamelessly. "So the late Queen had 
to play the part of a wicked stepmother until her death — hce-hcc- 
hee,” This memory seemed to revive her, 

"Oscar has brought the children to see me — little Charles, and the 
new baby.” 

"The new baby is called Oscar, too,” I said proudly. 

"Charles takes after you, madarne,” she assured me. 

Children are a real pleasure when you don’t have to be waked up 
by them at six o'clock in the morning, I thought. Then it occurred 
to me that even Josefina probably sleeps as late as she wants to. My 
grandchildren have a whole retinue of governesses' and nurses. 
While Oscar’s cradle was beside my bed his entire first year. 

"I would like to have had children, but no suitable husband for 
me was ever found,” lamented the dying Princess. "Oscar says you 
wouldn’t mind if his children married commoners. How could you 
suggest such a thing, madarne?" 

"I haven’t thought much about it But princes can renounce their 
titles, can’t they?” 

"Of course. One need only find new names for them — ” She 
mulled it over. "Count Upsala or Baron Drottningholm or . . 

"But why? We have a good bourgeois name- — Bernadotte.” 

At the words ’’good bourgeois” her face contracted with misery. 
"But the future Bernadettes will, I hope, be a family of composers, 
arists, or writers,” I quickly comforted her. "Oscar is very musical. 
And Josefina’s aunt Hortense paints and writes poetry. In my family, 
too--” I stopped, she had dozed off and wasn’t listening to me at 
all. 

To my great surprise she spoke again. 

"I wanted to talk to you about the crown, madarne.” 

She’s delirious, I thought, Jier mind is wandering as the end draws 
near. 

"Which crown?” I .asked out of politeness. 

"The crown of the Queen of Sweden.” 

I suddenly felt very hot. In the middle of the Stockholm winter, 
when I’m usually half-frozen, 1 was hot. Her eyes were wide open, 
her voice was calm and clear. 
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"You weren't crowned with His Majesty, madame. Perhaps you 
don’t even know that we also have a crown for our queens. A very 
ancient crown — not large but very heavy. I've held it in my hands 
several times. You are the mother of the Bernadotte Dynasty, mad- 
ame. Why won’t you be crowned?” 

"Until now no one has thought of it,” I said softly. 

"But I have thought of it. I am the last Vasa in Sweden, and I 
ask the first Bernadotte to accept the ancient crown. Madame, prom- 
ise me you will be crowned?” 

"I care very little for these ceremonies,” I murmured. "I’m too 
small for them, I don’t look the least regal.” 

Her bloodless fingers reached out for my hand. "I no longer have 
time to plead with you. . . 

I laid my hand in hers. 

Once at a coronation I had to carry a lace handkerchief on a velvet 
cushion, the bells of Notre-Dame had pealed . . . Could she read 
my thoughts? 

"I’ve had them read aloud to me the memoirs of this Napoleon 
Bonaparte. How strange — ” She examined me critically. "How 
strange, madame, that the two outstanding men of our times have 
been in love with you. You’re really no beauty,” 

Then she sighed — softly, .so softly. "A pity I’m a Vasa. I’d much 
rather have been a Bernadotte and married a commoner — and been 
less bored,” 

When I left, I bowed deeply and kissed the withered hand. The 
dying Princess smiled, first in surprise and a little maliciously, For 
I really am no beauty. 
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Royal Palace in Stockholm 
May, 1829 

"His Royal Highness regrets, but it is impossible for His Royal 
Highness to arrange a free hour any afternoon this week. I'he 
Crown Prince is engaged for every minute,” Oscar’s chamberlain 
announced to me. 

"Inform His Royal Highness that it's to fulfill a wish of his 
mother’s.” Oscar’s chamberlain hesitated, wanted to refuse me. I 
looked at him sternly. And he vanished. 

"Aunt, you know Oscar has endless obligations. His responsi- 
bilities as High Admiral, the reception and audiences he must hold. 
And since His Majesty has two ministers who speak horrible French, 
Oscar must also attend all the Councils of State.” Marcelline inter- 
feres in matters that are none of her business. 

Oscar’s chamberlain returned. "His Royal Highness’ regrets, but 
it is out of the question this week.” 

"Then tell His Royal Highness I’ll expect him this afternoon at 
four o’clock. The Crown Prince will accompany me on an errand.” 

"Your Majesty, His Royal Highness regrets ...” 

"I know, my dear Count, my son regrets that he cannot fulfill my 
wish. Therefore inform the Crown Prince that this is no longer the 
wish of his mother, but an order of the Queen.” 

Oscar was announced at the stroke of four. Escorted by two 
adjutants and his chamberlain. Around the sleeve of his blue ad- 
miral’s uniform he wore a mourning band. I myself was in black. 
The entire court wore mourning for Prince Sofia Albertina, who died 
on March 17, and was laid to rest in the Vasa tomb in Riddarliolm 
Church. Her state funeral startled the populace. They thouglit she’d 
died long ago, and had completely forgotten her, 

"At your command, Majesty,” Oscar greeted me formally, and 
clicked his heels together. Then he tried to look off into space above 
my head to show me how furious he was, 
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“Please dismiss your gentlemen, I want to go with you alone.” I 
straightened my hat with its mourning veil. "Come, Oscar.” 

Without a word we left my apartments. Without a word we de- 
scended the stairs. He kept a pace behind me. When we got to the 
side door through which we usually leave the Palace so as not to 
excite notice, he asked, "Where is your carriage.?” 

"We’re walking,” I replied. "It’s such lovely weather.” 

1 he sky was pale blue, the Malar gurgled green, in the mountains 
the snow is beginning to melt. 

"We’re going to Vastra L^nggatan,” I informed him. 

Oscar took the lead, and I tramped after him through the narrow 
alleys behind the Palace. Although he was inwardly boiling with 
rage, he continually smiled and saluted. Because all the passers-by 
recognized him and bowed. I pulled my mourning veil over my 
face, but it was wholly unnecessary, I was very simply dressed, and 
looked so uninteresting that no one had any idea I could be with His 
Royal Highness. 

Oscar stopped. "Here, Your Majesty, is the Vastra Ldnggatan. 
May I ask where we go from here?” 

"To a silk shop. It belongs to a certain Persson. I’ve never been 
there, but it won’t be hard to find.” 

At that Oscar lost his patience. "Mama! I cancelled two appoint- 
ments and postponed an audience to obey your orders. And where 
are you taking me? To a silk shop. Why don’t you have the court 
purveyors come to you?” 

"Persson is not a court purveyor. And besides — I want to see his 
shop.” 

"May I ask why you need me for this?” 

"You can help me pick out the material. For my coronation 
robe, Oscar. , . . And I’d also like to introduce you to this M. 
Persson.” 

Oscar was speechless. "To a silk merchant, Mama?” 

My spirits sank. Perhaps it was a bad idea to bring Oscar with 
me. Sometimes I forget my son is a Crown Prince. How they al! 
stare at him. 

"Persson was an apprentice for your grandfather Clary in Mar- 
seilles. He even lived in our villa.” I swallowed desperately. 
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"Oscar — he’s the one person in Stockholm who knew my papa and 
my home.” 

At that Oscar quickly unbent and tenderly took my arm. Then 
we looked hopefully around. Finally Oscar stopped an elderly gen- 
tleman to ask for Persson’s shop. Unfortunately the old gentleman 
bowed so respectfully, almost down to the ground, that Oscar, too. 
had to bend practically double to hear what he said. At last they 
both straightened up. 

"Over there,” Oscar said triumphantly. 

It was a relatively small shop. But displayed in the window I saw 
line quality silk and velvet in rolls. Oscar pushed open the door. 
In front of the counter ranged a crowd of customers. No well- 
turned-out court ladies, but rather middle-class women in good 
dark street dresses and tight velvet jackets. Their unrouged faces 
were framed in heavy curls. This hairdress is frightfully modern, 
and I realized that Persson’s customers knew what was what. The 
ladies fingered the various materials with such concentration that 
they didn’t even notice Oscar’s uniform, and we were elbowed this 
way and that until our turn came. Behind the counter were three 
young men. One of them had a horseface and blond hair, and re- 
minded me of the erstwhile young Persson. Finally he asked me, 
"May I serve you.^” 

'Td like to see your silk,” said I, in my broken Swedish. At first 
he didn’t understand me, and I repeated it in French. 

"I’d better call my father. My father speaks very good French,” 
said young Horseface eagerly, and disappeared through a side door. 
Suddenly, to my surprise, I realized that we had plenty of room and 
were actually entirely alone at the counter. All the other customers 
stood back against the wall, gaping at us. They were whispering a 
single word, "Drottningen.” I pushed back my veil to see the ma- 
terial better. 

At that moment the side door opened, and Persson came in. Pers- 
son from Marseilles. Our Persson. He hadn’t changed very much, 
his blond hair had gone a colourless grey. His blue eyes weren’t 
shy any more but calm and self-sufficient. And he smiled encour- 
agingly as one always smiles at customers, and thereby showed his 
long yellow teeth. 



"Madame wishes to see some silk?" he asked in French. 

"Your French if possible is worse than ever, M. Persson," I de- 
clared. "And I once took so much trouble with your accent," 

A shudder went through the tall gaunt figure. He opened his 
mouth to say something, but his underlip began to quiver, and he 
couldn’t get out a word. There was dead silence in the shop. 

"liad you forgotten me, M. Persson?" 

Fie shook his head. Slowly as in a dream. I tried to help him and 
leaned across the counter. "M. Persson, I want to see your silk," I 
said clearly. 

Confused, he mopped his brow and mumbled in his atrocious 
French, "Now you’ve really come to me, Mile Clary." 

That was too much for Oscar. The crowded shop, the eavesdrop- 
ping ladies, and Persson stuttering in French . . 

"Perhaps you’d be good enough to take Her Majesty and me to 
your office and show us the silk there," he said in Swedish, 

Young Persson raised the connecting flap between the counter and 
the space beyond, and took us through a side doOr into a small office. 
The high desk with the firm’s books and a hundred swatches of silk 
everywhere reminded me vividly of Papa’s holy of holies. Over the 
desk hung a framed broadside. It had turned very yellow, but 1 
recognized it immediately, 

"Well, here I am, Persson,’’ I murmured, and sat down on the 
chair beside the high desk. I felt completely at home. 

“Fd like to present my son. Oscar, M. Persson was apprenticed 
to your grandfather in Marseilles.” 

“Then it surprises me, M. Persson, that you have not long ago 
been appointed purveyor to the court,” Oscar remarked amiably. 

"I never applied for it,” said Persson slowly. "Besides, I’ve had 
rather a bad name in certain circles since my return from France,” 
He indicated the framed broadside. "Because of that.” 

"What’s that in the frame?” Oscar inquired. 

Persson took it down from the wall and handed it to Oscar. 

"Oscar,” I said, "that’s the first printing of the Rights of Man. 
Papa. — your grandfather — brought it home. And M. Persson and 1 
learned the Rights of Man together by heart. Before his return to 
Sweden, M. Persson asked me for this broadside as a remembrance.” 
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Oscar didn t answer. He went to the window, wiped off the glass 
with the sleeve of his admiral’s imiform, and began to read. Persson 
and I ^looked at each other. He’d stopped trembling, his eyes were 
wet. And the Malar is really as green as you told me. Once 1 
couldn t imagine it. Now it flows in front of my windows. , . 

To think you remember all that, mademoi — I mean Your Maj- 
esty, ’ said Persson hoarsely. 

Naturally — lliat’s why, that’s why it took me so long to come to 
.scejmu. 1 was afraid you might take offense, that ...” 

Take offense? How could I ever take offense at you?” Persson 
asked in dismay. 

That I m now Queen. You and I' were always Republicans.” I 
smiled. Persson sneaked a horrified look at Oscar. But Oscar wasn’t 
listening. He was too engrossed in the Rights of Man. 

At that Persson lost his shyness completely and whispered, ’’That 
was ^ in France, Mile Clary. But in Sweden we’re both — Monarch- 
ists, He glanced at Oscar again and added, ’’Provided, of course-—- 
that—” 

p H nodded. Yes, provided that — But you have a son yourself, 
ersson. It all ultimately depends on the training of tlie children.” 

Of course. And tlis Royal Highness is, after all, a grandson of 
’rangois Clary,” he reassured me. We were silent and thought of 
the villa, and the shop. 

The sword of this General Bonaparte,” Persson said suddenly, 
le sword stood in the hall nearly every evening at the liouse in 
Marseilles. I— was very annoyed about it.” Persson ’s colorless face 
was quite pink, 

I looked at him out of the corner of my eye. "Persson — were you 
jealous?” ^ 

He Aimed away. "If I had ever imagined that a daughter of 
i^mgois Clary would have been happy in Stockholm, I would 
have — ’ He stopped. 

I XV as .speechless. He would have offered me a home and a shop 
—quite close to the Royal Palace. Close to— 

"i need a new dress, Persson,” I said softly. 

He turned to me again, his face colourless again and very digni- 
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"An evening dress, or one Yotir Majesty wishes to wear in the 
daytime?" 

"An evening dress, which I must wear by day. Perhaps you've 
read, in the paper that I’m to be crowned August 21. Have you any 
maU'rial that — well, that’s suitable for a coronation robe?" 

"Of course." Persson nodded. "The white brocade.” 

He opened the door. "Francois," he called. "Bring me the white 
brocade from Marseilles, You know \vhich one." And to me, 'Tve 
taken the liberty of calling my son 'Francois’ in memory of your 
papa." 

I held the heavy roll of brocade on my knees. Oscar laid aside 
the framed broadside, and examined the material. "Wonderful — 
Mama, the real thing.” I stroked the stiff silk, felt the woven 
threads of genuine gold. "Isn’t it heavy. Mama?” 

"Dreadfully heavy, Oscar, F carried the package myself to the 
travelling coach. M. Persson had so much luggage I had to help 
him." 

"And Your Majesty’s papa said that this brocade was suitable 
only for a queen’s robe of state," Persson added. 

"Why have you never offered it to anyone at the court.^" I asked. 
"The late Queen would have loved it.” 

'Tve kept the brocade in memory’ of your papa and the firm of 
Clary, Your Majesty. Besides — ’’ His horseface assumed a superior 
air. "Besides, I am not a court purveyor. The brocade is not for 
sale.” 

"Not even today?" Oscar asked. 

"Not even today, Your Highness." 

I sat very still while Persson summoned his son. "Fran(;ois, wrap 
up the brocade from the firm of Clary.” And bowing before me, "May 
I have the honour of prccsenting the brocade to Your Majesty?" 

Mv head dropped, I couldn’t speak. 

"I’ll send the material to the Palace immediately, Your Majesty," 
Persson said, and I stood up. On the; wallpaper over the high desk 
there Nvas a light spot where the .broadside had hung. "If Your 
Majesty will wait a moment—” Persson rummaged in the vaste- 
hasket, found a discarded newspaper and wrapped it around the 
frame. 



"May I ask Your Majesty to accept this, too. Many years ago I 
promised to cherish this broadside, and throughout my life it has 
been sacred to me.” The long teeth protruded as he smiled ironi- 
cally. 'Tve wrapped it up so that Your Majesty won’t be embarrassed 
carrying it. I myself have had several unpleasant experiences because 
of it.” 

Arm in arm like a pair of lovers Oscar and I walked back. Tlie 
Palace came in sight, and I still hadn’t told him. Desperately I 
searched for the right words. "Oscar, perhaps you feel you’ve wa.sted 
an. afternoon because of me, but — ” The first sentries presented arms. 

"Come along, Oscar, I want to talk to you.” I felt how impa- 
tient he was, but I had to stop on the bridge. The Malar frothed 
beneath us. My heart contracted. At this hour, the lights of Paris 
begin to dance in the silent Seine. 

"I’ve always secretly hoped that Persson would give me back 
Papa’s broadside. And that’s why I took you with me, Oscar.” 

"Are you going to discuss the Rights of Man with me now.?” 

“Only that, Oscar. ” But he had no more time and was extremely 
irritable. 

"Mama, for me the Rights of Man are no longer a revelation. 
Plere every educated person has heard of them.” 

"Then we must see that the uneducated also learn them by heart,” 
I said. "I still want to tell you that ...” 

"That I must fight for them.? Shall I solemnly promise you that,?” 

"Fight. The Rights of Man have long since been proclaimed. 
You must only — defend them.” I stared into the shimmering water. 
A childhood memory cropped up-— a severed he:ul roiling in bloody 
sawdust. 

"Before and after their proclamation, much blood was shed. Na- 
poleon degraded them by quoting them in his orders of tiie day. 
Others desecrated them, Oscar-— over and again. But my son should 
stand up for them, and teach his children to.” 

Oscar was silent. He was silent for a long time, then took the 
package, took off the wrappings and let them flutter into the IMiilar. 

Just as we were against our side door he suddenly laughed. 
"Mama, your old admirer’s declaration of love was priceless — if 
Papa only knew.” 
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M.y coronation day 
{August 21, 1829) 

"Desiree, I implore you, don’t be late for your own coronation!" 

This sentence will pursue me to the end of my days. Jean-Baptiste 
shouted it at me continually while I desperately searched through all 
my bureau drawers. Marie helped me. And Marcelline and Yvette. 
Betweentimes I marvelled at Jean-Baptiste who today wore his own 
coronation panoply. Gold chains around his neck and the comic 
boots with the ermine braid which up to now I’d seen only in por- 
traits. The heavy coronation robe he would don later. When he 
put on his crown. 

"Desiree, won’t you ever be ready?" 

"Jean-Baptiste, I can’t find them, I can’t.’’ 

"What are you looking for now?’’ 

"My sins, Jean-Baptiste. I wrote them all down and the li.st has 
disappeared.” 

"My God, can’t you remember them.^’’ 

"No, there are so many of them, ail too insignificant to remem- 
ber, That’s why I wrote them all down. Yvette, look in the laundry 
again." 

Before the coronation, the Shooting Star and I were to go to 
confession. We’re the only Catholic members of the Protestant Ber- 
nadotte royal family in Lutheran Sweden. So the clergy — the Prc't- 
estant clergy of Sweden and the Catholic priest who looks after the 
\^■clfare of my soul— decided that I must make my confession quietly 
in the Palace chapel. Oscar had this chapel built on the top floor 
of the Palace for the devout young granddaughter of the someu'hat 
less pious older Josephine. Right after the absolution of my .sins I 
was quickly to put on my coronation robes and drive in tlie slate 
procession to the Storkyrka. Everything had been arranged. On the 
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bed lay the white-gold dress made of the brocade Papa once held in 
his hand. Beside it the purple robe of the queens of Sweden, winch 
had been shortened somewhat for me, and the small crown, fresh!)' 
polished. I had not dared try it on. 

"Mama, it’s high time.” Josefina had come in. 

"But I can’t find my list of sins,” I moaned. "Could you lend rne 
yours?’’ 

The Shooting Star was indignant, "Mama, I have no li.st! One 
should remember one’s sins.” 

"The sins are not in Your Majesty’s laundry,” Yvette announced. 

We departed for the small salon. Oscar, in his gala uniform, was 
waiting there. 

"I never realized your mama’s coronation would arouse so much 
enthusiasm. Even in the small village people are celebrating. Look 
down below, Oscar, it’s black with people,” Jean-Baptiste said to 
him. They were both hidden behind the curtains so they couldn’t be 
seen from the street. 

"Mama is tremendously popular,” 0.scar answered. "You don't 
know what Mama means to . . 

Jean-Baptiste smiled at me. "Really?” he said to O.scar, but he was 
annoyed. 

"You must hurry, you and Josefina. Have you your sins or haven’t 
you, D&iree?” 

"I haven’t them,” I said, and sank down exhausted on the .sofa. 
"And Josefina won’t lend me hers. What are your sins, Josefina?" 

"Those I tell only the father-confessor.” The Shooting Star smiled 
with tight-closed lips and her head a little to one .side. 

"What are your sins, Jean-Baptiste?” I inquired. 

"I am a member of the Protestant Church. . . . Perhaps joseffna 
can help you out with a few sins on the way. You must go now!" 

Yvette handed me my veil and gloves, 

"One should never expect help from one’s family,” I remarked 
bitterly. 

"I know a confession for you, Mama, You’ve lived in sin for 
years with a man!” Oscar declared. 

"This jest goes too far,” Jean-Baptiste exclaimed. But .1 quieted 
him. 



Let him finish, Jean-Baptiste. What do you mean, darling?” 

"Ihe Catholic Church doesn’t recognize civil marriages. Did you 
marry Papa in a church or in a registry office?” 

"In a registry office, only in a registry office,” I assured him. 

''There s your sin, Mama, a great sin of long standing. There— 
ai).d. now you must hurry.” 

We got there in time for confession, and dashed back breathless. 
In my salon the entire court had assembled. I took a quick look and 
rushed by the line of court curtsies. "Aunt, you haven’t much 
time,” Marcelline said in my dressing room. And my Marie — old, 
bent, but determined — ^ripped the clothes off my back. Yvette 
wrapped me in a hairdresser’s cape. 

"Leave me alone,” I begged, "please leave me alone a moment.” 

"Aunt, the archbishop is waiting in front of the church,” Marcel- 
line warned me. Then she finally disappeared. 

If a woman is vain and studies her face every day in the mirror, 
then it’s no shock to find it older. It happens so gradually. I am 
forty-nine years old, and I’ve laughed so much and wept so much 
tliat I have many little wrinkles around my eyes, and two lines down 
to the corners of my mouth, dating to the time that Jean-Baptiste was 
fighting the battle of Leipzig. ... I rubbed some rose cream on my 
forehead and cheeks, stroked a tiny brush across my eyebrows, which 
Yvette keeps well plucked. Then silver paint on my eyelids. Just as 
la grande Josephine taught me. ... 

How many letters and deputations from ail parts of the country 
arc here today. As if Sweden had been waiting for years for my 
coronation. Jean-Baptiste can’t understand it. Does he honestly be- 
lieve that it’s enough to be married to him to become a queen? 
Doesn’t he realize that this coronation signifies my final acceptance? 
Jean-Baptiste, it is a bride’s promise. This time I’ll even go to 
church and swear before an altar to be loyal and serve you for 
better or worse. . . . And because a bride should he young and 
beautiful, rii be generous with the rouge. 

The crowds in the streets began to gather at five o'clock this 
morning to see me drive past. I mustn’t disappoint them. Most 
women don’t have to look young when they are forty-nine. Their 
cliildren are grown or their husbands have arrived. They belong to 
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themselves again. But not me. I’m only beginning. But it’s not my 
fault I founded a dynasty. ... I took some delicate brown powder 
and powdered my nose as thickly as possible. When the organ plays 
I’ll weep. Organ music always makes me weep. And my nose will 
turn red. If only, once in my life—if only today I could look like a 
queen. I am so frightened. ... 

"How young you are, Desiree^ — not a single grey hair!” Jean- 
Baptiste stood behind me. He kissed my hair. 

I had to laugh. "Lots of grey hairs, Jean-Baptiste, but dyed for 
the hrst time. Do you like it?” 

No answer. I looked around. Jean-Baptiste was wearing the 
heavy ermine cape, and on his forehead the crown of the kings of 
Sweden. He seemed suddenly very strange and very large — no 
longer my Jean-Baptiste, but King Charles XIV John, the King. 

The King stared at the yellowed broadside on the wall. He hadn’t 
.seen it before, it had been a long time since he’d been in my dressing 
room. 

''What’s that, little one?” 

"An old broadside, Jean-Baptiste. The first printing of the Rights 
of Man.” 

Steep furrows between his eyebrows. 

"My father bought it many years ago. When it was still damp 
from the press. I had to learn it by heart. Now this yellowing paper 
gives me strength. And I need strength, you know, I — ” Teairs 
streamed over my fresh make-up. "I wasn't born to be a queen.” 

Then I had to powder over the traces of my tears. "Yvette.” 

Jean-Baptiste asked, "May I stay here?” and sat down beside the 
dressing table. Yvette brought the curling iron, and began to roll 
up the little side curls. 

"Don’t forget Her Majesty’s hair must lie flat on top or the 
crown won’t sit right,” Jean-Baptiste warned. He took out a paper 
and studied it. 

"Your sins, Jean-Baptiste? What a long list!” 

"No, notes for the coronation ceremony. Shall I read them to you 
once more?” 

I nodded. 
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"Listen carefully. The coronation procession opens with pages and 
heralds in the costumes that were made for my coronation. Very 
pretty costumes, you’ll be impressed. . . . The heralds have fanfares. 
After them come members of the Government, then the deputies. 
Finally a delegation from Norway. You will, of course, be crowned 
also as Queen of Norway. Fd rather thought that perhaps you 
ought to have another coronation in Norway. In Christiania. The 
overwhelming and really touching joy with which all Sweden is cele- 
brating your coronation makes me consider ..." 

"No,” I said. "Not in Christiania. Under no circumstances!” 

"Why noU” 

"Desideria— the desired one. Here, but not in Norway. Never 
forget that you forced Norway into this union.” 

"It was necessary, Desiree.” 

"Perhaps it will last Oscar’s lifetime. But not much longer. Any- 
way, then it won’t matter ...” 

"Ten minutes before your coronation do you realize that you’re 
talking treason?” 

"In a hundred years we’ll both be sitting on a comfortable cloud 
in heaven and we can discuss it again. By that time the Norwegians 
will again have declared their independence and, to annoy Sweden, 
have elected a Danish prince as their King. You and I, on our cloud, 
will have a good laugh. For this Dane will surely have a drop of 
Bernadottc blood in his veins, marriages between neighbours’ chil- 
dren are so frecpient. . . . Yvette, call Marie, she must help me put 
on my coronation dress.” 

Marcelline and Marie rushed in at the same time. I slipped off the 
cape. Marie stood before me, with the coronation costume. The gold 
threads in the white material had in the passage of time acquired a 
silvery shimmer. And when I had put on the dress, I took a deep 
breath. It was tlie most beautiful thing I had ever seen. 

"What happens next, Jean-Baptiste? Who will march behind the 
Norwegian delegation?” 

"Your two Counts with the royal insignia. On blue velvet 
CLlshiotLS,” 

"Can you still remember how I carried Josephine’s lace handker- 
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chief, through all of Notre-Dame?; : Ahd the crisis because they 
couldn't find twelve virgins?” 

"The royal insignia should have been carried by the higliest olii- 
cials in the state,” Jean-Baptiste said, “but you insisted . . 

"Yes, J insisted that Count Brahe and Count Rosen carry them. 
When other Swedes had not yet become accustomed to a silk mer- 
chant’s daughter, tiiey were her knights.” 

"Behind them will come the lady you selected with the crown, 
The crown will lie on a red cushion.” 

"Aren’t you satisfied with my choice? It doesn’t say anywhere 
that she has to be a virgin. Only a lady from a distingui.shed aristo- 
cratic family, I therefore decided to award this honour to Mile 
Mariana von Koskuli, the former lady-in-waiting.” I winked at Jean- 
Baptiste. "In appreciation of her services to the royal houses of 
Vasa and Bernadotte.” 

But Jean-Baptiste was suddenly concentrating on the crown jewels. 
I slipped on the large rings. Finally I clasped the big diamond 
necklace. It scratched and felt cold and strange around my neck. 

"Marcelline, you can tell them in the salon that I’m ready.” 

Marie was about to adjust my purple robe, but Jean-Baptiste took 
it from her. Tenderly, very tenderly, he laid it over my shoulders, 
We stood side by side in front of the big mirror. 

"It’s like a fairy tale,” I whispered. "Once upon a time there was 
a tall king and a tiny queen,” T'hen I turned around quickly. "Jean- 
Baptiste — the broadside!” 

Calmly he took the frame from the wall. And stood before me in 
his coronation robe, with Sweden’s crown on his anointed head, and 
held out the broadside to me. I bowed my head and kissed the glass 
over the faded text of the Rights of Man. When I looked up, Jean- 
Baptiste’s face was white with emotion. 

The folding doors to the salon were flung open. Josefina had 
brought the children. Three-year-oid Charles rushed to me, then 
stopped in fright. "That isn't Grandmama,” he said, shying away. 
"That’s a queen.” Josefina, in rose-coloured shimmering velvet, held 
up the infant Oscar to me. I took the child in my arms, he \\’as won- 
derfully warm, had astonishingly blue eyes, and practically no hair. 



tor your sake, too, for you, too, I’m being crowned, you second 
Oscar. . .... 

The distant roar of cheering in front of the closed windows re- 
minded me of the night in which the many torches had burned 
bright in the rue d’ Anjou. I heard Jean-Baptiste ask, "Why doesn’t 
someone open the windows?” And, "What are they shouting? What 
arc they crying down there?” 

But I already knew. It was in French, my Swedes wanted me to 
understand. They remembered what they’d once read about that 
night. They cheered: ^^Notre dame de la paix!” I quickly handed 
Josefina the infant, because I’d begun to tremble. 

What happened next was like a dream. Probably the pages and 
heralds had already left the Palace. Probably behind them marched 
the ministers and the Norwegian delegates. As we descended the 
marble staircase we caught a glimpse of Count Brahe and Count 
Rosen with the royal insignia. Rosen tried to catdi my eye. I nodded 
almost imperceptibly, and thought about the drive from Malmaison 
to Paris, and about Viliatte — The two counts slowly, solemnly left 
the Palace. For the fraction of a second I saw Mile von Koskull in 
blue, with the crown sparkling on the velvet cushion. The Koskuii 
looked very happy and proud because she hadn’t been forgotten, and 
had no idea how faded she looked. Then Josefina and Oscar climbed 
into an open carriage. And at last came the gilded coach for Their 
Majesties, 

'Til be the last to arrive at the church, like a bride,” I remarked. 
Then from all sides rose cheers. I saw' Jean-Baptiste smile and wave 
and w'anted to smile and wave myself but I was numb. For they 
were shouting at me, to me alone; ”Ldnge leve Drotinmgen — 
Droltnhigen — ” and i realized I was going to cry. I couldn’t help 
myself. 

At tlic church, Jean-Baptiste himself arranged the folds of in}- 
purple robe and escorted me to the portals. There i was met by the 
archbishop with all the other bishops of Sweden. "Blessed be they 
who come in the name of the Lord,” the bishop said. Then the music 
of the organ rose triumphantly, and F couldn’t think clearly again 
until the archbishop placed the crown on my head. . , . 

it is late night, and everyone thinks I’ve gone to bed to rest up 
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for the festivities tomorrow and the day after tomorrow in honour 
of Queen Desideria of Sweden and Norway. But I wanted, once 
more, to write in my diary. How odd that this happens to be the 
last page. Once it was all empty white pages, and lay on ray birthday 
table. I was then just going on fourteen years old and asked what I 
should write in it. And Papa answered, *'The story of French Citizcn- 
ess Bernardine Eugenie Ddsiree Clary,” 

Papa, I’ve written the whole story and have nothing more to add. 
For the story of this citizeness is finished, and that of the Queen 
begins. I’ll never comprehend how this all came about. But I prom- 
ise you, Papa, to do ail I can so as not to disgrace you, and never to 
forget that, ail your life long, you were a highly respected silk 
merchant. 


ALITHOli’S NOTE 

Tb/x hook is based on history, but like every 
novel it has its own reality. In a few incidents 
1 have departed from history because 1 am per- 
suaded that history is not always recorded to 
the last detail. In the light of my own inter- 
pretatian of the characters and of their reac- 
tions I, for one, have chosen to believe that 
what might have happeffed did happen. 



